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Midfommer  -  Night's 

DREAM. 

A 

COMEDY 


Printed  in  the  Year  1709. 


Dramatis  Perfonas- 


■J 


_     Eg<£uS9  an  Athenian  Lofd. 
Lyfander,  in  Lave  with  Hermia. 
Demetrius,  in  Love  with  Hermia. 
Quinces  the  Carpenter. 
Snug,  ike^^oiner^ 
Bottoifi>  (be  Weaver. 
Flute,  the  Bellows-mender. 
Snowt,  the  Tinker. 
Starveling,  the  Tailor. 

Hippolita,  Trincefs  of  the  Amazons,  betrothed  t§ 

HerlBla^  ^Diaugkter  m  tgeu^  i'dlhve  with  Ly fan^ 
•  del. 
Helena,  in  love  with  Demetrius. 

ATTEN'DANTS. 

Oberon,  King  of  the  Fairies. 

Titania,  ^uetfp^^of  the  Faiiries. 

Puck,  or  Rdbin-goodfeilow,  a  Fairy. 

Peafebloflbm, 

Cobweb,  f    ^-  . 

Moth,  *  '^^^^^^^^ 

Muflardfeed, 

Other  Fairies  attending  m  the  King  and  ^e en. 

SCENE  Athens,  and  a  Wood 

not  far  from  it. 
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Midfummer-Night's  Dream. 


A  C  T  I.    SCENE    I. 

Enter  Thefeus  and  Hippolica,  with  Attendants, 

|IO  W,  fair  HipfelitM,  our  Kuptial  Hour 
Draws  on  apace ;  four  happy  Days  bring  in 
Another  Moon  t  Butoh,  methioks  bowuow 
This  old  Moon  wanes  (  She  lingers  my  De^ 

lires 
Li|ce  to  a  Step^dame,  or  i  Dowager. 
Long  withering  out  a  young  Man's  Keveoue. 

Jlif,  Four  Days  wilt  quickly  fteep  themfelves  in  Nights 
Four  Nights  will  quickly  dream  away  the  Time  t 
And  then  the  Moon,  like  to  a  Silver  Bow. 
-New  bent  in  Heaven,  Oiall  behold  the  Night 
Of  our  Solemnities. 

pK.  Go,  Phil^mt^ 
Stir  up  the  Athenian  Youth  to  Merriment^ 
Awake  the  pert  and  nimble  Spirit  of  Mirth, 
Turn  MelanchoIIy  forth  to  Funerals : 

Vol  ir.  B  i  The, 
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The  pale  Companion  is  not  for  our  Pomp. 
HippolitOj  I  woo'd  thee  with  my  Sword, 
And  won  thy  Love,  doing  thee  Injuries  s 
But  I  will  wed  thee  in  another  Key, 
With  Pomp,  with  Triumph,  and  with  Revelling. 

£ff/^r£geu5,  Hermia,  Lyfander,  4im/ Demetrius. 
,  Ege.  Happy  be  The/ius,  our  renowned  Duke. 

7%e.  Thanks,  good  Egetts ;  what's  the  News  with  thee  ? 

Egc.  Full  of  Vexation,  come  I,  with  Complaint 
Againft  my  Child,  my  Daughter  Hcrmia. 
Stand  forth  Demetrius*   My  Noble  Lord, 
This  Man  hath  my  Confent  to  marry  her. 
Stand  forth  Lyfander.  And,  my  gracious  Duke 
This  hath  bewitch'd  the  Bofom  of  my  Child  : 
Thou,  ihon  Ljfandcr^  thou  haft  given  her  Rhimes, 
And  interchanged  Love-tokens  with  my  Child  : 
Thou  h^ft,  by  Moon-light,  at  her  Window  fung. 
With  feigning  Voice,  Verfes  of  feigning  Love, 
And  ftoIPn  the  Impreflion  of  her  Fantafie, 
With  Bracelets  of  thy  Hair,  Rings,  Gawds,  Conceits, 
Knacks,  Trifles  Nofegays,  Sweet-meats,  Meffcngers 
Of  ftrong  Prcvailment  in  unharden'd  Youth  ; 
With  Cunning  baft  thou  filch'd  my  Daughter's  Heart, 
Turtfd  her  Obedience,  which  is  due  to  me,' 
Toftubborn  Harfhnefs.     And,  my  gracious  Duke, 
Be  it  fo  ihe  will  not  here  before  your  Grace 
Confent  to  marry  with  Demetrinsy 
I  beg  the  antient  Privilege  of  jithens^ 
As  ihe  is  mine,  I  may  difpofe  of  her : 
Which  (hall  be  either  to  this  Gentleman, 
Or  to  her  Death,  according  to  our  Law, 
Immediately  provided  in  that  Cafe* 

The.  What  fay  you,  Hermia  ?  be  advis*d,  fair  Maid* 
To  you  your  Father  (hould  be  as  a  God ; 
One  that  compos'd  your  Beauties;  yea,  and  one 
To  whom  you  are  but  as  a  Form  in  Wax 
By  him  imprinted;  and  within  his  Power» 
To  leave  the  Figure,  or  disfigure  it: 
Demetrius  is  a  worthy  Gentleman. 

Htr. 
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Her.  So  is  Ljfandcr. 

The.  Inhimfelf  he  is; 
But  in  this  kind,  wanting  your  Father's  Voice, 
The  other  muft  be  held  the  worthier. 

Her.  I  would  my  Father  looked  but  with  my  Eyes* 

The.  Rather  your  Eyes  muft  with  his  Judgment  look. 

Her.  I  do  intreat  your  Grace  to  pardpn  me, 
I  know  not  by  what  Power  I  am  made^Sold, 
Nor  hovf  it  may  concern  my  Modefty 
In  fuch  a  Prcfence  here  to  ple?d  my  Thoughts : 
But  I  befeech  your  Grace,  that  I  may  know 
The  worft  that  may  befall  me  ih  this  Cafe, 
If  I  refufe  to  wed  Demetrms. 

The.  Either  to  die  the  Death>  or  to  abjure 
For  ever  the  Society  of  Men. 
Therefore,  fair  Hermin^  queftion  your  Defires, 
Know  of  your  Youth,  exan^ine  well  your  Blood, 
Whether,  if  you  yield  not  to  your  Father's  Choice, 
You  can  endure  the  Livery  of  a  Nun, 
For  Aye  to  be  in  (hady  Cloifter  mew'd. 
To  live  a  barren  Sifter  all  your  Life, 
Chanting  faint  Hymns  to  the  cold  fruitlefs  Moon^ 
Thrice  bleffed  they  that  mafter  fo  their  Blood* 
To  undergo  fuch  Maiden  Pilgrimage. 
But  earthlier  happy  is  the  Kofe  diftill'd. 
Than  that  which  withering  on  the  Virgin  Thorn, 
Grows,  lives,  and  dies,  in  (ingle  Bleftednefs. 

Her.  So  will  I  grow,  fo  live,  fo  die,  my  Lord, 
E*er  I  will  yield  my  Virgin  Patent  up 
Unto  his  Lordihip,  to  whofe  unwifti'd  Yoak 
My  Soul  confents  not  to  give  Sovereignty. 

The.  Take  time  to  paufe,  and  by  the  next  New  Mooo» 
The  fealing  Day  betwixt  my  Love  and  me. 
For  eiferlafting  Bond  of  Fellowftiip, 
Upon  that  Day  either  prepare  to  di^ 
For  Difobedience  to  your  Father's  Will, 
Or  elfe  to  wed  Demetrius  as  he  would. 
Or  on  Diands  Altar  to  proteft. 
For  aye,  Aufterity  and  fingle  Life. 

Dem.  Relent,  Iweet  Hermia^  and  Ljf4nder$  yieldt         ^ 
Thy  crazed  Tide  to  my  certain  Right. 

B  s  1- 


Ljf.  You  have  her  Father's  Love,  DemitriHs ; 
Lee  roe  have  Hermias ;  do  you  marry  hinu 

Ege^  Scort^ixA  Ljfadder  \  true,  he  nath  my  Love; 
And  what  is  mine,  my. Love  (hfttl  render  him* 
And  fhe  is  mine,  and  all  my  Right  of  her 
I  do  eftate  unto  Demttrius^ 

Ljf.  I  am,  my  Lord,  as  well  derived  as  hft 
As  well  pofTeft:  My  Love  is  more  than  his; 
My  Fortune's  every  way  as  fairly  rank'd. 
If  not  with  vantage,  as  Demetrms: 
And,  which  is  more  than  all  thefe  Boafts  can  ;be^ 
I  am  beIov*d  of  beauteous  Hermia. . 
Why  fliould  not  I  then  profecute  my  Right? 
Demetrius^  I'll  ajrouch  it  to  his  head* 
Made  Love  to  Nitdars  Daughter,  HeleM^ 
And  won  her  Soul;  and  (be,  fwect Lady*  doats,    . 
Devoutly  doats,  doats  in  Idolatry^ 
Upon  this  fpotted  and  inconftant  Man. 

7%e.  I  mufl  confefs,  thit  I  have  heard  fo  much* 
And  with  Demetrms  thought  to  have  fpoke  thereof i[ 
But  being  over-full  of  Seff^tfiirs* 
My  Mind  didldfe  it«     ^iDemitrius  come,  . 
And  come  JEgeus»  you  i!rall  go  with  me, 
I  have  feme  private  ficbooling  for  you  both. 
For  you,  fair  HcrmUy  look  you  arm  your  felf. 
To  fit  your  Fancies  to  your  Father's  Will; 
Or  elfe  the  Law  of  Athtm  yields  you  up 
(Which  by  flo  Means  we  may  extenuate) 
To  Death>  or  to  a  Vow  of  fingle  Life* 
Come  my  HiffolltM^  what  Cheer, my  Love? 
J)emetriMs  and  Egeus^o  along, 
I  mufl  employ  you  ihr  fome  Bufinefs 
Againft  our  Nuptials,  and  confer  with  yon 
Of  fomething  nearly  that  concerns  your  felves. 

Ege.  With  Duty  apd  Defire  we  folk>w  you.     [ExemK 

AiAmm  Lyf under  and  Hermiom 

Ljf.  How  now,  my  Lovie  \  Why  is  your  Clieek  fo  pale  § 
How  chance  the  Rofes  there  do  fade  fo  faft  ? 

Her.  Belike  for  want  of  Rain,  which  I  could  well 
Betecm  them  Trom  the  Tcmpeft  of  mine  Eyes. 

l^jf.  H^mm,  for  pught  l^at  ev^r  I  could  read^ 

Could 


^  ■■  :f  J.  ■  *  ^- 


Could  £y^  h^j)yjall?  or  J[i.iilonrp  ,  ^ 

The  Courfe  of  true  jLoyc  never  dicl  rMriiinjaoth,  \ 

But  either  it  was  fjifferent  in  Blood — r—      . .  -  /     • : ; ' .       \ 
Her.  Ocrols!  topliiglxicf  be  etuhrall'd  tof^ve. 
Ljf.  Or  elfe  n^ifgraffcd,  in  rtfped-of  Yeaf$::?rr-r  •,  .  ^  ,    , 
Her.  OSpighr!  tooxid^tipi^  engajgM  tpayipyi^g.  : 
Z7/.  Oi  df-ic  ftpod  uipon  the  choice  pf  JVlerjt-rinrv 
/jT^r.  6 Keili  to  chufe  Love  by  another's  Eye. 
Ljf.  Or  if  there  were  a  Sympathy  in  Choice, 

War,  Death,  or  Sicknefs,  did  lay  Siege  toic;  .   >  . 

Making  ic  momentary  as  a  Sound,         .      , 

Swift  as  a  Shadow,  fhort'as  any  Dream, 

Brief  as  the  Lightning  in  -the  collied  Nigibt,-.  ; 

That  in  a  Spleen  unfolds  both  Heaven  and  Earth; 

And  e'er  a  Man  hath  Power  to  fay,  Behold,    .  , 

The  Jaws  of  Darknefs  do  devour  it  upj 

So  quick  bright  Things  comfi  to  Confuiion^ 
Her.  |f  thentn^e  Lovers  have  been  jeyer  croft» 

It  ftands  as  an  Edid  in  D^ftiny  : 

Then  let  us  teach  our  Trial  Patience, 

Becaufe  it  is  a  cuftomary  Ctohy 

As  due  to  Love,  as  Thoughts,  and  Dreaijis,  and  Sighst 

Wiihes  and  Tear^  poor  Fancy's  Fol|low2srfr">;       ,  v  \; 
Ljf.  A  good  Perfuafion;  therefore  hear  jme^  ffe![mi4» 

I  have  a  WidowAunt,  a  DowagerJ';/  ^  .  i   .    -  , 

Of  great  JR^evcnue,  and  ibe  hath  no£l^iid; 

From  Athens  is  her  Houfe  remov'd  fevcn  Leagues, 

And  (he  refpeds  me  as  her  only  Son :  .    , 

There,  gentle  Hermm^  may  I  marry  tfcce. 

And  to  chat  Place,  the  iharp  Atheni^  La^f 

Cannot  purfue  us.     If  thou  lov'ft  ifif^  ^0 

Steal  forth  thy  Father's  Houfe  to  Moirow  ^ight; 

And  in  the  Wood,  a  League  without  ithe  Tpyn* 

Where  I  did  meet  thee  once  mth  Helena;       .  .>. 

To  do  Obfervancc  for  a  Morn  Qi  M^y^    ^ 

There  will  I  ftay  for  thee. 
Her.  My  good  Ljfimder^ 

I  fwear  to  thee,  by  Cupid's  ftrongcft  Bow, 

By  his  Beft  Arrow  with  the  Golden  head. 

By  the  Simplicity  of  nnus  Doyes,  ; 

By  th^t  which  knitteth  Souh,  and  profpers  Love, 

B  4  \ 


Emer  Quince,  Snug,  BotcoiD,  Flute,  Snowr,  and  Straveling, 

jQtun.  U  all  our  Company  here  ? 

B^n  You  were  beft  to  call  (hem  generally,  Man  by  Man, 
according  to  the  Scrip. 

Qmn.  Here  is  the  Scrowl  of  ev^ry  Man's  Name*  which  19 
thought  fit  through  all  jithens^  to  play  in  our  Enterludq  be- 
fore the  Duke  and  the  Dutchefs^  on  his  Wedding-day  at 
Night. 

Botn  Firft,  good  Peter  Quina^  fay  what  the  Play  treats 
on ;  then  read  the  Names  of  the  A^ors  i  and  fo  grow  on 
to  a  Point. 

Qmn.  Marry,  our  Play  is  the  moft  lamentable  Comedy, 
and  moft  cruel  Death  of  Pjramus  and  Thisbj. 

Bot.  A  very  good  piece  of  Work  I  ^ATure  you,  and  a 
inerry.  Now  good  Pettr  Qmnc^^  call  forth  your  Adors 
by  the  Scrowl.     Matters  fpreaH  youf  felyes. 

Qiitn.  Anfwer  as  I  call  you,  Nick,  Bottom  the  Wea-. 
ver. 

Bot.  Ready :  Name  what  part  I  am  for,  and  proceed* 

Qnin.     You,  Nicl^  Bottom,  are  fet  down  for  Pjramus. 

Bot.  What  is  PjramuSy  a  Lover,  or  a  Tyrant  ? 

Quin.  A  Lover  that  kills  himfelf  moft  gallantly  for 
Love. 

Bot.  That  will  ask  feme  Tears  in  the  true  performing  of 
it;  if  I  doir,  let  the  Audience  look  to  their  Eyes;  I  will 
condole  in  fome  meafure.  To  the  reft  yer,  my  chief  Hu- 
mour is  for  a  Tyrant ;  I  could  play  Erclcs  rarely,  or  a  part 
to  tear  a  Cat  in,  to  make  all  fplit  to  raging  Rocks,  andfhiver- 
ing  Shocks  fhall  break  the  Locks  of  Prifon-Gates,  and  Philn 
^^s*s  Carr  (hall  fliine  from  far,  and  make  and  mar  the  Fool- 
ifli  Fate?.  This  was  lofty.  Now  name  the  reft  of  the  PlayT 
crs.  This  is  £rc/ei  Vein,  a  Tyrant's  Vein ;  aLoyerismpre 
condoling. 

Qmn.  Francis  FUtte  the  Bellows-menden 

Flu.  Here  Peter  Quince* 

Quin.  You  muft  take  Thisby  on  you. 

flu.  What  is  Thisbjy  a  wandring  Knight  ? 

Quin.  It  is  the  Lady  l\MPyram^s  muft  love. 

Flu.  Nay  faith,  let  not  me  play  a  Woman,  I  have  a  Beard 
foming. 
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Qmn.  That's  all  one,  yoU  fli«U  ploy  it  in  JF'M<uir^  and 
^  you  may  Ijpeak  as  fmall  as  you  wiU.  ^    .  -. 

B^.  And  I  may  hide  my  Face,  kt  mc  fJay  Thisiy  tQ0j 
ni/pcak  in. a  monftrofus  little  Voice*  7ii>#,  Thifity  nh 
Pyramus  my  Lover  dear,  thy  Tlhhij  dear^  '  and  -JUbdjr 
deaf. 

i^'ir.  N(p^  no,  you  muft  play  Pyramnff  and  //ik/^  your 

B§t.  Well,  proceed. 

Qa^^  R^ff  StMrpeling  dhe  Taylor. 

SfMT.  Here  P^rrr  Quinci. 

Quin.   Rolfin  Strwelingy  you  muA   play  TUsbfs  Mo« 
thcr. 
TomSnowty  the  Tinker. 

SH9Wt.  Htrt  Peter  Qmnce» 

Quin.  You  /^jfr^wjfi's  Father;  my  felf,  TbisBj^s  Father ; 
Snugy  the  Joiner,  you  the  Lion's  part;  and  I  hope  there  is  a 
Play  fitted. 

Snug.  Have  you  the  Lion's  Part  written  ?  Pray  you  if  it 
be  give  it  me,  for  I  am  flow  of  Study. 

Qffin.  You  may  do  it  Extempore,  for  it  is  nothing  but 
Roaring. 

Bof.  Let  me  play  the  Lion  too,  I  will  roar,  that  I  will 
do  any  Man's  Heart  good  to  hear  me.  I  will  roar,  that  I 
will  make  the  Duke  fay,  llet'  him  roar  again,  let  him  roar 
again. 

Quin.  If  you  ihould  do  it  too  terribly,  you  would  fright 
the  Dutchefs  and  the  Ladies,  that  they  would  ihriek,  an4 
that  were  enough  to  hang  us  all. 

jiU.  That  would  hang  us  every  Mother*s  Son. 

Bot.  I  grant  you  Friend,  if  that  you  ffaould  fright  the 
Ladies  out  of  their  Wits,  they  would  have  no  more  DiC? 
cretion  but  to  hang  us ;  but  I  will  aggravate  my  Voice  foj^ 
that  I  will  roar  you  as  gently  as  any  fucking  Dove ;  I  will 
roar  and  'twere  any  Nightingal. 

Qnin.  You  cad  play  no  Part  but  Pjrdmusj  for  Pjrumush 
a  fweet-fac'd  Man,  a  proper  Man  as  one  ihallfee  in  a  Summer's 
Day;  a  moft lovely Gentlemian*like-man,  therefore  youmuft 
needs  play  Pjramns. 

Bot.  Well,  I  will  undertake  it.  What  Beard  were  I  bell 
tp  play  it  in  ? 


Q^in.  Why,  what  you  will. 

B^t.  I  wiU  difchargc  it  in  either  your  Straw*coloiir 
Beard>  your  Orange-tawny  Beard,  your  Purple-in-graih 
Beard,  or  your  ir/^cA-crown-colour'dj  Beard,  your  perfeft 
yellow.   - 

Ouin.  Some  of  your  /rf»cfc-Crowns  have  no  Hair  at  alL 
and  then  you  will  play  bare-fac'd.  But  Mafters  here  are 
your  Parts,  and  I  am  to  entreat  you,  requeft  you,  anddefire 
you,  to  con  them  by  to  Morrow  Night;  and  meet  me  in 
the  Palace-Wood,  a  Mile  without  the  Town,  by  Moon* 
light,  there  we  will  Rehearfe;  for  if  we  meet  in  the  City, 
we  ihall  be  dog'd  with  Company,  and  our  Devices  known. 
In  the  mean  time  I  will  draw  a  Bill  of  Properties,  fuch  as 
our  Play  wants.    I  pray  you  fail  not. 

Bot.  We  will  meet,  and  there  we  may  rehearfe  more  ob> 
£cenely  and  courageoufly.  Take  pain,  beperfed,  adieu. 

Quin.  At  the  Duke's  Oak  we  meet. 

Bou  Enough,  hold  or  cut  Bow-ftrings.  [Exctim. 


A  C  T    11.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 


y 


Enter  a  Fairy  at  one  Door,  and  Puck  or  Robin-goodfellov 

atandlter. 

Pnckr  T  TOW  now  Spirit,  whither  wander  you? 

Jnl  /4i.  OverHill,  over  Dale,  through  Bufti,  through 
Over  Park,  over  Pale,  through  Flood,  through  Fire,  (Briar, 
I  do  wander  every  where,  fwifcerthan  the  Moon's  Sphere; 
And  I  ferve  the  Fairy  Que.en,  to  dew  her  Orbs  upon  the 
The  Cowflips  tall  her  Penfioners  be,  (Green. 

In  their  gold  Coats  Spots  you  fee, 
Thofe  be  Rubies,  Fairy  favour?. 
In  thofe  Freckles  live  their  Savours: 
I  muft  go  feek  fome  Dcw-Drops  here. 
And  hang  a  Pearl  in  every  Cowflip's  Ear. 
Farewel  thou  Lob  of  Spirits,  I'll  be  pone. 
Our  Queen  and  all  her  Elves  come  here  anon. 
Puckj  The  King  doth  keep  his  Revels  here  (o  Night, 

Take 
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Take  heed  the  Queen  come  not  within  his  Sights 

For  Oberon  is  paffing  fell  and  wrath, 

Becaufe  that  (he,  as  her  Attendant,  hath 

A  lovely  Boy  ftoPn  from  an  InMan  King, 

She  never  had  fo  fweet  a  Changeling, 

And  jealous  Oberon  would  have  the  Child 

Knight  of  his  Train,  to  trace  the  Forefts  wild; 

But  ftie  per-force  with-holds  the  loved  Boy, 

Crowns  him  with  Flowers,  and  makes  him  all  her  Joy  s 

And  now  they  never  meet  in  Grove,  or  Green, 

By  Fountain  clear,  or  fpangled  Star*light  flieen. 

But  they  do  fquare,  that  all  their  Elves  for  fear 

Creep  into  Acorn  Cups,  and  hide  them  there. 

FaL  Either  I  miftake  your  Shape  and  Making  quite. 
Or  elfe  you  arc  that  (hrew*d  and  knavi(h  Sprite 
Call'd  Robin-goodfelUw.     Are  you  not  he. 
That  fright  the  Maidens  of  the  Villageree, 
Skim  Milk,  and  fomctimes  labour  in  the  Quern, 
And  bootlefs  make  the  breathlefs  Hufwife  cherp. 
And  fometime  make  the  Drink  to  bear  no  Barm^ 
Mifs-lead  Night-wanderers,  laughing  at  their  Harm» 
Thofe  that  HobgobUn  call  you,  and  fweet  Phc^^ 
You  do  their  Work,  and  they  (hall  have  good  Luck. 
Are  not  you  he? 

Puck*  Thou  fpeak'ft  aright ;  •^- 

I  am  that  merry  Wanderer  of  the  Night :  . ; 

I J  eft  to  Oberony  and  make  him  fmile, 
Whefi  I  a  fa:  and  bean-fed  Horfe  beguile. 
Neighing  in  likenefs  like  a  (illy  Foal :  .     w' 

And  fometimes  lirk  I  in  a  Goffip^s  BowU 
In  very  likenefs  of  a  roafted  Crat^ 
And  when  (he  drinks,  again  her  Lips  I  bob» 
And  on  her  withered  Dewlop  pour  the  Ale. 
The  wifeft  Aunt  telling  the  laddeft  Tale, 
Sometime  for  three-foot  Stool  miftaketh  mc. 
Then  flip  I  from  her  Bum,  down  topples  (he, 
And  Tailor  cries,  and  falls  into  a  Cough, 
And  then  the  whole  Quire  hold  their  Hips,  and  lo£Fc, 
And  waxen  in  their  Mirth,  and  neeze  and  (wear» 
A  merrier  Hour  was  never  wafted  there. 
Butt  room,  Fairy,  here  comes  Obtron. 


«  # 


Fau  Attd  here  my  Miftrefs : 
Would  that  we  were  gone. 

Enter  Obtt on  Kimg  of  Vdixits  at  om  Dear  with  hijTrdin^ 

and  the  Queen  at  another  with  hert. 
Ok  rU  met  b J  Moon-light, 
Proud  Titania. 

Queen.  What,  jealous  O^^a^f?  Fairy,  skip  hence, 
I  have  forfworn  his  Bed  and  Company. 

Oh.  Tarry  ra(h  Wanton,  am  not  I  thy  Lord  ? 
Queen.  Then  I  muft  be  thy  Lady;  but  I  know 
When  thou  waft  ftoIPn  away  from  Fairy  Land, 
And  in  the  (hape  of  Corin  fate  all  Day, 
Playing  on  Pipes  of  Corn>  and  verfing  Love 
To  tmoroul  PhiltiJa.     Why  art  thou  here, 
Come  from  the  fartheft  fteep  of  India  ? 
But  that  forfooth  the  bouncing  jimaz^n. 
Your  buskin'd  Miftrefs,  and  your  Warrior  Love, 
To  Thefens  muft  be  wedded,  and  you  come^ 
To  give  thqir  Bed  Joy  and  Profperity. 

Ob.  How  can*ft  thou  thus  for  (hame,  Titania^ 
Glanceat  my  Credit  with  HippcUta, 
Knowing  I  know  thy  Love  to  The/eus  ? 
Didftthou  not'iead  him  through  the  glimmering  Night 
From  Fereieniay  whom  he  raviOied, 
And  make  nim  with  fair  vSgU  break  his  faith, 
With  jiriadne^  and  jintiopa  \ 

Queen.  Thefe  are  the  Forgeries  of  Jealoufie* 
And  never  (ince  the  middle  Summer's  Spring, 
Met  we  on  Hill,  in  Dale,  Foreft,  or  Mead, 
By  paved  Fountain,  or  by  rufliy  Brook, 
Or  in  the  beached  Margent  of  the  Sea, 
To  dance  ourTlinglets  to  the  whiftling  Wind, 
But  with  thy  Brawls  thou  haft  difturb'd  our  Sport. 
Therefore  the  Winds  piping  to  us  in  vain. 
As  in  Revenge  have  fuck'd  up  from  the  Sea, 
Contagious  Fogs ;   which  falling  in  the  Land* 
Hath  every  petty  River  made  fo  proud. 
That  they  have  over*bom  their  Continents. 
The  Ox  hath  therefore  ftretch'd  his  Yoak  in  vain. 
The  Ploughman  loft  his  SiR^eat,  and  the  green  Corn 


rHath  rotted,  e'er  his  Youth  ^ttain'd  a  Beard : 


The 
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The  Fold  ftands  empty  in  the  drowned  Fields 
And  Crows  are  fatted  With  ihe  Murrien  Flock, 
The  Nf!ne^i«eD$-Morris  is  fill'd  up  with  Mud, 
And  t-hsf  ^3L€t^i  Mazes  in  the  WaVltofi  Green, 
For  lack  of  tread  are  undiftinguiihable. 
The  human  Moitab  waftt  their  Winter  here. 
No  Night  is  flow  Vith  Hytnti  or  Carol  bleft ; 
Thereforii'tiife  Mddn,  the  GoV^neg  of  Floods, 
Pale  it  ter  M^U  w^ni«^  all  thie^  Air ; 
7hk¥  flheumatick  Difeafels  do  abound. 
Arid  tftrdiig^thfs  Difteiiipenture,  we  fee 
The  Seafons  alter;  hoary^headed  Frofts 
Fall  in  the  freih  Laf  of  the  Crimfon  Kofe, 
And  on  old  Hyem\  Chiri  ahd  Icy  Crown, 
An  odorous  Cha^let  of  fwe^t  Sununer  Buds 
Is  as  in  Mockery  ftt.    Th<f  Spring,  the  Summed, 
The  childing  AutttiOin,  angry  Winter  change 
Their  wonted  Liver icrsj  aftd  the  amazed  Worlds 
By  their  increafe,  now  knows  not  which  is  which  : 
And  this  fame  Progeny  of  Evil  comes 
From  our  Debate,  from  our  Diflention, 
We  are  their  Patents  arid  Original. 

Ob.  Do  you  amendiit  then,  it  lyes  in  you. 
Why  (hould  TttanU  crofs  her  Oberon  f 
I  do  but  b6g  a  little  thingeling  Boy, 
To  be  my  Heiichinan^ 

Queen.  Set  your  Heart  at  reft. 
The  Fairy^-iand  buys  not  the  Child  of  me. 
His  Mother  was  a  Votrcfs  of  my  Order, 
And  in  the  fpiced  IndUn  Air  by  Night 
Full  often  ihe  hath  gofBpC  by  my  fide. 
And  fate  with  me  on  NepnHi%  yellow  Sandi» 
Marking  th*  eihbai4ted  Traders  of  the  Flood, 
When  we  have  taught  to  fee  the  Sails  conceive. 
And  gro#  big4^elK^  with  the  wanton  Wind : 
Which  (he  with  pretty  and  Virith  fwimming  Gate, 
Following  (her  WOMb  then  rich  with  my  young  Squire^ 
Would  imitate,  and  (afl  tipon  the  Liad, 
To  fetch  me  Trifles^  arid  return  again. 
As  from  a  Voyage  ri^h  with  Merchandise. 
But  (he  being  mortal  of  that  Boy  did  dye, 
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And  for  her  fake  I  do  rear  up  her  Boy, 
And  for  her  fake  I  will  not  part  with  hinu 

Ok  How  long  within  this  Wood  intend  you  ftay  ? 

Queen.  Perchance  'till  after  Thefeufs  Weading-day. 
If  you  will  patiently  dance  in  our  Round, 
And  fee  our  Moon-light  Revels,  go  with  us; 
If  not,  fhun  me  and  I  will  fpare  your  Haunts* 

Ob.  Give  me  that  Boy,  and  I  will  go  with  thee. 

Queen.   Not  for  thy  tairy  Kingdom.     Fairies  away  : 
We'llhall  chide  downright,  if  I  longer  ftay,  [Exeunt. 

Ob.  Well,  go  thy  way ;  thou  (halt  not  from  this  Grove> 
'Till  I  torment  thee  for  this  Injury. 
My  gentle  Puck  come  hither ;  thou  remembreft 
Since  that  I  fate  upon  a  Promontory, 
And  heard  a  Mermaid  on  a  Dolphin's  Back, 
Uttering  fuch  Dulcet  and  Harmonious  Breath, 
That  the  rude  Sea  grew  civil  at  her  Song, 
And  certain  Stars  (hot  madly  from  their  Sphears, 
To  hear  the  Sea-maid's  Mufick. 

Puck*  I  remember, 

Ob.  That  very  time  I  faw,  but  thou  could'fl;  not. 
Flying  between  the  cold  Moon  and  the  Earth, 
Cupid  all  arm'd ;  a  certain  Aim  he  took 
At  a  fair  Veftal,  throned  by  the  Weft, 
And  loos'd  his  Love-ftiaft  fmartlyfrom  his  Bow, 
As  it  would  pierce  a  hundred  thoufand  Hearts; 
But  I  might  fee  young  Cupid^%  fiery  Shaft 
Quench'd  in  the  chafte  Beams  of  tne  wat'ry  Moon^ 
And  the  Imperial  Votrels  pafled  on. 
In  Maiden- Mediation,  fancy-free. 
Yet  marked  I  where  the  Bolt  of  Cufid  fell) 
It  fell  upon  a  little  weftern  Flower; 
Before,  milk-white,   now  purple  with  Love's  Wound, 
And  Maidens  call  it.  Love  in  Idlenefs. 
Fetch  ine  that  Flower ;  the  Herb  I  fliew'd  thee  once. 
The  Juice  of  it,  on  fleeping  £ye-lids  laid. 
Will  make  a  Man  or  Woman  madly  doat 
Upon  the  next  live  Creature  that  it  fees. 
Fetch  me  this  Herb,  and  be  thou  here  again 
B'er  the  LeviMthau  can  fwim  a  League. 

Ob. 
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fmL  V\\  put  a  Girdle  about  the  Earth  in  forty  Minutes. 

'Ob.  Having  once  this  Juice, 
t*ll  watch  Titania  when  file  is  afleep. 
And  drop  the  Liquor  of  it  in  her  Eyes : 
The  next  thing  which  fiie  waking  looks  upoo» 
(Be  it  on  Lyon,  Bear,  or  Wolf,  or  Bull^ 
Or  medling  Monkey,  or  on  bufie  Ape) 
She  (hall  purfue  it  with  the  Soul  of  Love ; 
And  e*er  I  take  this  Charm  off  from  her  Sights 
CAs  I  can  take  it  with  another  Herb) 
1*11  make  her  render  up  her  Page  to  me« 
But  who  comes  here?  I  am  invifible, 
And  I  will  over*hear  their  Conference^ 

Enter  Denietrius,  Htltm  following  him. 

Dem.  I  love  thee  not,  therefore  purfue  me  not. 
Where  is  Ljfandir^  and  fair  Hermia^ 
The  one  I'll  ftay,  the  other  ftayeth  me. 
Thou  told'fl  me  they  were  flol'n  into  this  Wood  j 
And  hl^  am  I,  and  Wood  within  this  Wood, 
Becaufe  I  cannot  meet  my  Hermia. 
Hence  get  thee  gone,  and  follow  me  no  more« 

Hel.  You  draw  me,  you  hard*hearted  Adam^nti  ^' 

But  yet  you  draw  not  Iron  ;  for  my  Heart  "* 

Is  true  as  Steel*     Leave  you  your  Power  to  draw. 
And  I  (hall  have  no  Power  to  follow  you^ 

Dem.  Do  I  entice  you  ?  Do  I  fpeak  you  fair  i 
Or  rather  do  I  not  in  plaineft  Truth, 
Tell  you  I  do  not,  nor  I  cannot  love  you  ? 

Hel.  And  even  for  that  do  I  love  thee  the  more} 
I  am  your  Spaniel,  and>  Demetriui, 
The  more  you  beat  me  I  will  fawn  on  you : 
tJfe  me  but  as  your  Spaniel,  fpurn  ipe,  ftrike  nie, 
Negleft  rac,  lofe  me ;  only  give  me  Leavei 
Unworthy  as  I  am,  to  follow  you. 
What  worfer  Place  can  I  beg  in  your  LoVe* 
(And  yet  a  Place  of  high  Refpeft  with  me) 
Than  to  be  ufed  as  you  do  your  Dog  ? 

Dem.  Tempt  not  too  much  the  Hatred  of  my  Spirit,        i| 
For  I  am  fick  when  I  do  look  on  thee. 

ffeL  And  I  am  iick  when  I  look  not  on  you, 
'     Vol.  IL  C  titr>^ 


Bern.  You  do  impeach  your  Modedy  too  much^ 
To  icave  the  City,  and  comioit  your  felf 
Into  the  hands  of  one  that  loves  you  noc> 
To  truft  the  Opportunity  .of  Night, 
And  the  illCounfelof  ade&rtBlace, 
With  the  rich  Worth  of  your  Virginity. 

HeU  Your  Virtue  is  my  Privilege ;  for  that 
It  is  not  Night  when  I  do  fee  your  Face ; 
Therefore  I  think  I  am  not  in  the  Night. 
Nor  doth  tihi$  Wood  lack  Worlds  of  Company, 
For  you,  in  my  refped,  ire  aU  the  World. 
Then  how  can  it  be  faid  I  am  aloae* 
When  all  the  World  is  here  to  look  on  me  i 

Dem.  I'll  run  from  thee  and  hide  me  in  the  Bjrakes, 
And  leave  tbej^  to  the  Mercy  of  wild  Beafts. 

Hel.  The  wildeft  hath  not  fuch  a  Heart  as  you ; 
Run  when  you  will,  the  Story  (hall  be  changed : 
jipollo  flies,  and  Daphne  holds  the  Chace ; 
The  Dove  pucfues  the  Griffin,  the  mild  Hind 
Makes  fpeed  to  catch  the  Tyger.     Bootleis  ipee^ 
When  Cowardize  purfuts,  asd  Vak>ur  £iit!&4 

Dfm.  I  will  MC  ftay  thy  Queftioins,  let  me  go; 
Or  if  you  foUov  me,  do  not  bdieve» 
But  I  (hall  do  thee  Mifchief  jn  the  Wood. 

Hel.  Ay,  19  the  Teaiple,  in  the  Town  and  Field 
You  do  me  Mifchief*     Fy£»  Dgmitriusy 
Your  Wrpv^s  do  fet  a  Scandal  on  my  Sex : 
We  cannot  hght  for  Love,  as  Men  may  do ; 
We  (hould  be  woo'd,  and  were  not  made  to  woo. 
I  follow  thee >  and  make  a  Heaven  of  Hell» 
To  dye  upon  the  Hand  I  bire  fo  well.  [Exfttni 

Ob.  Fare  thee  well.  Nymph,  e'er  he  do  leave  this  Grov 
Thou  (halt  fly  him»  and  oe  (haJ9  feek  thy  Love. 
Haft  thou  the  FloAy^r  there?  Welcome  Wanderer. 

Bmr  Puck. 

Tmck^  Ay,  th^re  it  i^^ 

Ob.  I  pray  thw  give  it  roi? ; 
I  know  a  Bank  where  the  wild  Time  blows. 
Where  thi^  Qxflips  and  the  ooddang  Violet  growf^ 
Quite  over  cannopy*d  with  lufirious  Woodbine, 
With  fweec  Miisk  BLofes^  and  with  Bghtine, 

Ther 
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There  flecps  Tttania^  fome  time  of  the  Night, 

LulPd  in  thefe  Flowers,  with  Dances  suid  Deli^; 

And  there  the  Snake  throws  hei^  enammd'd  Skin, 

Weed  wide  enough  to  wrap  a  Fairy  in : 

And  with  the  Juice  of  this  Tfl  ftreak  her  Eyes, 

And  make  her  full  of  hateful  Fantafies. 

Take  thou  fome  of  it,  and  f^ek  through  this  Grove; 

A  fweet  Athtnian  Lady  is  in  love 

With  a  difdainful  Youth ;  anoint  his  Eyes» 

But  do  it  when  the  next  thing  he  efpies 

May  be  the  Lady.  Thou  fhalt  know  the  Man* 

By  the  Athcman  Garments  he  hath  on. 

££Feft  it  with  fome  Care^  that  he  may  prove 

More  fond  of  her,  than  ihe  upon  her  Love ; 

And  look  you  meet  me  e*er  the  firft  Cock  crow« 

fucks,  Fear  not  my  Lord,  your  Servant  ihall  do  (b«  [£^ 

Entn  Qneen  of  Fairies^  wUb  hir  Traim. 

Qmeen;  Cotne^  now. a  RoundeL  and  a  Fairji  Song: 
Then  for  ^  third  Part  of  a  Minu^  hence* 
Some  to  Mil  Kardcers  in  the  Musk-Rofe  Buds, 
Some  war  with  Reremife  for  their  leathern  Wings, 
To  make  my  fmall  Elves  Coat^  atid  fome  keep  back 
The  clamorous  Owl  that  nightly  hoots,  and  wondurs 
At  our  queint  Spirits.  Sing  nie  qow  afltep^ 
Then  to  your  Offices,  and  let  me  reu. 

Fairies  Sing. 

Tcujpotted  Snakes  ii^itb  iof$bU  Toffgtui^ 
Thorny  Hedgehogs  he  n^  fecn» 
Newts  and  Tdind  yVonns  do  no  wrongs 
Come  not  neat  our  Fairj  Queen.  v 

Philomel  whh  Melody j  % 

Sing  inyour  fipeet  Lullaby y 
Lulla^  lulla^  lullaby ^  luUa,  lulla^  lullaby : 
JVever  harne^  nor  fpetl^  not  charm^ 
Come  our  lovely  Lady  nigh^ 
&f  good  night  whh  LuUaby. 

C  2  x.^ixvin 
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z.  Fairy. 
Weaving  Spiders  c$me  not  here ; 
Hence  yon  lon^le£d  Spinners^  hence : 
Beetles  bUck^approach  not  near^ 
Worm  nor  Snail  do  n§  Offence. 
Philomel  wtth  Melody^  &c. 

I.  Fairy. 
Hence  away;  now  all  is  'well: 
One  aloof,  fiand  CentineL  [Exeunt  Fairies. 

Enter  Oberon* 

Obe.  What  thou  feed  when  thou  doft  wake^ 
Do  it  for  thy  true  Love  take. 
Love  and  languilh  for  his  fake; 
Be  it  Ounce,  or  Cat,  or  Bear, 
IJard,  or  Boar,  with  briftled  Hair, 
In  thy  Eye  that  (hall  appear; 
Wh.  n  thou  wak'ft,  it  is  thy  Dear; 

Wake  when  foioe  vile  Thing  is  near.  [^Exit  Oberon. 

Enter  Lyfander  and  Hermia.  * 

Lyf.  Fair  Love,  you  faint  with  wandring  in  the  Woods ; 
And  to  fpeak  troth,  I  have  forgot  our  Way  .• 
We'll  reft  us,  Hermia,  if  you  think  it  good. 
And  tarry  for  the  Comfort  of  the  Day. 

Her.  Beit  fo ^Lyfander;  find  you  out  a  Bed, 
For  I  upon  this  Bank  will  reft  my  Head. 

Lyf.  One  Turf  ftlall  fervc  as  Pillow  for  us  both. 
One  Heart,  one  Bed,  two  Bofoms,  and  one  Troth* 

Her.  Nay  good  Lyfander^  for  my  Sake,  my  Dear, 
Lye  further  off  yet,  do  not  lye  fo  near. 

Lyf.  O  take  the  Senfe  fweet  of  my  Innocence, 
Love  takes  the  Meaning  in  Love's  Conference; 
I  mean  that  my  Heart  unto  yours  is  knit. 
So  that  but  ^e  Heart  can  you  make  of  it : 
Two  Bofonjs  interchanged  with  an  Oath, 
So  then  two  Bofoms,  and  a  fingle  Troth: 
Then  by  your  Side  no  Bed-room  me  deny 
For  lying  fo,  Hermia,  I  do  not  lyc.  ' 

Her.  lyfander  riddles  very  prettily; 
Now  mifch  beflirew  my  Manners,  and  my  Pridei 
I^  Hermia  meant  to  fay,  Lyfander  ly*d» 

But 


V 

But  geiitle  Friendt  for  Love  and  Curtefie 
Lye  further  oflF  in  human  Modefty ; 
Such  Separation  as  may  well  be  faid 
Becomes  a  virtuous  Batchelor,  and  a  Maid; 
So  far  be  diftant,  and  good  night  fweet  Friends 
Thy  Love  ne'er  alter  'till  thy  fweet  Life  end. 

Ljf  Amen,  Amen,  to  that  faii  Prayer  fay  I, 
And  then  end  Life  when  I  end  Loyalty : 
Here  is  thy  Bed,  Sleep  give  thee  all  his  Reft. 

Her.  With  half  that  WiOi,  the  WiQiers  Eyes  be  preft. 

inej  Jleep. 
Enter  Puck. 

Pmk*  Through  the  Foreft  have  I  gone. 
But  AthenioM  find  I  none. 
On  whofe  Eyes  I  might  approve 
This  Flower's  Force  in  ftirring  Love : 
Night  and  Silence;  who  is  here? 
Weeds  of  Athens,  he  doth  wear ; 
This  is  he,  my  Matter  faid, 
Defpifed  the  Athenian  Maid ; 
And  here  the  Maiden  deeping  found 
On  the  dank  and  dirty  Ground 
Pretty  Soul,  fhe  durft  not  1yd 
Near  this  Lack-love,  this  kill  Curtefie. 
Churl,  upon  thy  Eyes  I  throw 
All  the  Power  this  Charm  deth  owe: 
When  thou  wak'ft>  let  Love  forbid 
Sleep  his  Seat  on  thy  Eye-lid : 
So  awake  when  I  am  gone. 

For  I  muft  ^ow  to  Oberen^  [Exiu 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Helena  running. 

ffel.  Stay,  tho'  thou  kill  me,  fweet  Demetrius. 

Dem.  I  charge  thee  hence,  and  do  nor  haunt  me  thus. 

HeL  O  wilt  thpu  Darling  leave  me  ?  Do  not  fo, 

Dem.  Stay  on  thy  Peril,  I  alone  will  go.  [Exit  Demetrius. 

Hel.  O  I  am  out  of  Breath  in  this  fonci  Chace, 
The  more  my  Prayer,  the  Itffer  is  my  Grace. 
Happy  is  Hermia^  wherefoe'er  (he  lyes; 
For  fhe  hath  blefled  and  attraftive  Eyes. 
How  came  her  Eyes  fo  bright?  Not  with  fait  Tears  j 
Zf  fo,  my  Eyes  are  oftoer  wa(h'd  than  hers : 

"      C  ^  ^« 
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Sword  to  kill  himfelf,  which  the  Ladies  cannot  abide*  How 
anfwcr  you  that? 

Snout.  Berlaken,  a  parlous  Fear* 

Star.  I  believe  we  muft  leave  the  Killing  out»  when  all  is 
done. 

Bot,  Not  a  whit,  I  have  a  Device  to  make  all  well;  write 
jne  a  Prologue,  and  let  the  Prologue  fecm  to  fay.  We  will  do 
no  harm  with  our  Swords^  and  that  Piramus  is  not  kiird  in- 
deed ;  and  for  the  more  better  Aflurance,  tell  them,  tliat  I 
Pyramus  am  not  Pjramms^  but  Bottom  the  Weaver;  this  will 
put  I  r  em  out  of  fear, 

Q^i».  Well,  we  will  have  fucha  Prologue,  and  it  (hall  be 
written  in  Eight  and  Six« 

Bot.  No,  make  it  two  more ;  let  it  be  written  in  Eight 
and  Eight. 

S»owt.  Will  not  the  Ladies  be  afeard  of  the  Lion  ? 

Star.  I  fear  it,  I  promife  you. 

Sot.  Matters,  you  ought  to  conGd^r  with  your  felves ;  to 
bring  in,  God  (hield  us,  a  Lion  among  Ladies,  is  a  moft 
dreadful  Thing;  for  there  is  not  a  more  fearful  wild  Fowl 
than  your  Lion  living ;  and  we  ought  to  look  to  it* 

Snowt.  Therefore  another  Prologue  muft  tell  he  is  not  a 
ILion* 

Bot.  Nay,  you  muft  name  his  Name,  and  half  his  Face 
muft  be  fecn  through  the  Lion's  Neck,  and  he  himfelf  muft 
fpcak  through,  faying  thus,  or  to  the  fame  defeft;  Ladies,  or 
fair  Ladies,  I  would  wifti  you,  or  I  would  requeft  you,  or 
I  would  intreat  you,  not  to  fear,  not  to  tremble;  my  Life  for 
yours;  if  you  think  I  ccmefhither  as  a  Lion,  it  were  pity  qf 
my  Life;  no,  I  am  no  fuch  thing,  I  am  a  Man  as  other  Men 
are;  and  there  indeed  let  him  name  his  Name,  and  tell  them 
plainly  he  is  Sftu£  the  Joiner. 

^/»,  Wei),  it  fliall  be  fb;  -but  there  is  two  hard  Things, 
that  is,  to  bring  the  Moon -light  into  a  Chamber;  for  you 
know  Pjframus  and  Thisty  meet  by  Moon-lighr, 

SfiHg.  Doth  the  Moon  fliine  that  Night  we  play  our  Play  ? 

Sot.  A  Calender,  a  Calender,  look  in  the  Almanack;  nnd 
out  Moon-fliine,  find  outMf  on-fhine. 

jQ^iff.  Yes,  it  '^oth  ftiine  tlat  Night. 

^tf/.  Why  then  may  you  leave  f  Cafemcnt  of  the  great 

I  -  .    ch^mbe* 
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Chambier  Window^  where  we  play,  open>  and  the  Moon  may 
ihine  in  at  the  Cafement. 

Quin.  Ay,  otelfeonemuftcome  in  with  aBufhof  Thorns 
and  a  Lanthorn,  and  fay  he  comes  to  disfigure,  or  toprefent 
the  Perfon  of  Moon(hine;  then  there  is  another  thin^,  we 
muft  have  a  Wall  in  the- great  Chamber*  for  Pyrntnus  znd. 
Tifishjj  fays  the  Story,  did  talk  through  theChink  of  aWail. 

Sf$jfig»  You  can  never  bring  in  a  Wall.  What  fay  you 
Bottpmi 

B9U  Some  Man  or  other  muft  prefent  Wall,  -and  let 
him  have  fome  Plafter,  or  fome  Lome,  or  fome  Rough<aft 
about  him«  to  (ignify  Wall,  or  let  him  hold  his  Fingers 
thus  ;  and  through  the  Cranny  Aiall  PjrAmus  and  Thisbj 
whifpen 

Quin.  I(  that  may  be»  then  all  is  well.  Come,  fit  down 
every  Mother's  Son,  and  rehearfe  your  Parts.  Pj/ramms  you 
begin;  when  you  have  fpoken  your  Speech  enter  into  that 
Brake,  and  fo  every  one  according  to  his  Cue. 

Eftter  Puck. 

Pmc^.  What  hempen  Home-fpuns  have  we  fwaggering  here 
So  near  the  Cradle  of  the  Fairy  Queen? 
What,  a  Play  toward?  Ill  be  an  Auditor; 
An  A&or  too  perhaps,  if  I  fee  Caufe. 

Quin.  Speak  Pyramus;  Thisbj  ftand  forth. 

Pjr.  Thlsbjy  the  Flowers  of  odious  Savour's  fwcet. 

Qffin.  Odfours,  Odouss. 

Pjr.  Odoiyrs  favors  fweet. 
So  that  thy  Breath,  my  deareft  Thisbj  dear. 
But  hark,  a  Voice;  ftay  thou  but  here  a  while, 
A^d  by  and  by  I  will  to  thee  appear.  [Exit  Pyr. 

Phck*  a  Stranger  Pjramus  than  e'er  plaid  here. 

Thif.  Muft  I  fpeak  now? 

Qmnif  Ay  marry  muft  you;  for  you  muft  underfland  he 
goes  but  to  fee  a  Noife  that  he  heard,  and  is  to  come  again* 

Thif  Moft  radiant  Pjramns,  moft  lilly  white  of  Hue, 
Of  Colour  like  the  red  Rofe»on  triumphant  Bryer, 
Moft  brisky  Juvenal^  and  eke  moft  lovely  Jew^  ^  J 

As  true  as  trueft  Horfe,  that  yet  would  never  tire,  1 

I'll  meet  thee,  Pjramnsy  at  Ninnj\  Tomb. 

Quin.  Ninus  TomU  Man;  why  you  muft  not  fpeak  that 
yet:  that  you  anfwer  to  Pjramus \  you  fpeak  all  your  P^tt«. 
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1  Fair.  Hail  MortaL  Hail. 

2  Fair.  Hail.  ^ 

3  Fair.  Hail, 

Bot.  I  cry  your  Worihip's  Mercy  heartily,  Ibefeech  your 
Worihip*sName, 

Cok  Cokweb.  • 

'  B9t.  I  (hail  defire  of  you  more  Acquaintance,  good  Ma« 
fter  Cobweb  I  if  I  cut  my  Finger,  I  (hall  make  bold  with  you* 
,Your  Name,  honeft  Gentleman  ? 

Peaf.  Peafeblojfom. 

Bot.  I  pray  you  commend  me  to  Miftrefs  Squajb  your 
Mother,  and  to  MzRer Peafecod  your  Father.  Good  Mafter 
Peafeblofim,  I  (hall  defire  of  you  more  Acquaintance  too« 
Your  Name,  I  befeecltyou.  Sir? 

Mmfl  Mufiardfeed. 

Bot.  Good  Matter  Afuftardfeedj  I  know  your  Patience 
well:  That  fame  cowardly  Giant-like  Ox- beef  hath  devoured 
many  a  Gentleman  of  your  Houfe.  I  promife  you,  your 
Kindred  hath  made  my  Eyes  water  e'er  now,  I  defire  more 
of  your  Acquaintance,  good  Matter  Mufiardfeed. 

Queen.  Come  wait  upon  him,  lead  him  to  my  Bower, 
The  Moon,  methinks,  looks  with  a  watry  Eye, 
And  when  Ihe  weeps,  weep  every  little  Flower, 
Lamenting  fome  enforced  Chaftity. 

Tye  up  my  Lover's  Tongue,  bring  him  filently.    [Exeunt. 

Enter  King  of  Fairies  fo!u5, 

Ob.  I  wonder  if  Titania  be  awak'd  : 
Then  what  it  was  that  next  came  in  her  Eye, 
Which  (he  mutt  dote  on  in  Extremity. 

Enter  Puck. 
Here  comes  my  MeflTenger :  How  now  mad  Spirit, 
What  Night-riile  now  about  this  haunted  Grove? 

Puck*  MyMittrefs  with  a  Montteris  in  love. 
Near  to  her  clofe  and  confecrated  Bower, 
While  (he  was  in  her  dull  and  fleeping  Hour, 
A  crew  of  Patches,  rude  Mechanicals, 
That  work  for  Bread  upon  Athenian  Stalls, 
Were  met  together  to  Rehearfe  a  Play, 
Intended  forgreat  Thefeus  Nuptial  Day. 
The  (halloweft  thick  Skin  of  that  barren  fort, 
Vho  Pjramus  prefented,  in  their  Sport 

Forfool; 
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Forfook  his  Scene,  and  entred  in  a  Brakes 

When  I  did  him  at  this  Advantage  take> 

An  Afs*s  Nole  I  fixed  on  his  Head; 

Anon  his  Thisby  muft  be  anfwered» 

And  forth  my  Mimick  comes ;  When  they  him  fpy. 

As  wild  Geefe,  that  the  creeping  Fowler  eye, 

Or  ruiTet^pated  Choughs,  many  in  fort, 

Rifing  and  Kawing  at  the  Gun's  report. 

Sever  themfelves,  and  madly  fweep  the  Sky; 

So  at  his  fight,  away  his  Fellows  fly, 

And  at  our  (lamp  here  o'er  and  o'er  one  falls ; 

He  Murder  cries,  apd  help  from  jithens  qzWs, 

Their  Senfe  thus  weak,  loft  with  their  Fears  thus  ftro&g. 

Made  fenfelefs  things  begin  to  do  them  wrong. 

For  Briars  and  Thorns  at  their  Apparel  fnatch. 

Some  Sleeves,  fome  Hats,  from  Yielders  all  things  catch«. 

I  led  theai  on  in  this  diftraded  fear. 

And  left  fweet  Pjramus  tranflated  there : 

When  in  that  moment  (fo  it  came  to  pafs) 

Titania  wak'd,  and  ftraightway  lov'd  an  Afs. 

Ob,  This  falls  out  better  than  I  could  devife* 
But  haft  thou  yet  latch'd  the  Athenian  Eyes 
With  the  Love  Juice,  as  I  did  bid  thee  do  ? 

Puck.  I  tookhimfleeping;  that  isfinifh'dtoo; 
And  the  jithenian  Woman  by  his  fide, 
That  when  he  wak'd,  of  force  (he  muft  be  ey'd. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Hermia. 

Ob,  Stand  clofe,  this  is  the  fame  ^/Ar«/4;f. 

Puck*  This  is  the  Woman,  but  not  this  the  Mafu 

Dem.  O  why  rebuke  you  him  that  loves  youfo? 
Lay  Breath  fo  bitter  on  your  bitter  Foe. 

,Her.  Now  I  but  chide,  butlfhouldufetheeworfe; 
For  thou,  I  fear,  haft  given  me  caufe  to  Curfey 
If  thou  haft  flain  Lj fonder  in  his  deep* 
Being  o*er  Shoes  in  Blood,  plunge  in  the  deep,  and  kill  me  too. 
The  Sun  was  not  fo  true  unto  the  Day 
As  he  to  me.     Would  he  have  ftoUen  away 
From  fleeping  Hermia  f  Til  believe  as  foon 
This  whole  Earth  may  be  bor'd,  and  that  the  Moon  , 

Miy  through  the  Center  creep,  andfodifpleafe 
Her  Brother's  Noon-iide,  with  t\C  Antipodes. 


Ljf.  DemetrtHs  loves  her,  and  he  lores  not  you. 

Dem.  \^Aii;4ktng.']  O  HeUn^  Goddefs^  Nympby  pcrfed| 
divine. 
To  whjt,  my  Lov  r,  fliall  I  compare  thine  Eyne  ? 
Cryllai  is  rT>iddy;  O  how  ripe  in  (how^ 
ThyLips*  chofe  ki  (Ting  Cherries,  tempting  grow! 
That  pure  congeal  d  white»  high  Taurns  Snow, 
Fann*d  wicn  v.he  Eaftern  Wind,  turns  to  a  Crow^ 
When  thou  holu*ft  up  thy  hand.     O  let  me  kifs 
This  Prince(&  of  pure  w  hite»  tliis  feal  of  BIi& 

HeU  O  Spight,  O  Hell,  I  fee  you  are  all  bent 
To  fet  againft  me,  lor  your  Merriment: 
If  you  were  civil,  and  knew  Courteiie, 
You  would  not  do  me  thus  much  Injury. 
Can  you  not  hate  me,  as  I  know  you  do. 
But  you  muft  join  in  Souls  to  mock  me  too  i 
If  you  are  Men,  as  Men  you  are  in  (how. 
You  would  not  ufe  a  gentle  Lady  fo : 
To  vow>  and  fwear,  and  fuperpraife  my  Partsj 
When  I  am  fure  you  hate  me  with  your  Hearts« 
You  both  are  Rivals,  and  love  Hermia, 
And  now  both  Rivals  to  mock  HeUna. 
A  trim  Exploit,  a  manly  Enterprize, 
To  conjure  Tears  up  in  a  poor  Maid's  Eyess 
With  your  Derifion :  None  of  Nobler  fort 
Would  fo  offend  a  Virgin,  and  extort 
A  poor  Soul's  Patience,  all  to  make  you  fport. 

Ljf*  You  are  unkind,  Demetrius;  be  not  fOf 
For  you  love  Hermia;  this  you  know  I  know. 
And  here  with  all  good  will,  with  all  my  heart, 
In  Hermia  s  Love  I  yield  you  up  my  part; 
And  your*s  of  Helena  to  me  bequeath, 
Whom  I  do  love,  and  will  do  to  my  Death. 

Hel^  Never  did  Mockers  wafte  more  idle  Breathe 

Dem.  Ljfander^  keep  thy  J^ermia,  1  will  none; 
If  e'er  I  lov'd  her,  all  that  Love  is  gone# 
My  Heart  to  her,  but  as  Gueft-wife  fojourn'd. 
And  now  to  Helen  it  is  home  returned. 
There  to  remain. 

Lyf  It  is  not  fo. 

Dem.  Difparage  not  the  Faith  thou  doft  notknowi 

Left 
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Left  to  thy  peril  thou  abide  it  de^r.  > 

Look  where  thy  Love  comes,  yonder  is  thy  Pear* 

Eftter  Hermki 
Her.  Dark  Night,  that  from  the  Eye  his  Fundion  takes^ 
The  Ear  more  quick  of  Apprehenfion  makes^ 
Wherein  it  doth  impair  the  feeing  Senfe, 
It  pays  the  Hearing  double  recompence* 
Thou  art  not  by  mine  Eye,  hjfandtry  fbundi 
Mine  Ear»  I  thank  it*  brought  me  to  that  Sounds 
But  why  unkindly  didft  thou  leave  me  fo  ? 
Lff.  Why  flibuld  he  ftay,  whom  Love  doth  prefs  to  go  \ 
Her.  What  Love  could  prefs  Xjy^dMffr  from  my  fide  { 
Ljf.  LjfAndef%  Love,  that  would  not  let  him  bide ; 
Tm  Helena,  who  more  engilds  the  Night, 
Than  all  yon  fiery  O's  and  Eyes  of  Lighr. 
Why  feek'ft  thou  me?  Could  not  this  make  thee  know 
The  Hate  I  bear  the^j  made  me  leave  thee  fo  ?  ^ 

Her.  Yott  fpeak  not  as  you  think :  It  cannot  be* 
HeL  Lo*  ihe  is  ode  of  this  Confederacy; 
Now  I  perceive  they  have  conjoined  all  three, 
To  faihion  this  falfe  Sport  in  fpight  of  me^ 
Injurious  Hermia^mo^  ungrateful  Maid,  •  ^ 

Have  you  confpir*d,  have  you  with  thefe  contrived 
To  bait  me,  with  this  foul  Derifion  ? 
Is  all  the  Counfel  that  we  two  have  (har'd. 
The  Sifters  Vows,  the  Hours  that  we  have  /pen^ 
When  we  have  chid  the  hafty  footed  Time, 
For  parting  us :  O !  and  is  all  forgot  ? 
All  School-days  Friendihip,  Childhoods  Innocence  {        ^ 
We,  Hermidf  like  two  Artificial  gods. 
Have  with  our  Needles,  created  both  one  Flower, 
Both  on  one  Sanipler,  fitting  on  one  Cufhion ; 
Both  warbling  of  one  Song,  both  in  one  Key ; 
As  if  our  Hands,  our  Sides^  Voices,  and  Minds 
Had  been  incorporate.     So  we  grew  together, 
Like  to  a  double  Cherry,  feeming  parted, 
^  But  yet  an  Union  itl  partition ; 

Two  lovely  Berries  molded  on  one  Stem,  j 

So  with  two  feeming  Bodies,  but  one  Heart, 
Two  of  the  firft  Lite,  Coats  of  Heraldry, 
Due  but  to  one,  aiid  crowned  with  one  Creft. 

VoL.IL  D  KtA. 
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And  will  you  rend  our  ancient  Love  afunder. 
To  join  with  Men  in  fcorning  your  poor  Friend? 
It  is  not  friendly,  'tis  not  maidenly  ; 
Our  Sex  as  well  as  I  may  chide  you  for  it> 
Though  I  alone  do  feel  the  Injury. 

Her.  I  am  amazed  at  your  paffionate  words : 
I  fco^-n  you  nor ;  it  feems  that  you  fcorn  me. 

HcL  Have  you  not  (et  LjfandtVy  as  in  fcorn. 
To  follow  mc,  and  praife  my  Eyes  and  Face  ? 
And  made  your  other  Love,  Demetrius^ 
Who  even  but  now  did  fpurn  me  with  his  Foot, 
To  call  me  GoddeH,  Nymph>  Divine,  and  Rare, 
Precious,  Ctleftial  \  Wherefore  fpeaks  he  this 
To  her  he  hates  ?  And  wherefore  doth  Ljfandir 
Deny  your  Love,  fb  rich  within  his  Soul^ 
And  tender  me,  forfooth,  Affe&ion, 
But  by  your  fetting  on,  by  your  Confent  ? 
What  though  I  be  not  fo  in  grace  as  you. 
So  hung  upon  with  Love,  fo  fortunate  \ 
But  miserable  moft,  to  love  unlov'd. 
This  you  ihould  .pity  rather  than  de(pife. 

Her,.  I  underftand  not  what  you  mean  by  this. 

Hel.  Ay,  do,  perfevere,  counterfeit  fad  Looks, 
Make  Mouths  upon  me  when  I  turn  my  Back, 
Wink  each  at  other,  hold  the  fweet  Jeft  up: 
This  fport  well  carried,  (hall  be  chroniclea* 
If  you  have  any  Pity,  Grace,  or  Manners,  * 
You  would  not  make  me  fuch  an  Argument : 
But  fare  ye  well,  'tis  partly  mine  own  fault, 
.Which  Death  or  Abfence  fooo  ihall  remedy.    » 

Lyf.  Stay,  gentle  Helena^  hear  my  Excufe ; 
My  Love,  my  Soul,  hit  HekfMn 

HeL  O  Excellent  I 

Her.  Sweet,  do  not  fcorn  her  Co* 

Dem.  If  (he  cannot  entreat,  I  can  con^eL 

Ljff.  Thou  canft  compel  no  more  than  (he  entreat. 
Thy  Threats  have  no  more  ftrength  than  her  weak  iPraife. 
Hele»j  I  love  thee,  by  my  Life  I  do ; 
I  fwear  by  that  which  I  will  lofe  for  thee. 
To  prove  him  falfe  that  ftys  I  love  thee  not.   . 

Dem.  I  fay,  I  love  thee  more  than  he  can  dc'J 

Zjr/: 
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tyf.  If  thou  &y  fo,  withdraw  aod  prove  it  too. 

Dtm,  Quicki  come^ 

Her.  Ljfandttf  whereto  tends  all  this  t 

L)f.  Away,  you  Ethitfii    - 

Dem.  No>  no»  Sir.  feem  to  break  loofcj 
Take  on  as  yttu  would  fc^w. 
But  yet  come  not ;  you  are  a  tame  Man,  go. 

Ljf.  Hang  off  thou  Cat,  thouBurre;  vile  thing  let  toofn 
Or  I  will  fhake  thee  from  mc  like  a  Serpent. 

Her,  Why  are  you  p-own  fo  rude  \ 
What  change  is  tms,  fweet  Lovci 

Lyf,  Thy  Love}  Out  tawny  TWrwr,  out; 
Out  loathed  Medicine;  O  hated  Foifiin,  hence* 

Her.  Doyounotjeftt 

Hel.  Yes  footk,'  and  fo  io  you. 

Lyf.  Demetritu,  I  will  keep  my  Word  with  theei 

Dem.  I  would  I  had  your  Bond;  for  I  perceive  ■ 
A  weak  Bond  holds  you ;  I'll  not  truft  your  Word. 

Lyf,  What,  Ihould  I  hurt  her,  ftrike  her,  kill  her  dead? 
Although  I  hate  her,  Ttl  not  hsrio  her  fo. 

Her.  What,  can  you  do  me  greater  harm  than  hate! 
Hatemet  wherefore?  O  mel  whatNews,  my  Love! 
Am  not  I  Hermiti  f  Are  not  you  Ljfander  f 
t  am' a?  fair  now,  as  I  was  cre-while. 
Since  NigYit,  you  lovM  me;  yet  lince  Night  you  Irft  llie  i 
Why  then  you  left  me,  O  the  gods  forbid  1 
In  earrieft-,  i]ialM  fayi 

Lyf,  Ay,  by  rhy  Life* 
And  (icvsr  diddelire  to  fee  theemore.  - 

.    Therefore  be  out  of  hope,  ofqutflioni  of  doubt* 
-Be  c^MB,  hbtiing  truer;  *iis  no  jeft, 
"^^h^^rda  hate  thee,  and  love  HiteM, 
--■    fl^:;0  me,  you  Juelerj  you  Cankcr-bloflbm, 
VrfuTfiief  of  Love;  what  have  you  comebylfighti 
JJ^4.^onen  my  Love's  Heart  from  him  I 
'■■'.''fHit.  Fine,  I'faithI 
'ttaveyou  no  Modefty,  no  maiden  Shame* 
Ko  touch  of  Baihfulnefs  ?  What  will  you  tear  i 

Impatient  Anfwecs  from  my  gentle  Tongue  ? 
Fie,  fie,  you  Counterfeit,  you  Puppet*  youi 
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Her.  Puppet!  why  fo?  A]r»  that  ways  go  the  <Sailie» 
Now  I  perceive  that  (he  hath  made  compare 
Between  our  Statures ;  (he  hath  urg*d  her  height* 
And  with  her  perfonage,  her  tall  perfonage. 
Her  height)  forfooth^  (he  hath  prevailed  with  him. 
And  are  you  «own  fo  high  in  his  Efteem, 
Becaufe  I  am  fb  dwarfi(h)  and  fo  lowi 
How  low  am  I^  thou  painted  Maypole?  Speak, 
How  low  am  I?  I  am  not  yet  fo  low. 
But  that  my  Nails  can  reach  unto  thine  Eyes. 

HeU  I  pray  you,  though  you  mock  me^  Gentlemn^ 
Let  her  not  hurt  me,  I  was  never  curft  i 
I  have  no  gift  at  all  in  Shrewi(hnefi ; 
I  am  a  right  Maid  for  my  Cowardize  t 
Let  her  n6t  ftrike  me.    You  perhaps  may  thinks 
Becaufe  (he*s  fomething  lower  than  my  felf. 
That  I  can  match  her. 

Her.  Lower!  Hark  again. 

HeU  Good  Hermia^  do  not  be  fo  l^itter  with  me, 
I  evermore  did  love  you,  Hermia^ 
Did  ever  keep  your  Counfels,  never  wrong*d  you. 
Save  that  in  Love  unto  Demetrius^ 
I  told  him  of  your  ftealth  into  this  Wood : 
He  followed  you,  for  Love  I  foUow'd  him. 
But  he  hath  chid  me  hence,  and  threatned  me 
To  ftrike  me,  fpum  me»  nay  to  kill  me  too; 
And  now,  fo  you  will  let  me  quiet  gp. 
To  Athens  will  I  bear  my  Folly  back, 
And  follow  you  no  further.     Let  me  go. 
You  fee  how  fimple*  and  how  fond  I  am. 

Her.  Why  get  you  gone;  who  is't  that  hinders  you? 

HeL  A  foolifh  Heart,  that  I  leave  here  beliind. 

Her^  What  with  Lyfander  ? 

HeL  With  Demetritu. 

Ljf.  Be  not  afraid^  (he  will  not  harm  thee,  Helena. 

Dem.  No,  Sir,  (he  ihall  not,  though  you  take  her  part* 

Hel.  O,  when  (he's  angry,  (he  is  keen  and  (hrewd. 
She  was  a  Vixen  when  (he  went  to  School; 
And  though  (he  be  but  little  (he  is  fierce.   » 

Her.  Little  again?  Nothing  but  low  and  little? 
r  Why  will  you  (uflFer  her  to  flout  me  thus? 
"  \  Let  me  come  to  her.  Lyfl 
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Ljf.  Get  you  cone,  you  Dwarf>  ^ 

You  MinimHs,  or  hindrmg  ICnot^grafs  mfAc^ 
You  Bead,  you  Acorn. 

Dtm.  You  are  too  o£Bcious 
In  her  behalf  that  fcoms  yout  Services. 
Let  her  alone,  fpeak  not  of  Helena^ 
Take  not  her  part :  For  if  thou  doft  intend 
Never  fo  little  fhcw  of  Love  to  her. 
Thou  (halt  abide  it. 

Ljf.  Now  flie  holds  me  not. 
Now  follow  if  thou  dar*!!,  to  try  whofe  Right 
Of  thine  or  mine  is  mod  in  Helena* 

Dem.  FoUow  ?   Nay,  I'll  go  with  thee  Cheek  by  Jowl. 

lExit  Lyfander  and  Demetrius. 

Her.  You  Miftrefs,  all  this  Coyl  is  long  of  you : 
Nay,  go  not  back. 

Het.  I  will  not  truft  you, 
Nor  longer  (lay  in  your  curft  Company. 
Your  Hands  than  mine  are  quicker  for  a  Fray, 
My  Legs  are  longer  though,  to  run  away.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Oberon  and  Puck. 

Ok  This  is  thy  Negligence,  fiill  thou  miftak'ft. 
Or  elfe  committ*ft  thy  Knaveries  willingly. 

Pnck.  Believe  me.  King  of  Shadows,  Imiftocdc: 
Did  not  you  tell  me  I  (hould  know  tl|ie  Man, 
By  the  Athenian  Garments  he  hath  on  ? 
And  fo  far  blamelefs  proves  my  Enterprizc, 
That  I  have  'nointed  an  Athenians  Eyesf 
And  fo  far  am  I  glad,  it  did  fo^fort. 
As  this  their  Jangling  I  efteera  a  Sport; 

Ob.  Thou  feeit  thefe  Lovers  feek  a  Place  to  fight; 
Hie  therefore,  Roi^in^  overcaft  the  Night, 
The  Starry  Welkin  cover  thou  anon 
With  drooping  Fog,  as  black  as  Acheron, 
And  lead  tnefe  tefty  Rivals  fo  aftray. 
As  one  come  no;  within  aqotljer's  way. 
Like  to  Ly/ander  fbmetime  frame  thy  Tongue,^ 
Then  ftir  Demetrius  up  with  bitter  Wrong;  ^ 

And  fometime  rail  tliou  like  Demetrius ; 
And  from  each  other  lode  thou  lead  them  thus^ 

D  5  'T^ 
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'Till  o'er  their  Brows,  Death-counterfeiting  Sleep 

With  leaden  Legs  and  batcy  Wings  doth  creep; 

Then  crufti  this  Herb  into  Lyfanders  Eye, 

WJiofe  Liquor  haih  this,  virtuous  Property, 

To  take  from  thence  all  Error,  with  its  Might, 

And  make  his  Eye-balls  rowl  with  wonted  fight* 

Wiien  they  next  wake,  all  this  Derifion 

Shall  feem  a  Dream,  and  fruitlefs  Vifion ; 

And  back  to  jifhe»s  (hall  the  Lovers  wend 

With  League,  whole  date*till  Death  (hall  never  end* 

Whiles  I  in  this  Affair  do  thee  imploy, 

1*11  to  my  Queen,  and  beg  her  Indian  Boy; 

And  then  I  will  her  charmed  Eye  releafe 

From  Monfters  view,  and  all  things  (hall  be  Peace. 

Pnck*  My  Fairy  Lord,  this  muft  be  done  with  hafte. 
For  Nigh 's  fwift  Dragons  cut  the  Clouds  full  faft. 
And  yonder  (hines  jinroras  Harbinger ; 
At  whofe  approach,  Ghofts  wandring  here  and  there. 
Troop  home  to  Church-yards;  Damned  Spirits  all, 
Thar  in  Crofs^ways  and  Floods  have  Burial, 
Already  to  their  wormy  Beds  arc  gone. 
For  fear  ^ft  Day  (hould  look  their  Shames  upon. 
They  wilfully  exile  themfelves  from  Light, 
And  muft  for  tye  confort  with  black-brow'd  Night. 

Oh.  But  we  are  Spirits  of  another  fort ; 
I  with  the  Morning-Love  have  oft  made  fport. 
And  like  a  Forefter  the  Groves  may  tread. 
Even  'till  the  Eaftern  Gate  all  fiery  red. 
Opening  on  Neptune  with  fair  blefled  Beams, 
Turnis  into  yellow  Gold  his  falt-green  Streams, 
Bat  notwithftanding  hafte,  make  no  delay; 
We  may  effeft  this  Bufinefs  yet  e*er  Day,      [^Exit  Oberoiu 

Puck:  Up  and  down,  up  and  down,  I  will  lead  them  up 
and  down  :  I  ani  fear'd  in  Field  and  Town,  Goblin^  lead  thew 
up  and  down,     Here  comes  one. 

Enter  Lyfander. 
Lyf,  Where  art  thou,  proud  Demttrms  ? 
Speak  thou  now. 
Puck.  Here,  Villain,  drawn  and  ready.     Where  ^rt  thou 
Zyr  I  will  be  with  thee  Araight. 
fa^kr  Follow.ipe  then  to  plainer  Ground. 
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1  * 

Enter  Demetrius^ 

Dem.  Lyfunder,  fpeak  again; 
Thou  Run-away,  thou  Coward,  art  thou  fled? 
Speak  in  fome  Buih  :  Where  doft  thou  hide  thy  Head  | 

Puck.  Thoii  Coward,  art  thou  begging  to  the  Stars, 
Telling  the  Bufhesthat  thcJu  look'ft  for  Wars, 
And  wile  not  come?  Come  Bjecreanr,  com£  thou  Child^ 
I'll  whip  thee  with  a  Rod,  hfi  is  defiPd 
That  dr^lws  a  Sword  on  thee. 

Dem.  Yea,  art  thou  there? 

Pnckz  Follow  my  Voice,  we'll  try  no  Manhood  here* '  \Exe. 

Lyf.  He  goes  before  me,  and  fttU  dares  me  on, 
When  I  come  where  he  calls  me,  then  he's  gone. 
The  Villain  is  much  lighter  heeFd  than  I : 
I  followed  faft,  but  faftcr  he  did  fly ;  [Shifting  places. 

That^fi)||lD  am  I  in  dark  uneven  way, 
Ancmifre  will  reft  me.  Come  thou  gentle  Day :     [Ljes  down* 
For  if  but  once  thou  Ihew  me  thy  gray  L'ght, 
I'll  Ad  DemetrtHSj  and  revenge  this  Spight. 

Enter  Puck  and  Demetrius, 

Puckj  Ho,  ho,  ho.  Coward  why  com'ft  thou  not? 

J)em.  Abide  me,  ifthoudar'ft:  For  wdl  I  wot, 
Thou  runn'ft  before  me,  ftiifting  every  place. 
And  dar'ft  not  ftand,  nor  look  me  i;i  the  FacXf 
Where  art  thou  ? 

PhcI{.  Come  hither,  I  am  here. 

Dem.  Naythenthoumock'ftme;  thou  ihalt buy rfiis  dear, 
If  ever  I  thy  Face  by  P^y-light  fee.  « 

Now  go  thy  way  ;  Faintnels  conftraineth  me. 
To  meafure  out  my  length  on  this  cold  Bexl» 
By  Day's  approach  look  to  be  vifited.  [tycsdffwn. 

Enter  Helena. 

HeL  O  weary  Night,  O  long  and  tedious  Night, 
Abate  thy  Hours,  ftiine  Comforts  from  the  £4/?, 
That  I  may  back  to  Athens  by  Day-light, 
From  thefe  that  my  poor  Company  deteft, 
And  Sleep,  that  fomctimes  ftiuts  up  Sorrow's  ]l5yc,  j. 

Steal  me  a  while  from /nine  own  Company,  L^^ 

PmcI^.  Yet  but  three  i  Come  one  more»  f 

Two  of  both  Kinds  mafes  up  fwir. 
Here  ihe  cgmcst  curft  ^  fyd^ 
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Cfttfid  is  a  knavifh  Lad, 

Thus  to  make  poor  Females  mad. 

Emer  Hermia. 

Her.  Never  fo  weary,  never  fo  in  Woe, 
Bedabbled  with  the  Dew,  and  torn  with  Briars^^ 
I  can  no  further  crawl,  no  further  go; 
My  Legs  can  keep  no  Pace  with  my  Sefires : 
Here  will  I  refl  me  'till  the  Break  of  Day; 
Heav'ns  (hield  Ljfanderj  if  they  mean  a  Fray.    \Ljes  dmtm. 

Puck*  On  the  Ground  deep  found, 
m  apply  to  your  Eye,  gentle  Lover*  remedy. 

[Squeezing  the  Juke  on  Lyfandcr'j  Eje. 
When  thou  wak'ft  thou  tak'ft 
True  Delight  in  the  Sight  of  former  Lady's  Eye, 
And  the  Country  Proverb  known, 
That  every  Man  fliould  take  his  own,  ||Mk< 

In  your  wakirg  Ihall  be  known.  ^ 

Jack^  fhall  have  Jill,  naught  (ball  go  ill. 
The  Man  fhall  have  his  Mare  (igain,  and  all  be  well.  j[£4fe>ucl« 

{ThejJUef. 

A  C  T   IV.      SCENE    L 

Enter  Queen  of  Fairies^  Bottom,  Fairies  attending^  mud  the 

King  behind  them. 

Qycen. /^^Ome,  fit  thee  down  upon  thisflawry  Bed, 

V^  While  I  thy  amiable  Cheeks  do  coy. 
And  ftick  Musk  Rofes  in  thy  (leek-finooth  Head, 
And  kifs  thy  fair  large  Ears,  niy  gentle  Joy. 

Bat.  Where's  Peafeblofomi 

Peafi.  Ready. 

'Bat.  Scratch  my  Head ,  Peafeblojfom,  Where's  Moniieur 
Cobweb  I 

Cob.  Ready. 

Bet.  Monfieur  Cobweb^  good  Monfieur  get  your  Wca* 
pons  in  your  Hand,  and  kill  me  a  red-hipt  Humble-Bee  oh 
the  Top  of  a  Thiftic,  and  good  Monfieur  bring  me  the 
Hon^-bag.  Do  not  fret  your  felf  too  much  in  theAdion, 
Monfieur  ;  and  good  Monfieur  have  a  Care  the  Honey-bag 
break  not;  I  would  be  loth  to  have  you  overflown  with  i 
'ioney-bag,  Signion  Where's  Monfieur  Muftardfiedi 

Mufi.  Reacyr.  B9$. 
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Sot.  Give  md  your  News,  Monfieur  MufiarJ; 
Pray  you  leave  your  Curtefie,  good  Monfieur. 

Mnfi.  What's  your  Will? 

Bot.  Nothing,  good  Monfieur,  but  to  help  Cavaler§  Ot-^ 
^eb  to  fcratch.  I  muft  to  the  Barbers,  Monfietir,  for  me- 
thinks  I  am  marvellous  hairy  about  the  ,Face.  And  t 
am  fuch  a  tender  Afs,  if  my  Hair  do  but  tickle  me,  I  muft 
fcratch. 

Queen.  What*  wilt  thou  hear  fome  Mufick,  my  fweet 
Love  ? 

Bot.  I  have  a  reafonable  good  Ear  in  Mufick.  Let  us 
have  the  Tongs  and  the  Bones. 

AiufickTongs.^  Rht4iI Mujick^ 

Queen.  Or  fay,  fweet  Love,  what  thou  defir*ft  to  eat. 

Bot.  Truly  a  Peck  of  Provender;  I  would  munch  your 
good  dry  Oats.  Methinks  I  have  a  great  Defire  'to  a  Bot- 
tle of  Hay :  Good  Hay,  fweet  Hay  hath  no  Fellow, 

Queen.  I  have  a  venturous  Fairy  ' 
That  (h  all  feek  the  Squirrels  Hoard, 
And  fetch  thee  mw  Nuts, 

Bot.  I  had  rather  have  a  handful  of  dried  Peafe.  But  I 
pray  you  let  none  of  your  People  ftir  me,  I  have  an  Expo* 
fition  of  Sleep  come  upon  roe. 

Queen.  Sleep  thou,  and  I  will  wind  thee  in  my  Arms; 
Fairies  be  gone,  and  be  always  awayt 
So  doth  the  Woodbine  the  fweet  Hopy-fuckle 
Gently  entwift;  the  female  Ivy  fo 
Enrings  the  barky  Fingers  of  the  Elm. 
O  how  I  love  thee  !  how  I  dote  on  thee  I 

Enter  Puck. 

Oh.  Welcome,  good  Rohin ; 
See^  thou  this  fweet  Sight?  .     ' 

Her  Dotage  now  I  do  begin  to  pity; 
For  meeting  her  of  late  behind  the  Wood, 
Seeking  fweet  Favours  for  this  hateful  Fool, 
I  did  upbraid  her,  and  fall  out  with  her; 
For  (he  his  hairy  Temples  then  had  rounded  ^ 

With  Coronet  of  frefh  and  fragrant  Flowerr,  .  / 

And  that  fame  Dew  which  fometime  on  the  Buds  \ 

Was  wont  to  fwell  like  round  and  orient  Pearls,  % 

Stood  Aow  within  the  pretty  Fiouriets  Eyes, 
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Like  Tears  riiat  did  their  own  Difgrace  bewaj)» 
When  I  had  ^t  my  Pieafure  taunted  her. 
And  ihe  in  mild  Terms  begg'd  my  Patience^ 
I  then  did  ask  of  her,  her  changeling  Child, 
Which  ftraighc  (he  gave  m6,  and  her  Fairy  fent 
To  b^ar  him  to  my  Bower  in  Fairy  Land; 
And  now  I  have  the  Boy,  I  will  undo 
This  hateful  Imperfedion  of  her  Eyes  : 
And,  gentle  PMCi^ take  this  transformed  Sca!p 
From  off  the  Head  of  this  jtthenian  Swain; 
That  he  awaking  when  the  others  do> 
May  all  to  jithens  back  again  repair. 
And  think  no  more  of  this  Night's  Accidents, 
But  as  the  fierce  Ve:)cation  of  a  Dream. 
3ut  firft  I  will  releafe  the  Fairy  QueeQ. 

Be  thou  as  thou  waft  wo  fit  to  he; 
See  as  thou  waft  wont  to  fee  .•  . 

Dian'i  Bud^  or  Cupid'i  Flowery 
Hath  fuch  Force  and  blejfed  Power. 

Now,  my  Titania  wake  you  my  fweet  Queen. 

Queeu.  My  Oberonl  what  Vifions  have  I  feen  ! 
Methought  I  was  enamoured  of  an  Afs« 

Ob.  There  lies  your  Love. 

Queen.  How  came  thefe  Things  to  pafs  ? 
Dh  how  mine  Eyes  do  loath  this  Vifage  now! 

Ob.  Silence  a  while  ;  Robin  take  off  his  Head: 
IfitianOj  Mufick  call,  and  ftrike  more  dead 
Than  common  Sleep.     Of  all  thefe  find  the  Senfe. 

Queen.  Mufick,  ho  Mufick;  (uch  as  charmeth  Sleep. 

Mu/tckftilL 

Puck.  When  thou  awak'ft,  with  thine  ovo  Fools  Eye? 

peep- 

Ob.  Sound  MuHck;  come  my  Queen,  take  Hand  with  niQi 
And  r^ck  the  Ground  whereon  thefe  Sleepers  be. 
jkow  thou  and  I  are  new  in  Amity, 
And  will  to  Morrow  Midnight  folemnly 
Dance  in  Duke  The  feus  Houfe  triumphantly, 
And  blefs  it  to  all  fair  Poflerity  : 
There  ihall  thefe  Pairs  of  faithful  Lovers  be 
IVedded  with  V^ef^u  all  io  JoUity« 
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Pucks  ^^^  Ki^g  attend  and  mark, 
I  do  hear  the  Morning  Lar^ 

Ok  Then  my  Queen  in  Silence  fad, 
Trip  we  after  the  Night's  Shade; 
We  the  Globe  can  compafs  fcon. 
Swifter  than  the  wandring  Moon. 

Qneen.  Come  my  Lord,  and  in  our  Flight, 
Tell  me  how  it  came  this  Night, 

That  I  flecping  here  was  found,  [Sleepers  he  fiilU 

With  thefe  Mortals  on  the  Ground,  [Exenmi. 

Enter  Thefeus,  Egeus,  Hippolita  and  all  hn  Tratn^ 

Thef.  Go  one  of  you,  find  out  the  Forefteri 
For  now  our  Obfervation  is  performed; 
And  fince  we  have  the  vaward  of  the  Day,  ^ 

My  Love  (hall  hear  the  Mufick  of  my  Hounds ; 
Uncouple  in  the  Weftern  Valley,  let  them  go, 
Difpatch  I  fay,  and  find  the  Forefter, 
We  will,  fair  Queen,  up  to  the  Mountain's  Top, 
•  And  mark  the  Mufical  Confufion 
Of  Hounds,  and  Eccho  in  conjunAion. 

Hip.  I  was  with  Hercules  and  Cadmus  once. 
When  in  a  Wood  of  Crcef  they  bay'd  the  Bear 
With  Hounds  of  Sparta ;  never  did  I  hear 
Such  gallant  Chiding.     For  befides.the  Groves, 
The  Skies,  the  Fountains,  every  Region  near,  ^ 

Seem'd  all  one  mutual  Cry.     I  never  heard 
So  liiufical  a  l>ifcord,  fuch  fweet  Thunder. 

TTjef.  My  Hounds  are  bred  out  of  the  Spartan  kind. 
So  fiew'd,  fo  fanded,  and  their  Heads  are  hung 
With  Ears  that  fweep  away  the  Morning  Dew; 
Crook-kneed,  and  Dew-Japt,  like  TheJfaUan  Bulls, 
Slow  in  purfuit,  but  match'd  in  Mouth  like  Bells^ 
Each  under  each.     A  Cry  more  tuneable 
Was  never  hallow'd  tOt  nor  checr'd  with  Horn, 
In  Greet,  in  Sparta,  nor  in  Thejfalj  i 
Judge  when  you  hear.  But  fofr,  what  Nymphs  are  thefeS 

"^if-  ^y  Lord,  this  is  my  Daughter  here  aileep. 
And  this  Ljfander^  this  Demetrius  is, 
This  Helenay  old  Nedsff%  Helena ; 
I  wonder  of  this  t>eiog  hcr€  togetticr* 
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Thef.  No  doubt  they  rofe  np  eariy^  to  obferve 
The  right  of  Maj^  and  hearing  out  Intenti 
Came  here  in  grace  of  our  Solemnity^ 
But  fpeak  Egeus^  is  not  this  the  Day 
That  Hermia  ihould  give  Anfwer  of  her  Choice? 

Ege.  It  15,  my  Lord. 

^ef.  Go  bid  the  Ituntfnien  wake  them  with  their  liorfls. 

Horns^  and  they  wake*  Shout  within^  thtj  Mjtart  m. 

Thef.  @ood  Morrow  Friends;  Saint  Fakmiw  ispaft: 
Begin  thefe  Wood-birds  but  to  couple  now? 

Ljf.  Pardon,  my  Lord. 

Thef.'  I  pray  you  all  ftand  up: 
r  know  you  two  are  Rival  Enemies. 
How  comes  this  gehtle  Concord  in  the  Worlds 
That  Hatred  is  fo  far  from  Jcaloufy, 
fTo  fleep  by  Hate,  and  fear  no  Enmity  ? 

Lyf.  My  Lord,  I  (hall  reply  amazcdly. 
Half  fleep,  half  waking.  But  as  yet  l  fwcar, 
I  cannot  truly  fay  how  I  came  here : 
But  as  I  think,  (for  truly  would  I  fpeal^) 
Aqd  now  I  do  bethink  me,  (b  it  is; 
I  came  with  Hermia  hither.  Our  Intent 
Was  to  be  gone  Trom  Athens,  where  we  might  be 
Without  the  Peril  of  the  Athenian  Law. 

Ege.  Enough^  enoughs  my  Lord,  you  have  enough; 
I  beg  the  Law,  the  Law,  upon  his  Head : 
They  would  have  ftoirn  away,  they  would,  Iffmetritts^ 
Thereby  to  have  defeated  you  and  me. 
You  of  your  Wife,  and  me  of  my  Confent; 
Of  my  Confent  that  (he  (hould  be  your  Wife. 

Dem.  My  Lord,  fair  Helen  told  me  of  their  Stealth, 
Of  this  their  Purpofe  hither  to  the  Wood, 
And  I  in  Fury  hither  follow*d  them 
VzxT  Helena  in  Fancy  followed  me: 
But,  my  good  Lord,  I  wot  not  by  what  Power, 
But  by  feme  Power  it  is,  my  Love 
To  Hermia^  melted  as  the  Snow, 
Seems  to  me  now  as  the  Remembrance  of  an  idle  Gaud^ 
Which  in  my  Childhood  I  did  doat  upon : 
And  all  the  Faith,  the  Virtue  of  my  Heart, 
The  Objed  and  the  Pleafure  of  mine  Eye» 

If 
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Is  only  Helena^  To  her,  iny  Lord, 
Was  I  betrothed  e'er  I  did  ktHermidi 
But  like  a  Sicknefs  did  I  loath  this  Food; 
But  as  in  Health  come  to  my  natural  Tafte j 
Now  dp  I  wi(h  i^  love  it>  long  for  i\ 
And  will  for  evermore  be  true  to  jt. 

Thitf.  Fair  Lovers,  you  are  fortunately  miet; 
Of  this  Difcourfe  we  (hall  hear  more  anon. 
Egiusy  I  will  over-bear  your  Will, 
For  in  the  Temple,  by  and  by  with  us« 
Thefe  Couples  ihall  eternally  be  knit : 
And  for  the  Morning  now  is  fomething  worn. 
Our  purpos'd  Hunting  ihall  befet  afide. 
Away  with  us  to  jithens,  three  and  three. 
We'll  hold  a  Feaft  in  great  Solemnity. 
Come  HifpoUta.  [Exit  Duke  and  Lcrdu 

Bern.  Thefe  Things  feem  fmall  and  undiftingui(hable> 
Like  far-off  Mountains  turned  into  Clouds. 

Her.  Methinks  I  fee  thefe  things  with  parted  Eye, 
When  every  Thing  feems  double* 

Hel.  So  methinks; 
And  I  have  found  Demetrius  like  a  Jewel; 
Mine  own,  and  not  mine  own.  ^ 

Dem.  It  feems  fo  to  me. 
That  we  (l^ep^  we  dream.    Do  not  you  think 
The  Duke  was  herej  and  bid  us  follow  him{ 

Her.  Yea,  and  my  Father. 

Hel.  And  HifpoUta. 

Lyf.  And  he  bid  us  follow  to  the  Temple.  ^ 

Dem.  Why  then  we  are  awake  ;  let*s  follow  him,  and  by 
the  Way  let  us  recount  our  Dreams*  [Exeunt. 

[Bottom  wakes. 

Bot.  When  my  Cue  comes,  call  me^  and  I  will  anfwer.  My 
next  is,  Moft  fair  PjramuS'^H^y  ho,  Peter  (Quince  I  Flute  the 
Bellows-mender  I  Snout  the  Tinker !  Starveling  I  God's  my 
Life  f  Stol'n  hence,  and  left  me  afleep.  I  have  had  a  moft 
rare  Vifion.  I  had  a  Dream  paft  the  Wit  of  Man  to  fay 
what  Dream  it  was  :  Man  is  but  an  Afs  if  he  go  about  to 
expound  this  Dream.  Methought  I  was,  there  is  no  Man 
can  tell  wh^t.  Methought  I  wa5^«  and  methought  I  had»  . 
But  Man  is  but  a  patched  Fool,  if  he  will  offer  to  fay  what  I 


mechought  I  had.  The  Eye  of  Man  hath  not  heafdL  die 
Ear  of  Man  hath  not  feen;  Man's  Hand  is  not  able  totaft^ 
his  Tongue  to  conceive^  nor  his  Heart  to  report  what  my 
Dream  was.  I  will  get  Ptttr  Qmmt  to  write  a  Ballad  of  this 
Dream;  it  Aiall  be  call'd  Bottom's  Dream,  becaufe  it  hath  no 
Bottom;  and  I  will  fing  it  in  the  latter  End  of  a  Play  be- 
fore the  Duke :  Perad venture}  to  make  it  the  more  gracious^ 
I  fhall  fing  it  at  her  Death.  £EjAt* 

Enter  Quince,  Flute,  Thisby,  Snowt  mul  Starveliog. 

Qf^m.  Have  you  fent  to  Bottom's  HouTe  i  Is  he  come  Heme 
yet? 

Stdr.  He  cartnot  be  heard  of.  Out  of  doubt  he  is  eranf« 
ported. 

Thif.  If  he  come  not,  then  the  Play  is  marred.  It  goes  for* 
ward,  doth  it? 

Ouin.  It  is  not  poffible;  you  have  not  a  Mad  in  all  ^i^jn 
able  to  difcharge  Pyramsis  but  he. 

Thif.  No,  he  hath  (imply  the  beft  Wit  of  any  Haodycraft 
Man  in  Athens^ 

Onin.  Yea,  and  the  beft  Perfon  too ;  and  he  is  a  very  Pt« 
ramour  for  a  fweet  Voice. 

Thif.  You  muft  fay.  Paragon;  a  Paramour  is  (God  ble^ 
us^  a  Thing  of  naught. 

Enter  Snug. 

Sntig.  Mafters,  the  Duke  is  coming  from  the  Temfki 
and  there  is  two  or  three  Lords  and  Ladies  more  marri- 
ed; If  our  Sport  had  gone  forward,  we  had  all  been  made 
Men. 

Xhif  O  fweet  Bully  Bottom ;  thus  hath  he  loft  Six  pence 
a  Day  during  his  Life;  he  could  not  have  *fcaped  Six  pence 
a  Day;  and  the  Duke  had  not  givjen  him  Six  pence  a  Day  for 
Playing  Pyramtts^  I'll  be  hang'd  .*  He  would  have  deferv*d  iu 
Six  pence  a  Day  in  Pjrsm»s^  or  nothing. 

Enter  Bottom* 

Bot.  Where  are  thefe  Lads?  Where  are  thefe  Hearts ?^ 

Ouin.  Bottom,  O  moft  couragious  Day  1  O  moft  happy 
H^r ! 

Bot.  Mafters,  I  am  to  difcourfe  Wonders;  but  ask  me  not 
what ;  for  if  I  tell  you,  I  am  no  true  Athoniitn.  I  wiU  tell 
you  every  thing  as  it  fell  out.  «. 
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Quin.  Let  us  hear,  fweet  B^mm. 

Bou  Not  a  Word  of  nie;  all  I  will  tell  you^  is  that  the 
Duke  hath  dined.  Cen  your  Apparel  together,  good  Strings 
to  your  Beards>  new  Ribbons  to  your  Pumps,  meet  pre- 
fcntly  at  the  Palace,  every  Man  look  o'er  his  Part;  for  the 
fliort  and  the  long  is,  our  Play  is  preferred  ♦'  In  any  cafe  let 
Thisbj  have  clean  Linnen;  and  let  not  him  that  plays  the  Lion 
pare  his  Nails,  for  they  (hall  hang  out  for  the  Lioii*s  Claws; 
and  mofl-  dear  Adors,  eat  no  Onions#  nor  Garlick,  for  we 
are  to  utter  fweet  Breath ;  and  I  dp  not  doubt  to  hear  them  \ 
fay*  it  is  a  fweet  Comedy.    No  more  Words ;  away,  go  a;- 
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Enter  Tfaefeus,  Hippolita,  Egeus  49td  bis  L§rdi. 

JK/>.'TplS  ftrange,  my  Thefens^  that  thefe  Lovers  IJjeak  <>£» 
X      Thef.  More  ftrange  than  true.  I  never  may  believe 
Thefe  Aritidc  Fables,  nor  thefe  Fairy  Toys; 
Lovers  and  Madmen  have  fuch  feetning  Brains, 
Such  fhaping  Phintafies,  that  apprehend  more 
Than  codl  Reafbn  ever  comprehends. 
The  Lunaticfr,  the  Lover,  and  the  Poer, 
Are  of  Imagination  ^11  compad):  i 
One  fe^s  more  Devils  than  vaft  Hell  can  hold ; 
Thit  is  the  Madman.  The  Lover,  all  as  frantick. 
Sees  HeUiis  Beauty  in  a  Brow  of  Egm. 
The  Poet's  Eye  in  a  fine  Frenzy  rowung. 
Doth  glance  from  Heav'n  to  Earth,  from  Eirth  to  Heav'iri 
And  as  Imagination  bodies  forth  the  Forms  of  Things 
Unknown ;  the  Poet's  Pen  turq;;  them  to  Shapes, 
And  gives  to  Airy  Nothing  a  local  Habitation, 
And  a  Name.    Such  Tricks  hath  firong  Imagination, 
That  if  it  would  biit  apprehend  fome  toy. 
It  comprehends  fome  Bringer  of  that  Joy: 
Or  in  the  Nighf,  imagifting  fome  Fear, 
How  eade  is  a  Bilfh  fuppos'd  a  Bear  i 
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Hip.  But  all  the  Story  of  the  Night  told  over. 
And  all  their  Minds  transfigur'd  fi>  together. 
More  witnefleth  than  Fancies  Images, 
And  grows  to  fomething  of  great  Conftancy; 
But,  howfocver,  ftrange  and  Admirable. 

Enur  Lyfander,  Demetrius,    Hermia,   Md 

Helena. 

Thif^  Here  come  the  Lovers,  full  of  Joy  and  Mirtli# 
Joy,  gentle  Friends,  Joy  and  freih  days  of  Love 
Accompany  your  Hearts. 

Ljf.  More  than  to  us. 
Wait  on  your  Royal  Walks,  your  Board,  your  Bed. 

Thef.  Come  naw«  what  Masks*  what  Dances  ihall  we 
have. 
To  wear  away  this  long  Age  of  three  Hours, 
Between  our  after- fupper  and  Bed*time? 
Where  is  our  ufual  manager  of  Mirth  ? 
What  Revels  are  in  hand  {  Is  there  no  Play 
To  tafe  the  Anguifh  of  a  torturing  Hour  i 
Call  EgeHS. 

Eg€.  Here,  mighty  Thefeus, 

Thef.  Say>  what  Abridgement  have  you  for  this  Evening? 
What  Mask?  WhatMuHck?  How  ihall  we  beguile 
The  lazy  time,  if  not  with  fome  Delight  ? 

Ege.  There  is  a  Brief  how  many  Sports  are  rife: 
Make  choice  of  which  your  Highnefs  will  fee  firft. 

Lyf.  The  Battel  with  the  Centaur,  to  be  fung 
By  an  Athenian  Eunuch,  to  the  Harp. 

Thef.  Well  none  of  that.    That  have  I  told  my  Love^ 
In  glory  of  my  tCinfman  HercnUs. 

Ljf  The  Riot  of  the  tipfie  Bachanals^ 
Tearing  the  Thracidn  Singer  in  their  Rage. 

Thef  That  is  an  old  Device*  and  it  was  plaid 
When  I  from  TTjetes  came  laft  a  Conqueror. 

Ljf  The  thrice  three  Mufes,  mourning  for  the  Death  of 
Learning,  late  deceas'd  in  Beggary. 

Thef  That  is  fome  Satyr  keen  and  critical. 
Not  forting  with  a  Nuptial  Ceremony. 

Lyf  A  tedious  brief  Scene  of  young  Pjramus^ 
Ana  his  Love  Thiskji  very  tragical  Mirth* 

Thefl 
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Thef.  Merry  and  Tragical?  Tedious  dnd  Brief?  That  is> 
hot  Ice,  and  wondrous  ftrange  Snow.  How  fliall  we  find 
the  Concord  of  this  Difcord? 

Ege.  A  Play  there  is,  my  Lord,  fome  ten  Words  long^ 
Which  is  as  brief  as  I  have  known  a  Play; 
But  by  ten  Words,  my  Lord,  it  is  too  long. 
Which  makes  it  tedious  t  For  in  alii  the  Play 
There  is  not  one  Word  apr>  one  Player  fitted^ 
And  Tragical,  my  Noble  Lord,  it  is :  .     j 

For  Pjramus  therein  doth  kill  himfelf^ 
Which  when  I  fa^w  reheats'd,  I  muft  confefs 
Made  mine  Eyes  water ;  but  more  merry  Teari 
The  paftion  of  loud  Laughter  never  ihed« 

Thef.  What  are  they  that  de  play  it  ? 

E^e.  Hard-handed  Men,  that  work  in /frAtfujp  herei         '•'^ 
Which  never  laboured  in  their  Mind?  till  now ;      . 
And  now  have  toiled  their  unbreathed  Memories 
With  this  fame  Play,  againft  your  Ktiptialr. 

Thef.  And  we  will  hear  it. 

Ege.  No,  my  Noble  Lord,  it  is  not  for  ybui    I  hav^  heard 
It  over,  and  it  is  nothing,  nothing  in  the  World» 
Unlefs  you  can  find  fpoirt  id  their  Intents, 
Extremely  ftretch*d,  and  jponn'd  with  cruel  Pain, 
To  do  you  Service. 

Thef  I  will  hear  that  Play :  For  liever  any  thing 
Can  beamifs,  When  Simplenefe  atid  Duty. tender  iu 
Go  bring  them  in^  and  take  your  Places,  Ladies. 

Hip.  I  love  not  to  fee  Wretchednefs  o'ercharg'd^ 
And  Duty  in  his  Service  peri(hing. 

Thef  Why,  gentle  Sweet,  you  (hall  fee  nofuch  thing. 

Hip.  He  fays  they  can  do  nothing  in  this  kind. 

Thef  The  kinder  we,  to  give  them  Thanks  for  nothing. 
Our  Sport  fhall  be>  to  take  what  they  liiiftake; 
And  what  poor  Duty  cannot  do^  noble  Kefpeft 
Takes  it  in  Might,  not  Merit. 
Where  I  have  come,  great  Clerks  have  purpofed 
To  greet  me  with  premeditated  Welcomes; 
Where  I  have  feen  them  fhiver,  and  look  pale. 
Make  Periods  in  the  midft  of  Sentences^ 
Throttle  their  pra&is'd  Accent  in  their  Fears, 

Vol  n.      '  E  And 


And  in  conclufion,  duoibly  Iiave  broke  off. 

Not  paving  me  a  Welcome.     Truft  me.  Sweet, 

Out  ot  this  Silence  yet  I  pick'd  a  Welcome : 

And  in  the  modefty  of  fearful  Duty, 

I  read  as  much,  as  from  the  ratling  Tongue 

Of  fawcy  and  audacious  Eloquence. 

Love  therefore,  and  Tongue-tide  Simplicity* 

In  leaft,  fpeak  moft>  to  my  Capacity. 

Ege.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  Prologue  is  addreft. 

7%efi  Let  him  approach*  [Fl^r.  Trmm. 

EmtiT  Quince  for  thi  Prologue. 

Pro.  If  we  offend*  it  is  with  our  good  will. 
That  you  fhould  think  we  come  not  to  o£Fend, 
But  with  good  will.    To  (hew  our  iimple  Skill, 
That  is  the  true  beginoing  of  our  end. 
Confider  then,  we  come  but  ia  defpight. 
We  do  not  come  as  minding  to  content  you. 
Our  true  intent  is.     All  for  your  delight. 
We  are  not  here.     That  you  (hould  here  repent  you. 
The  Adors  are  at  hand ;  and  by  their  Show, 
You  fliall  know  aU>  that  you  are  like  to  know. 

Thcf.  This  Fellow  doth  not  ftand  upon  his  Poifits^ 

Lj/l  He  hath  rid  his  Prologuf  like  a  rough  Colt ;  he 
knows  not  the  flop.  A  good  Moral,  my  Lord.  It  is  oot 
enough  to  fpeak,  but  to  fpeak  true. 

Hip.  Incjeed  he  hath  play'd  on  his  Prologue,  like  a  Child 
on  the  Recorder;  a  found,  but  not  in  government. 

TToef.  His  Speech  w^^  like  a  tangled  Chain ;  nothing  im* 
pair*d,  but  all  difbrder'd.     Who  is  the  next? 

Tawyer  wifh  ^  Trumpet  before  them. 
Enter  Pyramus,  and  Thisby,  Wall,   Moon-ihioe, 

and  Lion. 

Pro.  Gentles,  perchance  you  wonder  at  this  Show, 
But  wonder  on,  'till  Truth  make  all  things  plain* 
This  Man  is  Pyramus^  if  you  would  know; 
This  beauteous  Lady,  Thisbj  is  certain. 
This  Man  with  Lime  and  Rough-caft>  doth  pref<^Q( 
Wall,  the  vile  WaU>  whichdidthefeLovmfunder : 
And  through  Wall's  Chink*  poor  Souls,  they  are  content 

whifper*    At  the  which,  let  Oft  Man  woncUr* 

This 
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This  Man  with  Lanthorn,  Dog,  and  Bufti  of  Thorn, 

Prcfenteth  Moon-ftiinc:  For^  if  you  will  knowt 

By  Moon-ihine  did  thefe  Lovers  think  no  fcorn  ,  '^ 

To  meet  at  Ninm  Tomb,  there,  there  to  woo* 

This  grizly  Beaft,  which  Lion  hight  by  Name« 

The  trufty  Thisbj/j  coming  firft  by  Night, 

Did  fcare  away,  or  rather  did  affright  t 

And  as  (he  fled,  her  Mantle  (he  did  fall; 

Which  Lion  vile  with  bloody  Mouth  did  (lain. 

Anon  comes  Pjramust  fweet  Youth  and  tall, 

And  finds  his  gentle  Thishj\  Mantle  flain; 

Wherear>  with  BIade>  with  bloody  blameful  BIade» 

He  bravely  broach'd  his  boiling  bloody  Breaft, 

And  Thisby^  tarrying  in  the  Mulberry  Shade, 

His  Dagger  drew,  and  died*     For  all  the  reft* 

Let  Ljon^  Moon-Jhim,  fPkll,  and  Lovers  twain^ 

At  large  difcourfe,  while  here  they  do  remain. 

lExennfdUbmWta. 

Thef.  I  wonder  if  the  Lion  be  to  fpeak. 

Bern.  No  wonder,  my  Lord;  one  Lion mzyj  whenfiiany 
Afles  do. 

fFalL  In  this  fame  Interlilde  it  doth  befal> 
That  I,  one  Snowt  by  name,  prefent  a  Wall : 
And  fuch  a  Wall,  as  I  would  have  you  think, 
That  had^  in  it  a  crannied  Hole  or  Chink ; 
Through  which  the  Lovers,  Vjramm  and  Thi^fy^ 
Did  whifper  often  very  fecretly* 
This  Loam,  this  Rough-caft,  and  this  Stone  doth  fbew,^ 
That  I  am  that  fame  Wall ;  the  truth  is  fo. 
And  this  the  Cranny  is,  right  and  finifter. 
Through  which  the  fearful  Lovers  are  to  whi(per* 

7%ef.  Would  you  defire  Lime  and  Hair  to  fpeak  better? 

Dem.  It  is  the  wittieft  Partition  that  ever  I  heard  dif- 
courfe, my  Lord. 

Tlhef^  Pj/ramus  draws  near  the  Wall  t  Silence* 

^        Enter  Pyramus. 

Pjr.  O  grim  looked  Night  f  O  Night  with  hue  fo  black  i 
O  Night,  which  ever  art  when  Day  is  not  I 

0  Night,  O  Night,  alack,  alack,  alack, 

1  fear  my  Thisby's  Promife  is  forgot*  ^ 

£  1  Km 


And  thou,  O  WalL  thou  r\veec  and  loveiy  Wall> 
That  ftands  between  her  Father's  Ground  and  minej 
Thou  Wall,  OWaU,  O  fweet  and  lovely  Wall, 
Shew  me  thy  Chink,  to  blink  through  with  mine  Eyn. 
Thanks,  courteous  Wall ;  J^^c  fhield  thee  well  for  this. 
But  what  fee  I  ?  No  Thisbj  do  I  fee. 
O  wicked  Wall,  through  whom  I  fee  no  Bliis, 
Curft  be  thy  Stones  for  thus  deceiving  me*  # 

Thef.  The  Wall,  methinks,  being  fenfible,  (hould  Curie 
again. 

Pjr.  No  in  truth)  Sir,  he  (hould  not.    Deceiving  m€» 
Is  Thisbf%  cue;  (he  is  to  enter,  and  I  am  to  fpy 
Her  through  the  Wall     You  (hall  fee  it  will  fall 

Enter  Thisby. 
Pat.  I  told  you ;  yonder  (he  comes. 

Thif  O  Wall,  full  often  haft  thou  heard  my  Moan% 
For  parting  my  fair  Pyramus  and  me. 
My  cherry  Lips  hath  often  kifs'd  thy  Stones ; 
Thy  Stones  with  Lime  and  Hair  knit  up  in  thee. 

Pjr.  I  hear  a  Voice ;  now  will  I  to  the  Chink, 
To  fpy  and  I  can  fee  my  Thishfs  Face.     Thisbj  f 
•    Thif.  My  Love  thou  art,  my  Love,  I  think. 

Pyr.  Think  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  thy  Lovers  Grace, 
And  like  Limmder  am  I  trufty  ftill. 

Thif.  And  I  like  Helen,  'till  the  Fates  me  kill. 

Pjr.  Not  Shafalfis  to  Procrus  was  fo  true. 

Thif.  As  Shafalus  to  Procrus,  I  to  you* 

Pyr.  O  kifs  me  through  the  hole  of  this  vile  Wall. 

Thif  I  kifs  the  Wall's  hole,  not  your  Lips  at  all. 

Pyr.  Wilt  thou  at  Ninny*^  Tomb  meet  me  ftraightway  i 

Thif.  Tide  Life>  tide  Death,  I  come  without  delay. 

WalL  Thus  have  I  Wall,  my  part  difcharged  fo : 
And  being  done,  thus  Wall  away  doth  go.  \j£xit. 

Thef.  Now  is  the  Moral  down  between  the  two  Neigh- 
bours. 

Dem.  No  remedy,  my  Lord,  when  Walls  arc  fo  wilful, 
to  hear  without  warning. 

Hip.  This  is  the  fillieft  StuflFthat  e'er  I  heard. 

Thef.  The  beft  in  this  kind  are  but  Shadows,  and  the 
worft  are  no  worfe,  if  Imagination  amend  them. 
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Hip.  It  muft  be  your  Imagination  then,  and  not  theirs. 

TTsef.  If  we  imagine  no  worfe  of  them  than  they  of  them- 
felves,  they  may  pafs  for  Excellent  Men.  Here  comes  two 
noble  Beafts,  in  a  Man  and  a  Lion. 

Enter  Lion  and  Moon-fliine. 

Ifioft.  You  Ladies,  you,  whofe  gentle  Hearts  do  fear 
The  fmalleft  monftrous  Moufe  tliat  creeps  oil  floor. 
May  now  perchance  both  quake' and  tremble  here^ 
When  Lion  rough  in  wildeft  Rage  doth  roar. 
Then  know  that  I,  one  Sn^i  the  Joiner,  am 
No  Lion  fell,  nor  elfe  no  f-ion's  Dam : 
For  if  I  ftiould  as  Lion  come  in  Strife 
Into  this  place,  'twere  pity  of  my  Life. 

Tloiff.  A  very  gentle  Beaft,  and  of  a  good  Confcicnce. 

Dem.  The  very  beft  at  a  Beaft,  my  Lord,  thateVr  Ifaw. 

Ljff.  This  Lion  is  a  very  Fox  for  his  Valour.   • 

Thef.  True*  and  a  Goofe  for  his  Difcretion. 

Dem.  Not  fo,  my  Lord  5  for  his  Valour  cannot  carry  his 
Difcretion,  and  the  Fox  carries  the  Goofe. 

The/l  His  Difcretion  I  am  Cure  cannot  carry  his  Valoifr ; 
for  the  Goofe  carries  not  the  Fox.  It  is  wellt  Leave  it  to 
his  Difcretion,  and  let  us  hearken  to  the  Moon. 

Moon.  This  Lanthorri  doth  the  homed  Moon  prefent. 

Dem.  He  fhould  have  worn  the  Horns  on  his  Head. 

TTjff.  He  isr  no  Crefcent,  and  his  Horns  are  invifible,  with* 
in  the  Circumference. 

Moon.  This  Lanthorn  doth  the  homed  Moon  prefent : 
My  felf  the  Man  i'th'  Moon  doth  feem  to  be. 

The/2  This  is  the  greateft  Error  of  all  the  reft;  the  Man 
(hould  be  put  into  the  Lanthorn:  How  is  it  elfe  the  Mail 
i'lh*  Moon  ? 

Dem*  He  dares  not  come  there  for  the  Candle} 
For  you  fee  it  is  already  in  SnuC  • 

Hif.  I  am  weary  of  this  Moon;  would  he  would 
qbmge. 

Thef  If  appears  by  his  fmall  Light  of  Difcretion,  that  he 
is  in  the  Wane  I  but  yet  in  courteHe,  in  ^11  realbn,  we  muft 
ftay  the  time. 

Ljf.  Proceed,  Moon. 

At49H.  All  that  I  have  to  fay,  is  to  tell  you,  that  the 
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Lanthom  is  the  Moon;  I,  the  Man  in  the  Moon;  thisThmi 
Buihy  my  Thorn  Bu(h  ;  and  this  Dog,  ray  Dog. 

Dem.  Why,  all  thefe  ihould  be  in  the  Lanthorn;  for  l^ey 
are  in  the  Moon,     But  iiience;  here  comes  Thiskj. 

Enter  Thisby. 
Thif.  This  is  old  Ninnfs  Tomb;  where  is  my  Lovk?    ' 
Uon.  Oh.  {Th^  Lion  roarsy  Thisby  runs  off, 

Dem*  Well  roar'd  Lion. 
Thcf  Well  run  Thistj. 
Hip.  Well  flione  Moon. 
Truly  the  Afoon  ftiines  with  good  grace. 
The/.  Well  mouth'd  Lion. 
Dem.  And  then  came  Pjramus. 
hjf^  And  fo  the  Lion  vanifh'd. 

«  l^nter  Pyramus/ 

Tyr.  Sweet  Moon,  I  thank  thee  for  thy  funny  Beams  i 
I  thank  thee.  Moon,  for  (hining  now  fo  bright : 
For  by  thy  gracious,  golden,  glittering  Streams, 
I'truft  to  taftc  of  trueft  Thisbf^  fight. 
But  ftay ;  O  fpight  1  but  mark,  poor  Knight, 
What  dreadful  dole  is  here? 
Eyes  do  you  fee  f  How  can  it  be  I 
O  dainty  Duck !  O  Deer ! 
jThy  Mantle  good;  what  ftain'd  with  Blood! 
Approach  you  Furies  fell : 
O  Fates  I  Come,  come :  Cut  Thred  and  Thrum, 
Quail,  cru/h,^  conclude,  and  quell, 

Thef.  ThisPaffion,  and  the  Death  of  a  dear  Friends 
Would  go  near  to  make  a  Man  look  fad. 

Hip.  Beftirew  my  Heart,  but  I  pity  the  Man. 

Pjr.  O  wherefore.  Nature,  didft  thou  Lions  frame? 
Since  Lion  wild  hath  here  Deflour'd  my  Dear ; . 
Which  is— —No,  no- —  which  was  the  faireft  Dame, 
That  liv'd,  that  lov'd,  that  lik'd,  that  look'd  with  Cheer* 
Come  Tears,  confound :  Out  Swords  and  wound 
The  Pap  of  fjramus^ 

Ay,  that  left  Pap,  where  Heart  doth  hop  % 
Thus  die  I,  thus,  thus,  thus, 
Kow  am  \  dead,  now  am  I  lied,  my  Soul  is  id  the  Sky^ 

Tongue 
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Tbftguc  lofe  thy  fight.  Moon  tdke  thy  flight, 
Now  die,  tdife,  dia,  die^  die. 

Dtm.  No  Die,  but  ih  Ace  for  him ;  for  ht  is  biit  one. 

LjP.  Leis  tfalrt  fth  Ate,  Man;  for  he  is  dead;  he  iis  no< 
thing. 

7»(/:  With  the  help  of  a  SUrgeoti  he  ftight  ytt  recover, 
and  prove  an  Afs. 

Hif.  Hx}^  chance  the  Mv^ft-JhiHt  is  gone,  before 

Thisby  comes  back,  and  findi  her  LoTCtl 

EnUr  Thisby. 

Thef.  She  will  find  him  by  Star-light. 
Here  (he  comes ;  and  her  Paffioh  ends  the  Play. 

Hip.  Methink^  rtie  ihould  not  ufe  i  long  one  for  fuch  a 
Tjramus:  I  hope  fhe  will  be  brief. 

l)tm.  A  Moth  will  turn  the  Ballance,  which  Vjrainm^ 
which  Thisby  is  the  better. 

Lyf.  She  hath  fpied  him  already  with  thofe  fwtet  Eyes. 

T>em.  And  thus  (he  m^tis,  videlicet. 

Thif.  Aflecp,  my  Love  ?  What,  dead,  my  Dove  ? 
O  Pyramus  arife : 

Speak,  fpeak.     Quite  dumb  2  Dead,  dead?  A  Tomb 
Muft  cover  thy  fweec  Eyes.  m 

Thefe  lilly  Lips,  this  cherry  Hoft, 
Thefe  yellow  Cowflip  Cheeks 
Are  gone,  are  gone :  Lovers  make  ifioab. 
His  Eyes  were  green  as  Leeks. 
O  Sifters  three,  come,  cofiie  td  tad. 
With  Hands  as  pale  as  Milk; 
Lay  them  in  gore,  fince  you  have  ftioi'e 
With  Sheers,  this  Thread  of  Silk 
tongue  not  a  word ;  Come  tf ufty  Sword ; 
Come  Blade,  my  Breaft  ititbfue : 
And  farewel  Friends,  thus  Thlsb)  endS; 
Adieu,  adieu,  adieu. 

Thef.  MoQphJbine  and  Lion  are  kft  to  bttfy  die  Deafd. 

Dem^  Ay,  and  Wall  too. 

Bou  No^  I  affure  you,  the  Wall  is  down  that  parted 
their  Fathers.  Will  it  pleafe  you  to  fee  the  Epilogue,  or 
to  hear  a  Bergdmads  Dance,  between  two  of  otir  Coicl^ 
pany?  ^   . 
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Thef.  No  Epiloguej  I  pray  you;  for  your  Play  needs  no 
excufe.  Never  excufe ;  for  wbt^  the  Players  are  all  dead, 
there  need  none  to  be  blamed.  Marry*  if  he  that  writ  it 
had  play'd  PjramHs,  and  hung  l^iimfelf  in  Thisbf%  @i|iter«  it 
would  have  been  a  fine  Tragedy :  And  fo  it  is  truly,  and 
very  notably  difcharg'd.  But  come^  your  Burgomask;  let 
your  Epilogue  alone.  \Here  4  Danct  $f  Clawm. 

The  Iron  Tongue  of  Midnight  iiath  told  twelve. 
Lover5,  to  Bed,  'tis  almoft  pdirj  time. 
I  fear  we  fhall  out-fleep  the  coming  Morn, 
As  much  as  wc  this  Night  have  over-watch'd. 
This  palpable  grofs  Play  hath  well  beguil'd 
The  heavy  Gate  of  Night.    Sweet  Friends  to  Bed* 
A  Fortnight  hold  we  this  Solemnity, 
In  nightly  Revel,  and  new  Jollity;  \J£x€mhu 

Enter  Puck. 
Pnck^  Now  the  hungry  Lion  roars. 
And  the  Wolf  btholds  the  Moon : 
Whilft  the  heavy  Ploughman  fnoars. 
All  with  weary  Task  forc-done. 
Now  the  wafted  Brands  do  glow* 
Whilft  the  Scritch*Ow^  fcritching  loud^ 
Puts  the  Wretch  that  lyes  in  Woe 
In  remembrance  of  a  Shroud. 
Now  it  is  the  time  of  Night, 
That  the  Graves,  all  gaping  wide. 
Every  one  lets  forth  his  Spright, 
In  the  Church-wav  Paths  to  glide  ; 
And  we  Fairies^  that  do  run 
By  the  triple  Hecates  team. 
From  the  prefence  of  the  Sun, 
Followinjg;  Darknefs  like  a  Dream* 
Now  are  Frolick;  not  a  Moufe 
Shall  difturb  this  hallowed  Houfe^^ 
I  am  fent  with  Broom  before. 
To  fweep  the  Duft  behind  the  Dooc^ 

Enter  King  dnd  Queen  0/ Fairies,  with  their  Trains 

Ob.  Through  the  Houfe  give  glimmering  Lights, 
!py  the  dead  and  drowfie  Fire, 

Every 
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Every  Elf  and  Fairy  Spright, 

Hop  as  light  as  Bird  from  Brie^^ 

And  this  Ditty  after  q^e^  Sing  and  Pance  it  trippingly, 

Qmeen*  Firft  rehearife  this  Song  by  foat,         .    < 
To  each  Word  a  warbling  Note. 
Hand  in  hand,  with  Fairy  grace> 
Will  we  fing  and  bleis  (hi^  Placet  . .  > 

The  SONG. 

Ntw  until  the  breaks  of  Daj^ 
Through  this  Houfe  each  Fairy  j?r^> 
To  the  hefi  Bride^hed  will  we^ 
Which  hj  Hs  JhaU  Blejfed  be ; 
And  the  IJJue  there  create^ 
Ever  JhaU  be  Fortunate  : 
So  JhaU  all  the  Cot^les  three^ 
Ever  true  in  loving  be  : 
And  the  Blots  in  Natures  Hand 
Shall  not  in  their  IJfneftand; 
Never  Aiole^  Hare-lip^  nor  Scar, 
Nor  mark^Prodigious^  fuch  as  are 
Deffifedm  Nativiijy 
ShaU  upon  their  Children  be. 
Wtth  this  Field  Dew  eonjecrate^ 
Every  Fairy  take  his  Gate^ 
And  each  Jeveral  Chamber  blejs. 
Through  this  Palace  withjweet  Peace^ 
Ever  JhaU  in  Safety  refit 
And  the  Owner  of  it  bUfi. 
Trip  awayy  make  nojtaj  ;  ^, 

Meet  me  aU  by  Break^ofDaj. 

Pucks  If  we.  Shadows,  have  offended. 
Think  but  this^  and  all  is  mended. 
That  you  have  but  Slumbred  here. 
While  thefe  Vifions  did  appear. 
And  this  weak  and  idle  Tkeaoi, 
No  more  yielding  but  a  Dream» 
Gentles,  do  not  reprehend ;  * 
If  you  Pardon,  we  will  mend. 


JIT.       A  MiJfunmer-Nigbt'i Dream. 

And  as  I  am  honeft  PmcI^ 

If  we  have  unearned  Luck, 

Now  to  'fcape  the  Serpent*!  Toague> 

We  will  make  Amdids  e*er  long  t 

£lfe  the  P/ici  a  Liar  call. 

So  good  Night  unto  you  all. 

6ive  me  your  Hands,  if  we  be  FrieDdt, 

And  Hemi  fhall  reftore  Amends.  [Excmiu  tmmts. 
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Enter  Anthonio,  Solarino  and  Salanio. 
ANTHONtO.   ' 

N  fooch  I  know  not  why  I  am  fs  fad* 

It  wearies  me;  you  fay  it  wearies  you; 

But  how  I  caught  ir,  found  it,  or  came  by  it; 

What  StufF  'ti^  made  of.  whereof  it  is  born. 

I  am  to  learn ;  and  fuch  a  want-wit  Sadneft 
makes  of  me. 
That  I  have  much  ado  to  know  my  felf. 

Sal.  Your  Mind  is  coding  on  the  Ocean, 
There  where  your  Argofies  with  portly  Sail, 
Like  Signiors  and  rich  Burgers  on  the  Flood* 
Or  as  it  were  the  Pageants  of  the  Sea, 
Do  over-peer  the  pstty  Traffickers 
That  Curtfie  to  them,  do  them  Reverence, 
As  they  fly  by  them  with  rbeir  woven  WingsT 

SoU.  Believe  me,  Sir,'had  I  fuch  Venture  fbnh,' 
The  better  Part  of  my  AffeSions  would 
Be  with  my  Hopes  abroad.  I  (hould  be  ftill 
Plucking  the  Grafs,  to  know  where  fits  the  Wind, 
Peering  in  Maps  for  I^rts,  and  Peers,  and  R.oads{ 
And  every  ObjeA  that  might  make  me  fear 
Misfortune  to  my  Ventures,  out  of  doubt^ 
Would  make  me  fad. 
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SdL  My  Wind  cooling  my  Broth, 
Would  blow  me  to  an  Ague,  when  I  thought 
What  harm  a  Wind  too  great  might  do  at  Sgt. 
I  fliould  not  fee  the  faody  Hour-glafs  run, 
But  I  (hould  think  of  Shallows  and  of  Flats, 
And  fee  my  wealthy  Andrev^  dock'd  in  Sand, 
Vailing  her  high  Top  lower  than  her  Ribs, 
To  ki6  her  Burial  t  Should  I  go  to  Church 
And  fee  the  holy  Edifice  of  Stone, 
And  not  bethink  me  ftraight  of  dangerous  Rocks  ? 
Which  touching  but  my  gentle  Veffers  Side, 
Would  fcatter  all  her  Spices  on  the  Stream, 
Enrobe  the  roaring  Waters  with  my  Silks ; 
And  in  a  word,  but  even  now  worth  this. 
And  now  worth  nothing.     ShaU  I  have  the  Thought 
To  think  on  thist  and  ihall  I  lack  the  Thought, 
That  fuch  a  Thing  bechanc'd  would  make  me  fad  ? 
But  tell  not  me,  I  know  Anthonio 
Is  fad  to  think  upon  his  Merchandize. 

Anth.  Believe  me,  no,  I  thank  my  Fortune  for  it. 
My  Ventures  are  not  in  one  Bottom  trufted. 
Nor  to  one  Place;  nor  is  my  whole  Eftate 
Upon  the  Fortune  of  this  prefent  Year : 
Therefore  my  Merchandize  makes  me  not  fad. 

Sola.  Why  then  you  are  in  Love. 

Anth.  Fie,  fie. 

Sola.  Not  in  Love  neither  I  then  let  us  fay  you  are  fadj 
Becaufe  you  are  not  merry ;  and  'twere  as  eafie 
For  you  to  laugh  and  leap,  and  fay  you  are  merry, 
Becaufe  you  are  not  fad.  Now  by  two-headed  Janus^ 
Nature  hath  fram'd  ftrange  Fellows  in  her  Time : 
Some  that  will  evermore  peep  through  their  Eyes, 
And  laugh  like  Parrots  at  a  Bag-piper; 
And  other  of  fuch  vinegar  Afped, 
That  they'll  not  (hew  their  Teeth  in  way  of  Smile^ 
Though  Nefior  fwear  the  Jeft  be  laughable. 

Enter  Baffanio,  Lorenzo  and  Gratiano. 

Sal.  Here  comes  Bajfanioj 
Your  moft  noble  Kinfman ; 
Gratiano  and  LortwLO :  Fare  ye  well; 
Wo  leave  you  now  with  better  Company. 
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Sola.  I  would  have  ftaid  *till  I  had  made  you  merry^ 
If  worthier  Friends  had  not  prevented  me. 

Jbtth.  Your  Worth  is  very  dear  in  my  Regard : 
I  take  it  your  own  Bufinefs  calls  on  you> 
And  you  embrace  th'  Occafion  to  depart. 

Sal.  Good  Morrow,  my  good  Lords. 

Baf  Good  Signiors  both,  when  (hall  we  laugh?  &y  when  i 
You  grow  exceeding  ftrange ;  muft  it  be  fo  ? 

SaL  We'll  make  our  Leifurcs  to  attend  on  yours. 

Sola.  My  Lord  Baffanio^  fince  you  have  found  AntbmM^ 
We  two  will  leave  you ;  but  at  Dinner  Time, 
I  pray  you  have  in  mind  where  we  muft  meet. 

Bagl  I  will  not  fail  you.  [Exeunt  Solar,  and  Sala. 

Gra.  You  look  not  well>  Slgmot  j1mhom$i 
You  hav^tbo  much  Refpeft  upon  the  World : 
They  lofe  it  that  do  buy  it  with  much  Care. 
Believe  me,  you  are  marvelloufly  changed. 

jimh.  I  hold  the  World  but  a^  the  World,  GraHmoi 
A  Stage  where  every  M^n  muft  play  his  Part ; 
And  mine  a  fad  one. 

Gra.  Let  me  play  the  Fool 
With  Mirth  and  Laughter;  let  old  Wrinkles  come. 
And  let  my  Liver  rather  heat  with  Wine, 
Than  my  Heart  cool  with  mortifying  Groans? 
Why  (hould  a  Man,  whofe  Blooa  is  warm  within. 
Sit  like  his  Grandiire  cut  in  jilabUfter^. 
Sleep  when  he  wakes,  and  creep  into  the  Jaundies 
By  being  peeviAi  \  I  tell  thee  what,  Anthonio^ 
I  love  thee,  and  it  is  my  Love  that  fpeaks : 
There  are  a  fort  of  Men,  whofe  Vifages 
Do  cream  and  mantle  like  a  ftanding  Pond, 
And  do  a  wilful  Stilnefs  entertain. 
With  purpofe  to  be  dreft  in  an  Opinion 
Of  Wifdora,  Gravity,  profound  Conceit, 
As  who  (hould  fay,  I  am,  Sir,  an  Oracle; 
And  when  I  ope  my  Lips,  let  no  Dog  bark. 
O  my  AmhonU,  I  do  know  of  thefe^ 
That  therefore  only  are  reputed  Wife, 
For  faying  nothing ;  who  I  am  very  fure^ 
If  they  fliould  Q>Mk,  would  abaoft  damn  thA&  le.\n> 
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Which  hearing  them^  would  call  their  Brothers  Fools. 

1*11  tell  thee  more  of  this  another  time : 

But  fiih  not  with  this  melanchoUy  Bait, 

For  this  fool  Gudgeon,  this  Opinion. 

Come  good  Lorenz^^  fare  ye  well  a  while, 

I'll  end  my  Exhortation  after  Dinner. 

Lor.  Well,  we  will  leave  you  then  *till  Dinner«cime« 
I  mufl  be  one  of  thefe  fame  dumb  wife  Men; 
For  Gratiam  never  lets  me  fpeak. 

Grd.  WeU,  keep  me  Company  but  two  Years  more* 
Thou  {halt  not  know  the  Sound  of  thine  own  Tongue^ 

uinth.  Fare  you  well;  I'll  grow  a  Talker  for  this  (Seir* 

Gra.  Thanks  i'faith;  for  Silence  is  only  commeoclable 
In  a  Neats  Tongue  dry 'd,  and  a  Maid  not  vendible.  [Exiu 

Anth.  Is  that  any  thing  now  ? 

Baff.  Gratiano  fpeaks  an  infinite  deal  of  nothing*  more  than 
any  Man  in  all  Fenigei  hisReafons  are  two  Grams  of  Wheat 
hid  in  two  BuAiels  of  Chaff;  youmayfeek  all  Day  e'er  you 
find  them,  and  when  you  have  them,  they  are  not  worth 
the  Search. 

j^th.  Well ;  tell  me  now  what  Lady  is  the  fame 
To  whom  you  fwore  a  fecret  Pilgrimage, 
That  you  to  Day  promis'd  to  tell  me  of? 

Baff.  *'Tis  not  unknown  to  you,  jinthonio^ 
How  much  I  have  difabled  mine  Eftate» 
wBy  fomething  ihewing  a  more  fwelling  Port 
Than  my  faint  Means  would  grant  continuance  to ; 
Kor  do  I  now  make  Moan  to  be  abridged 
From  fuch  a  noble  Kate;  but  my  chief  Care 
Is  to  come  fairly  off  from  the  great  Debts 
Wherein  my  time,  fomething  too  prodigal. 
Hath  left  me  gag'd :  To  you,  Anthonioj 
I  owe  the  moft  in  Mony,  and  in  Love, 
And  from  your  Love  I  have  a  Warranty 
To  unburthen  all  my  Plots  and  Purpofes, 
How  to  get  clear  of  all  the  Debts  I  owe. 

jinth.  I  pray  you,  good  Bajfamo,  let  me  know  its 
And  if  it  ftands  as  you  your  felf  flill  do. 
Within  the  Eye  of  Honour,  be  affur'd 
My  Purfe,  my  Perfon,  my  extrcameft  Means 
Lye  all  unlocked  to  your  Occafions. 

Buff, 
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Bajf.  In  my  School-Days,  when  I  had  loft  one  Shafti 
I  ihot  his  Fellow  of  the  feU-fame  Flight 
The  felf-fame  way,  with  more  advifed  Watch, 
To  find  the  other  forth ;  and  by  adventuring  botb» 
I  oft  found  both.    I  urge  this  Child-hooa  Proof, 
Becaufe  what  follows  is  pure  Innocence* 
I  owe  you  much,  and  like  a  wilful  Youth, 
That  which  I  owe  is  loft;  but  if  you  pleafe 
To  ftioot  another  Arrow  that  felf  way 
Which  you  did  flioot  the  firft,  I  do  not  doubt, 
As  I  will  watch  the  Aim>  or  to  find  both. 
Or  bring  your  latter  Hazard  back  again. 
And  thankfully  reft  Debtor  for  the  firft. 

jUth.  You  know  me  we]I»  and  herein  fpend  but  Time 
To  wind  about  my  Love  with  Circumftance; 
And  out  of  doubt  you  do  to  me  more  Wrong, 
In  making  Queftion  of  my  uttermoft. 
Than  if  you  had  II^de  wafte  of  all  I  have: 
Then  do  but  fay  to  me,  what  ihould  I  do. 
That  in  your  Knowledge  may  by  me  be  done^ 
And  I  am  preft  unto  it:  Therefore  fpeak. 

Bajf.  In  Belm9Ht  is  a  Lady  richly  left. 
And  ihe  is  fair>  and  fairer  than  that  Word, 
Of  wondrous  Virtues;  Sometimes  from  her  Eyes 
I  did  receive  fair  fpeechlefs  Meffages ; 
Her  Name  is  PortUj  nothing  undervalued 
To  Ci/tf's  Daughter,  Brutus  PorMi 
Nor  is  the  wide  World  ignorant  of  her  Worth; 
For  the  four  Winds  blow  in  from  every  Coaft 
Renowned  Suton ;  and  her  funny  Locks 
Hang  on  her  Temples  like  a  golden  Fleece^ 
Which  makes  her  Seat  of  BelmBut  Cholchos  Stronc), 
And  many  Jafins  cpme  in  queft  of  her. 

0  my  ^nthonhy  hacf  I  but  the  Means 
To  hold  a  rival  Pkce  with  one  of  them, 

1  have  a  Mind  prefages  me  fuch  Thrift, 
That  I  ihould  queuionlefs  be  fortunate. 

Mth.  Thou  know'ft  that  all  my  fOirtunes  are  at  Sea,^ 
Neither  have  I  Mony,  nor  Commodity 
To  raife  a  prefent  S«m;  therefore  go  forth, 
Try  what  my  Credit  can  in  finice  do  •» 

Vol.  IL  ti  '^^ 


That  fliall  be  racIcM  even  to  the  uttermoO, 

To  f arnifli  thee  to  Bilmont  to  fair  Portia : 

Go  prefently  enquire,  and  fo  will  I« 

Where  Mony  is»  and  I  no  queftion  make 

To  have  it  of  my  Trufl:>  or  for  my  Sake.  \Eximn* 

S  C  E  N  E  II.    Belmont. 

Three  Caskets  are  fet  out,  one  of  GoUj  another  of  Silv§r^ 

and  another  of  Lead. 
Enter  Portia  and  NeriiTa. 

Tor.  By  my  Troth,  Wm]^  my  little  Body  is  weary  of 
this  great  World. 

Ner.  You  would  be,  fweet  Madam,  if  your  Miferies  were 
in  the  fame  Abundance  as  your  good  Fortunes  are;  and  yet, 
for  ought  I  fee»  they  are  as  fick  that  furfeit  with  too  muchi  k 
as  they  that  ftarve  with  nothing ;  therefore  it  is  no  finall  f 
Happinefs  to  befeated  in  the  Mean;  Superfluity  comes  fboDCf 
by  white  Hairs,  but  Competency  lives  longer. 

For.,  Good  Sentences*  and  well  pronounced. 

Ner.  They  would  be  better,  if  well  foUow'd. 

For,  If  to  do  were  as  eafie  as  to  know  what  were  good  to 
do>  Chappels  had  been  Churches,  and  poor  Mens  Cottages 
Princes  Palaces :  It  is  a  good  Divine  that  follows  his  own 
Inftrudions ;  I  can  eafier  teach  twenty  what  were  good  t^ 
be  done,  than  to  be  one  of  the  twenty  to  follow  nine  own 
teaching.  The  Brain  may  devife  Laws  for  the  Blood,  but  a 
hot  Temper  leaps  o^er  a  cold  Decree  ;  fuch  a  Hare  is  Mad- 
nefs  the  Youth,  to  skip  o'er  the  Melhes  of  good  Counfel 
the  Cripple.  But  this  Reafon  is  not  in  Fafbion  to  chufe  me 
a  Husband :  O  me,  the  Word  chufe !  I  may  neither  chufe 
whom  I  would,  nor  refufe  whom  I  diflike,  fo  is  the  Will 
of  a  living  Daughter  curb*d  \^y  the  Will  of  a  dead  Father: 
Is  it  not  hard,  Nerifa^  that  I  cannot  chufe  one,  nor  refufe 
none  ?  • 

Ner.  Your  Father  was  ever  Virtuous,  and  holy  Men  at 
their  Death  have  good  Infpirations ;  therefore  the  Lottery 
that  he  hath  devifed  in  ihefe  three  Chefts  of  Gold,  Silver, 
and  Lead,  whereof,  wl^o  cbufes  his  Meaning,  cbufes  you, 
will  no  doubt  never  be  chofen  by  any  rightly,  but  one  who 
you  ftiall  rightly  love.  But  what  Warmth  is  there  in  your 
Affedion  towards  any  of  thefe  Princely  Suters  that  are  ri- 
ready  come  ?  Vor. 
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p0r.  I  pray  thee  over-name  theln,  and  as  thou  nam'fl 
then),  I  will  dercribe  them,  and  according  to  my  Dcfcripci* 
On,  level  at  my  Affeftion. 

J^er.  Firft  there  is  the  Neapolifan  Prince. 

Per*.  Ay,  that's  a  Colt  indeed,  for  he  doth  nothing  but 
talk  of  his  Horfe,  and  he  make^Jt  a  great  Appropriation 
to  his  own  good  Parts  that  he  can  ISioohfin  hiffifelf :  I  am 
fiiuch  afraid  my  Lady  his  Mother  plaid  falft  with  a 
Smith. 

Nir.  Then  is  there  the  County  PaUntine. 

Por.  He  doth  nothing  but  frown,  a$  who  (hould  fay,  and 
you  will  not  have  me,  chufe :  He  hears  iberry  Tales  and 
fmiles  not,  t  fear  he  will  prove  the  weeping  Phtiofopher 
wheA  he  grows  old,  being  fo  full  of  unmannerly  Sadnefi  in 
his  Youth.  I  had  rather  to  be  married  to  a  Death's  Head 
with  a  Bone  in  his  Mouth,  than  to  either  of  thefe.  God 
defend  me  from  thefe  two. 

Ner.  How  fay  you  by  the  Frinch  Lord,  Monfieur  Li 

BOHH  ? 

P^r.  God  made  him,  and  therefore  let  him  pafs  fora  Man ; 
in  truth  I  know  it  is  Sin  to  be  a  Mocker;  but  he/  ^hy 
he  hath  a  Horfe  better  than  the  NcapolUan\  abetter  bad  Ha- 
bit of  Frowning  than  the  Count  PaUntine,  he  is  every  Man 
in  no  Man,  if  1  Taffel  fine,  he  falls  (Iraight  a  Capring ;  he 
will  fence  with  his  own  Shadow  ;  if  I  (hould  marry  him,  I 
ihould  marry  twenty  Husbands;  if  he  would  defpife  me,  I 
would  forgive  him,  fdr  if  he  love  me  to  MadnefSi  I  (hould 
never  reouite  him* 

Net.  w  h4t  fay  you  then  to  FaMcidhiJ^e^  the  young  Ba« 
TOR  of  EngUttdX 

Por.  You  know  I  fay  nothing  to  him,  for  he  underftandf 
not  me,  nor  I  him;  he  hath  neithef  Latin,  French,  nor  fts-^ 
lion,  and  you  will  come  into  the  Court  and  fwear  that  I  have 
a  poor  Penny-worth  in  £»f///&  ;  he  is  a  proper  Man's  Pifture, 
but  alas  who  can  converfe  with  a  dumb  Show?  How  odiy 
he  is  fuited  {  I  think  he  bought  his  Doublet  in  Italy^  his 
round  Hofe  in  France^  bis  Boniiet  in  Germanj^  and  his  Be« 
haviour  every  where. 

Ner.  What  think  you  of  the  orh:r  Lord  hi^  Keigh^ 
hour? 

F  1  ^w 
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Par.  That  he  hath  a  neighbourly  Charity  in  him,  fiv 
he  borrow'd  a  Box  of  the  Ear  of  the  Ewg&Jb^mmM^  and 
fwore  he  would  pay  him  again  when  he  was  able*  I  think 
the  French-mnn  became  his  Surety,  and  fealed  under  for  f 
nother. 

Ncr  How  like  you  the  young  GirmdHg  the  Dtake  of 
Sax§99y*s  Nephew  ? 

Par.  Very  vildly  in  the  Morning  when  he  is  ibbcfj  and 
moft  vildJy  in  the  Afternoon  when  he  is  drunk;  when  he  is 
beft»  he  is  a  little  worfe  than  a  Man,  and  when  he  is  worfb 
he  is  little  better  than  a  Beaft;  and  the  worft  Fall  that  ever 
feliy  I  hope  I  ihall  make  (hift  to  go  without  him. 

Ner.  li  he  (hould  offer  to  chufe,  and  chufe  the  right 
Casket,  you  fhould  refufe  to  perform  your  Father's  WilL  if 
you  ihould  refufe  to  accept  him. 

Par.  Therefore  for  fear  of  the  worft,  I  pray  thee  fit  a 
deep  Glafs  of  Rheni(h  Wine  on  the  contrary  Casket,  for  if 
the  Devil  be  within*  and  the  Temptation  without,  I  know 
he  will  chufe  it.  I  will  do  any  thiog>  Ncrijh  e'er  I  will  be 
marry'd  to  a  Spunge* 

Ner.  You  need  not  fear  Lady  the  having  any  of  theie 
Lords,  they  have  acquainted  me  with  their  Determinati* 
on,  which  is  indeed  to  return  to  their  Home,  and  to  trouble 
you  with  no  more  Suits,  unlefs  you  may  be  woo  by  (bine 
other  fort  than  your  Father's  Impofition,  depending  on  the 
Caskets. 

Par.  If  I  live  to  be  as  old  as  Sitilla,  I  will  die  as  chafie 
as  Diana  ^  unlefs  I  be  obtained  by  the  manner  of  my  Fa- 
ther's Will :  I  am  gUd  this  Parcel  of  Wooers  are  fe.rea- 
fonable,  for  there  is  not  one  among  them  but  I  doat  on  his 
very  Abfence,  and  wifli  them  a  fair  Departure. 

Ner.  Do  you  not  remember*  Lady,  in  your  Fathet"^ 
time,  a  Venetian^  a  Scholar  and  a  Soldier  that  came  hither 
in  Company  of  the  Marquifs  of  Mountferratl 

Par.  Yes*  yes»  it  was  Bajfania,  as  I  think,  fo  was  he 
call'd. 

Ner.  True  Madam,  he  of  all  the  Men  that  ever  my 
foolifh  Eyes  look'd  upon,  was  the  beft  deferving  a  fair 

Par.  I  remember  him  well,  and  I  ttmmbct  liin  W(Mthy 
of  thy  Praife. 

Evigr 
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Enter  a  Sgrvanu 

Ser.  The  four  Strangers  f^ek  you.  Madam*  to  take  their 
Leave ;  and  there  is  a  Fore-runner  colne  from  a  fifth, 
The  Prince  of  Mor9cc9j  who  brings  word  the  Prince  his 
Mafter  will  be  here  to  Night, 

Vw.  If  I  could  bid  the  Fifth  welcome  with  fo  good  Heart 
as  I  can  bid  the  other  four  farewel,  I  ihould  be  glad  of 
\A%  Approach;  if  he  have  the  Condition  of  a  Saint,  and 
the  Complexion  of  a  DeviL  I  had  rather  he  (hould  (hriye 
me  than  wive  me.  Come  Nrriffi^^  Sirrah  go  before;  whiles 
we  (hut  the  Gate  ^pon  one  Wooer,  another  knocks  at  the 
Door.  \ExtHnt. 

SCENE  ilL    Vimice. 

Enter  Baflfanio^/i^Shylock. 

$}»)•  Three  tboa(and  Ducats,  well. 

Bdjf.  Ay  Sir,  for  thi«e  Months. 

Shy.  For  three  Months^  well. 

Bajf.  For;  the  which,  as  I  told  you* 
Anthonio  (hall  be  bound. 

Shy.  Amlmuo  (hall  become  bound,  well* 

Bajf.  May  you  (lead  me  f  Will  you  pleafure  met 
Shall  I  know  your  Anfwer? 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  Ducats  for  three  Months, 
And  Anthonio  bound. 

BaJf,  Your  Anfwer  to  that. 

Shym  Anthonio  is  a  good  Man. 

BaJf.  Have  you  heard  any  Imputation   to  the  contra- 
ry? 

Shj.  No,  no,  no,  no ;  my  Meaning  in  &yin^  he  is  a 
gbod  Mao,  is  to  have  you  undeHRand  me,  that  he  is  fuffi- 
cient;  yet  his  Means  are  in  fuppofition  :  He  hath  an  Argo- 
fie  bound  to  Tripelis,  another  to  the  Indiesi  I  underftand 
moreover  upon  the  Rjaltey  he  hach  -a  third  at  Mexico^  a 
fourth  for  Engtandy  V[iA  other  Ventures  he  hath  fquan- 
dred  Abroad.  But  Ships  are  but  Boards,  Sailers  but  Men;; 
there  be  Land  Rats,  and.  Water  Rats,  Water  Thieves  and 
Land  Thieves,  I  mean  Py rates;  and  then  there  is  the  Peril 
of  Waters,  Winds,  and  Rocks ;  the  Man  is  notwvdv^^iae!iAS^^ 
fiifficient ;  dirce  thoufand  Ducats,  1  tVi\nV\  tcv^-^  x^^>c^^^ 
Soad.         ^  F  ^  ^  ^A 
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Baff.  Be  affur'd  you  may, 

Jew.  I  will  be  afTur'd  I  may ;  and  that  I  may  be  aiTur'd. 
I  will  bethink  me;  may  I  fpeak  with  Jbih$m§\ 

Bajf.  If  it  pleafe  you  to  dine  with  us. 

JcTi/m  Yes,  to  fmellPork,  to  eat  of  the  Habitation  whick 
your  Prophet  the  N^zuirite  conjur'd  the  Devil  into;  I  will 
buy  with  youj  fell  v^iih  you,  talk  with  you^  walkvithyoUi 
ana  fo  following;  but  I  will  not  eat  with  yoUf  drinli  with 
youy  nor  pray  with  you* 
>Vhat  News  on  the  Hjalto ;  who  comes  here  / 

EMfcr  Anthonio.* 

^affl  This  is  Signior  jinthonu. 

Jew.  [yifide.']  How  like  a  fi^wning  Prntlicam  he  looks  / 
I  hate  himt  ^^^  ne  is  a  Chriftian : 
But  more,  for  that  in  low  Simplicity 
He  lends  out  Mpny  Gratis^  and  brings  down 
The  Rate  of  Ufance  here  with  us  in  Fimce ; 
If  I  can  catch  him  once  upon  the  Hip, 
I  will  feed  fat  the  antient  Grudge  I  bear  him,  r 

He  hates  our  facred  Nation,  and  he  rails 
Even  there  where  Merchants  moft  do  congregate. 
On  me,  my  Bargains*  and  my  welUworn  Thrift, 
Which  he  calls  Intereft.    Curfed  be  my  Tribe 
If  I  forgive  him. 

Baf.  ShyUckj  do  you  hear? 

Shj.  1  am  debating  of  my  prefent  Stores 
And  by  the  near  Guefs  of  my  Memory, 
I  cannot  inftantly  raife  up  the  Grofs 
Of  full  three  thoufand  Ducats:  What  of  that? 
Tutall,  a  wealthy  Hcbrtw  of  my  Tribe, 
Willfurni(h  me;  but  foft,  how  many  Months 
Do  you  de(ire  ?  Reft  ypu  fair,  good  Signior,      \T9  Aotlu 
Your  Worfliip  was  the  laft  Man  in  our  Mouths. 

^tb.  Shj.lQcl^  albeit  I  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
By  taking,'  nor  by  giving  of  Excefs, 
Yet  to  fupply  the  ripe  Wants  of  my  Friend| 
1*11  break  a  Cuftom.  Is  he  yet  polfeft 
How  much  he  would? 

Shj.  Ay,  ay,  three  thoufand  Ducats 

^^tb.  4nd  for  three  A4(onths« 
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Shj.  I  had  forgor>  three  Months  you  told  me  To : 
Well  then,  your  Bond :  But  let  me  fee,  but  hear  you, 
Methoughts  you  faidi  you  neither  lend  nor  borrow 
Upon  Advantage. 

^^h.  I  did  never  ufe  it. 

Shy.  When  Jacoh  grazM  his  Uncle  Lahmh  Sheep* 
This  Jacclf  from  our  holy  AbrahMm  was, 
As  his  wife  Mother  wrought  in  his  behalf* 
The  third  Poflcffcr,'  ay,  he  was  the  third. 

Anth.  And  what  of  him,  did  he  take  Intereft?  - 

Shj.  No,  not  take  Intereft,  not  as  you  would  fay 
Diredly  Intereft  j  mark  what  Jacob  did. 
When  Laban  and  himfelf  were  compromized 
That  all  theEwelings  which  wereftreak'd  and  pied 
Should  fall  as  Jacob's  Hire ;  the  Ewes  being  rank. 
In  end  of  Autumn  turned  to  the  Rams; 
And  when  the  Work  of  Generation  was 
Between  thefe  woollv  Breeders,  in  the  K6t 
The  skilful  Shephercl  pil*d  me  certain  Wands* 
And  in  the  doing  of  the  Deed  of  Kind, 
He  ftuck  them  up  before  the  fulfome  Ewes, 
Who  then  conceiving,  did  in  Yieaning  time  ' 
Fall  party*colour'd  Lambs,  and  thofe  were  Ja(ob\. 
This  was  a  way  to  thrive,  and  he  was  bleft; 
And  Thrift  is  Bkfting,  if  Men  fteal  it  not. 

jinth.  This  was  a  Venture,  Sir,  that  Jacob  ferv*d  for^    • 
A  thing  not  in  his  Power  to  bring  to  paf^. 
But  fway'd  and  falhion'd  by  the  Hand  of  Heaven  : 
Was  thi$  inferred  to  make  Intereft  good  { 
Or  is  your  Gold  and  Silver  Ewes  and  Rams  { 

Shy.  I  cannot  tell;  I  make  it  breed  as  fait; 
But  note  me*  Signior. 

jimk*  Mark  you  this,  Bajfanio, 
The  Devil  can  cite  Scripture  for  his  purpofe* 
An  evil  Soul  producing  holy  Witnefs, 
Is  like  a  Villain  with  a  fmiling  Cheek, 
A  goodly  Apple  rotten  at  the  Heart. 
O  what  a  godly  Outfide  Falfhood  hath  / 

Shy.  Three  thoufand  Ducats*  'tis  a  good  round  Sunu 
Three  Months  from  twelve,  then  let  mc  fee  xV«  '^vct* 

jimtL  WcJ>,  Shylock^  (hall  we  bt  b<\iQ\d\x\%  x»  ^ox\\ 
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5!hr«  Signior  jiftthcm§p  many  a  Time  and  ofti 
In  ue  Rjalfp  you  have  rated  me. 
About  my  Monies  apd  my  Ufances : 
Still  have  I  born  it  with  a  patient  Shrugs 
For  Sufferance  is  the  Badge  of  all  our  Tribe; 
You  call  me  Misbeliever,  Cut-throat  Dog, 
And  fpit  upon  my  Jtwijh  Gaberdine> 
And  all  for  ufe  of  that  which  is  mine  own« 
Well  then,  it  now  appears  you  need  my  Help : 
®o  to  then,  you  come  to  me^  and  you  fayt 
Shjlocl^  we  would  have  Monies ;  you  fay  fo. 
You  that  did  void  your  Rheume  upon  my  Beard, 
And  foot  me  as  you  fpurn  a  ftranger  Cur 
Over  your  Threihold :  Monies  is  your  Suit. 
What  (hould  I  fay  to  you  \  Should  I  not  fay. 
Hath  a  Dog  Mony  \  is  it  poffible 
A  Cur  ihould  lend  three  thoufand  Ducats  ?  or 
Shall  I  bend  low,  and  in  a  Bondnutn's  Key 
With  bated  Breath,  and  whifpring  Humblenefi^ 
Say  this:  Fair  Sir,  you  fpet  on  me  on  Wedfufddj  laft; 
You  fpurn'd  me  fuch  a  Day ;  another  time 
You  call'd  me  D(^ ;  and  for  thefe  Curtefies 
I'll  lend  you  thus  much  Monies. 

jibnb.  I  am  as  like  to  call  thee  fo  again. 
To  fpit  on  thee  again>  to  fpurri  thee  too. 
If  thou  wilt  lend  this  Mony,  lend  it  not 
As  to  thy  Friend»  for  when  did  Friendfliip  take 
A  Breed  of  barren  Metal  of  his  Friend  ? 
But  lend  it  rather  to  thine  Enemv, 
Who  if  he  breaks  thou  may*ft  with  better  Face 
Exad  the  Penalties. 

Shy.  Why  look  you  how  you  Aorm* 
I  would  be  Friends  with  you^  and  have  your  Love^ 
Forget  the  Shames  that  you  have  ftain'd  me  with. 
Supply  your  prefent  Wants,  and  take  no  Doit 
Or  Ufage  for  my  Monies^  and  you'll  not  hear  «c: 
This  is  kind  I  offer. 

Bdf.  This  were  Kindnefs. 

Shjf..  This  Kindnefi  will  I  (how; 
Ge  with  me  to  a  Notary,  feal  me  there 
Your  fiogle  Bend,  and  in  a  merry  Sport 
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I(  you  repay  me  not  on  fuch  a  Day> 

In  fuch  a  Place,  fuch  Sum  or  Sums  as  are 

Exprefs'd  in  the  Condition*  let  the  Forfeit 

Be  nominated  for  an  equal  Pound 

Of  your  fair  Fleih,  to  be  cut  off  and  taken 

In  what  part  of  your  Body  it  pleafeth  me. 

jixtL  Content*  in  Faith,  PU  feal  to  fuch  a  Bond* 
And  fay  there  is  much  Kindnefs  in  the  Jew. 

Baf.  You  (hall  not  feal  to  fuch  a  Bond  for  me» 
I'll  rather  dwell  in  my  Neceifity. 

jlnth.  Why  fear  not  Man,  I  will  not  forfeit  it ; 
Within  thefe  two  Months*  that's  a  Month  before 
This  Bond  expires,  I  do  expeft  return 
Of  thrice  three  times  the  value  of  this  Bond* 

Shj.  O  Vzihtt  Ahaluim^  what  thefe  Chriftiam  are  I 
Whofe  own  hard  Dealing  teaches  them  fufpeft 
The  Thoughts  o£  othen ;  Pray  you  tell  me  this. 
If  he  (hould  break  his  Day*  what  (hould  I  gain 
By  the  exaAion  of  the  Bcirfeiture  ? 
A  Pound  of  Man's  Flelh  taken  from  a  Man* 
Is  not  fo  eftimable*  profitable  neither* 
As  Fleih  of  Muttons,  Beefs,  or  Goats.    I  fay. 
To  buy  his  Favour,  I  extend  this  FrieodAiip; 
If  he  will  take  it,  fo ;  if  not,  adieu; 
And  for  my  Love  I  pray  you  wrong  me  not. 

jintk  Yes*  Shjloek^  I  will  feal  unto  this  Bond^ 

Sky.  Then  meet  me  forthwith  at  the  Notary's, 
Give  him  diredion  for  this  merry  Bond* 
And  I  will  go  and  purfe  the  Ducats  flraight : 
.  Set  to  my  Houfe,  left  in  the  fearful  Guard 
Of  an  unthrifty  Knave,  and  prefently 
I'll  be  with  you.  [Exie2 

jlnth.  Hie  thee,  gentle  Jew.     This  Hehew  will  turn 
Chriflian,  he  grows  kind. 

Bajf.  I  like  not  £iir  Terms,  and  a  Villain's  Mind. 

Anth.  Come  QO,  in  this  there  can  be  no  difmay*^ 
My  Ships  come  home  a  Month  before  the  Day.      [Exmnt. 
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A  C  T   II,     S  C  E  N  E  I. 
SCENE  Belmont. 

Enter  Morochius  4  Tawnj'M§or  all  in  White,  and  three  m 
feur  Fellewers  accordingly^  with  Porcia|  NerifTa,  atul  ha 
Train.     JF/#.  Cornets. 

Mer.  ly^Iflike  me  not  for  my  C)mpledion, 

xVx  The  ihadowed  Livery  of  the  burni/h*d  Sun« 
To  whom  I  am  a  Neighbour,  and  near  bred. 
Bring  me  the  faireft  Creature  Northward  born. 
Where  fhmbus  Fire  fcarce  thaws  the  Ifides, 
And  let  us  make  Incifion  for  your  Love, 
To  prove  whofe  Blood  is  reddeft»  his  or  mine. 
I  tell  thee,  Ladya  this  Afpeft  of  mine  \ 

Hath  fear'd  the  Valiant,  by  my  Love  I  fwear. 
The  beft  regarded  Virgins  of  our  Clinie 
Have  lov*d  it  too :  I  would  not  change  this  Hue, 
Bxcept  to  fteal  your  Thoughts,  my  gentle  Queen^ 

?#r.  In  terms  of  Choice  I  am  not  folely  led 
By  nice  Diredion  of  a  Maiden's  Eyes : 
Befides,  the  Lottery  of  my  Deftiny 
Bars  me  the  right  of  voluntary  chuling : 
But  if  my  Father  hid  not  fcanted  me, 
And  hedg'd  me  by  his  Wit  to  yield  my  felf 
His  Wife,  who  wins  me  by  that  means  I  told  yoUji 
Your  felf.  Renowned  Prince,  then  ftood  as  fair 
As  any  Comer  I  have  look'd  on  yet 
For  my  AflFeftion. 

Mor.  Even  for  that  I  thank  you. 
Therefore  I  pray  you  lead  me  to  the  Caskets 
To  try  my  Fortune  :  By  this  Scimitar, 
That  flew  the  Sophy,  and  a  Perfian  Prince^ 
Th^t  won  three  Fields  of  Sultan  Selyman^ 
I  would  o'er*ftare  the  fterneft  Eyes  that  look» 
Out-brave  the  Heart  moft  daring  on  the  Earth, 
Pluck  the  young  fucking  Cubs  i^om  the  She-Bear, 
T<a,  mock  the  Lion  wnen  he  roars  for  Prey, 
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To  win  the  Lady,     But  alas,  the  while. 

If  Heretics  and  Lychss  play  at  Dice, 

Which  is  the  better  Man  ?  the  greater  Throw 

May  turn  by  Fortune  from  the  weaker  Hand  :    . 

So  is  jikides  beaten  by  his  Rage, 

And  fo  may  I,  bhnd  Fortune  leading  me»  '- 

Mifs  that  which  one  unworthier  may  attain. 

And  dye  with  grieving. 

Per.  You  muft  take  your  Chance, 
And  either  not  attempt  to  chufe  at  all* 
Or  fwear  before  you  chufe*  if  you  chufc  wrongs 
Never  to  (peak  to  Lady  afterward 
In  way  of  Marriage ;  therefore  be  advised. 

M^r,  Nor  will  not;  come  bring  me  unto  my  Chancer 

Por.  Firft  forward  to  the  Temple,  after  Dinner 
Your  Hazard  (hall  be  made. 

Mor.  Good  Fortune  then,  [CtrMeti. 

To  make  me  bleft  or  curfed'ft  among  Men.  lEximtt. 

SCENE   II.      Fenice, 

Enter  Launcelot  sUfte. 
Ldun.  Certainly,  my  Confcience  will  ferve  me  to  run 
from  this  Jew  my  Mafter :  The  Fiend  is  at  my  Elbow,  and 
attempts  me,  faying  to  me,  Jeb^  LdttnceUt  Jeb^  good  tjam^ 
ceUty  or  good  jeb^  or  good  Launcelot  Job,  ufe  your  Legs, 
take  the  flart,  run  away :  My  Confcience  fays  no  ;  take 
heed,  honeft  lAUtm^efct ,  take  heed>  honeft  Jeby  or  as  afore* 
faid,  honeft  Ldumelot  Job^  do  not  run,  fcorn  running  with 
thy  Heels :  Well,  the  moft  couragious  Fiend  bids  me  pack^ 
Via  fays  the  Fiend,  away  fays  the  Fiend,  for  the  Heav'ns  roMC^ 
up  a  brave  Mind,  fays  the  Fiends  and  run.  Well,  my  Con- 
fcience hanging  about  the  Neck  of  my  Heart,  fays  very 
wifely  to  me.  My  honeft  Fiiend  Lapncelot^  being  an  ho^ 
neft  Man^s  Son,  or  rather  an  honeft  Wpman's  Son  for  in- 
deed my  Father  did  fomething  (mack,  (bmething  grow  too; 

he  had  a  kind  of  tafte Well,  my  Confcience  fays,  Latm^ 

ceUt  budge  not;  budge,  fays  the  Fiend;   budge  not,  favs 
VJ  Conftienfe;    Confcience,  fay  I,  you   coxxtifcV  ^«i% 
j^iend,  fay  I,  you  counff]  well  \  tQ  be  njl' A  ^1  m*^  CwScy 
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ence  I  (hould  flay  with  the  Jew  my  Mafter,  wlio^  <iod 
blefs  the  Mark,  is  a  kind  of  Devil ;  and  to  run  away  from 
the  Jtu}  I  (hould  be  ruled  by  the  Fiend,  who^  faving  joar 
Reverence,  is  the  Devil  himfelf.  Certainly  the  Jew  is  tk 
very  Devil  Incarnation^  and  in  my  Confcience,  my  Confci- 
cnce  is  a  kind  of  hard  Confcience*  to  offer  to  couofel  me  to 
ftay  with  the  Jew ;  the  Fiend  gives  the  more  friendly  coun- 
fel ;  I  will  run.  Fiend,  my  Heels  are  at  your  Command- 
ment»  I  will  run. 

Enter  Old  Gobbo  with  n  Bdskgt. 

Gob.  'Mi^tx  Young-man,  you*  I  pray  you^  which  if  the 
way  to  Mafter  Jev/s  \ 

Latin.  O  Heav*ns»  this  is  my  true  begotten  Father*  who 
beiog  mor^  than  fartd-blind,  high  gravel-blind*  knows  ne 
hot ;  I  will  try  Confuiions  with  him. 

Gob.  Mafter  young  Gentleman,  I  pray  you  which  is  the 
way  to  Mafter  ^«i;'s ?  .  :, 

Laun.  Turn  upon  your  Right-hand  at  the  next  turaflig^ 
but  at  the  next  turning  of  all  on  your  Left ;  marry  at  the 
very  next  turning  turn  of  no  hand*  but  turn  down  indireA- 
ly  to  the  y^^^s  Houfe. 

Gob.  By  God's  fonties,  *twill  be  a  hard  way  to  hit ;  cao 
you  tell  me  whether  one  Lattncelot  that  dwells  with  hjmi 
dwell  with  him  or  no  ? 

Lofht.  T^\L  you  of  young  Mafter  Launcelot  ?  Mark  flie 
DOW,  now  will  I  raife  the  Waters ;  talk  you  of  young  Mafier 
JLdunceUt  ? 

Gob.  No  Mafter,  Sir^  but  a  poor  Man's  Son,  his  Father, 
tho*  I  fay't,  is  an  honeft  exceeding  poor  Man,  and  God  be 
thanked  well  to  live. 

Laun.  Welh  let  his  Father  be  what  a  will,  we  talk  ^ 
jovmB  lATL^tr  Lduncelot. 

Gob.  YourWorftiip's  Friend  and  Lamtcelot. 

Lamn.  But  I  pray  you  Ergo^  old  Man,  Ergo  I  befeech  yoOf 
tak  you  of  young  Mafter  iMuncelot  f 

Cob.  Of  LdtenceUty  an*t  pleafe  your  Mafterlhip. 

Ldmt.  Ergo  Mafter  Lamtcelot^  talk  not  of  Mafter  Lsm^ 
ceht  Father,  for  the  young  Gentleman  according  to  Fates  and 
Deftinies,  and  fuch  odd  Sayings,  the  Sifters  threey  and  (odi 
Branches  of  Learning,  is  indera  deceafed,  or  as  you  WOttld 
&y  in  riiin  terms,  gone  to  Heaven. 

Gab. 
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Gob.  Marry  God  forbid^  the  Boy  was  the  very  Statfof 
roy  Age,  my  very  Prop. 

Lauft.  Do  I  I^ok  like  a  Cudgel  or  a  Hovel-poft,  a  Staff  or 
a  Prop?  Do  you  know  me.  Father? 

Gob.  Alack  the  day*  I  know  you  not»  young  Gentleman ; 
but  I  pray  you  tell  me,  is  my  Boy,  God  reft  his  $oul,  alive 
or  dead  ? 

Laun.  Do  you  not  know  me.  Father  ? 

Gok  Aladc  Sir,  I  am  fand-blind,  I  know  you  nou 

Laun.  Nay,  indeed,  if  you  had  your  Eyes  you  ini|(hc 
fail  of  the  knowing  me:  It  is  a  wife  Father  that  knows  his 
own  ChikL  *  Well,  old  Man,  I  will  tell  you  News  of  your 
Son,  give  me  your  Blefling,  Truth  will  come  to  Ught, 
Murder  cannot  be  hid  long,  a  Man's  Son  may»  but  in  the  end 
Truth  will  not* 

Gob.  Pray  you  Sir  ftand  upj  I  am  fure  you  are  not  LMtU'^ 
celot  my  Boy* 

Laun.  Pray  you  let's  have  no  more  fooling  about  it,  but 
give  me  your  Bleifing ;  I  am  LannceUh  your  Boy  that  was, 
«your  Son  that  is,  your  Child  that  (hall  be. 

Gob.  I  cannot  think  you  are  my  Son, 

Lam.  I  know  not  what  I  (haU  think  of  tlutt :  But  I  am 
LamnceUt  the  Jew^  Man,  and  I  am  fure  Margery  your  Wife 
is  my  Mother. 

Gob.  Her  Name  is  Margery  Indeed,  TU  be  fworn  if  thou 
be  Launceloty  thou  art  mine  own  Fle(h  and  Blood :  Loixi 
worihip'd  might  he  be!  what  a  Beard  haft  thou  pot;  thou 
haft  got  more  hair  on  thy  Chin,  than  Dobbin  my  Phil-horfe 
bas  on  his  Tail. 

Lann.  It  fhould  feem  then  that  Dobbin's  Tail  grows  back^  . 
ward.     I  am  fure  he  had  more  Hair  on  his  Tail  than  I  liave 
on  my  Face  when  I  laft  faw  him. 

Gob.  Lord  how  art  thou  changed !  how  doft  thou  aod 
thy  Mafter  agree?  I  have  brought  him  a  Preient ;  \how  gree 
you  now  ? 

Laun.  Well,  well,  but  for  mine  own  parr,  as  I  have  fet 
up  my  reft  to  run  away>  fo  I  will  pot  reft  'till  I  have  run 
fome  ground  :  My  Mafter's  a  yttyjeuf  i  Give  him  a  Prcfent ! 
give  him  a  Halter:  I  am  famifh  din  his  Service.  You  may 
tell  every  Finger  I  have  with  my  Ribs,  Father^  I  am  ^aA 
jou  are  come^  give  me  your  Prefent  to  ont  'Ml%&l^  '&«S«mA» 


54^         5^^  Merchant  of  Venice. 

who  indeed  gives  rare  new  Liveries ;  If  I  ferve  him  not;  t 
will  run  as  far  as  God  has  any  Ground.  O  nre  Fortune ! 
here  comes  the  Man ;  to  him  Father,  for  I  am  a  J^ew  ii  I 
ferve  the  Jtw  any  longer. 

Enter  Baflfanio  with  a  Fpllawtr  §r  two. 

BmJP  You  may  do  fo,  but  let  it  be  fo  hafted»  that  Supper 
be  ready  at  the  fartheft  by  five  of  the  Clock :  See  thcfe  Le^ 
ters  delivered,  put  the  Liveries  to  making,  and  defire  Gra- 
tidn^  to  come  anon  to  my  Lodging. 

Lmtn.  Tohim,  Father. 

G§k.  God  blefs  your  Worlfhip. 

Bdff.  Gramercy,  would'ft  thou  ought  with  me  { 

G^b.  Here's  my  Son,  Sir,  a  poor  Boy. 

Ldttm.  Not  a  poor  Boy,  Sir,  but  the  Rich  Jni^t  Man  due 
would.  Sir,  as  my  Father  fliall  fpecifie. 

Goi^  He  hath  a  great  Infedion,  Sir,  as  one  would  (ay,  to 
ferve. 

Ldmn.  Indeed  the  (hort  and  the  long  is,  I  ferve  the  Jtw^ 
and  have  a  defire  as  my  Father  fhall  fpecifie. 

Gob.  His  Mafterand  he,  favingyour  WorlhipVReverenc^ 
are  fcarce  Catercoufins. 

L^mn.  To  be  brief,  the  very  truth  is^  that  the  ytw  ha- 
ving done  me  wrong,  doth  caufe  me,  as  my  Father,  being  I 
hope  an  old  Man,  (hall  frutifie  unto  you. 

Gob.  I  have  here  a  Difh  of  Doves  that  I  would  bcfiow 
upon  your  Wor(hip,  and  my  Suit  is— — 

Ldttn.  In  very  brief,  the  Suit  is  impertinent  td  my  felf, 
as  your  Worfiiip  (hall  know  by  this  honeft  old  Man  ;  and, 
though  I  fay  ir,  though  old  Man,  yet  poor  Man  my  Fa* 
ther. 

Baff.  One  fpeak  for  both^  what  woQid  you  \ 

haun.  Serve  you,  Sir. 

Gob.  This  is  the  very  defeft  of  the  matter.  Sir. 

2m/I  I  know  thee  well)  thou  haft  obtain'd  thy  Suit ; 
Shjlock$  thy  Mafter,  fpoke  with  me  this  day. 
And  hath  preferred  thee,  if  it  be  Preferment, 
To  leave  a  rich  Jew^s  Service,  to  become 
The  Follower  or  (b  poor  a  Gentleman. 

LdMff.  The  old  Proverb  is  very  well  parted  between  my 
Mafter  Shylock^  and  you.  Sir,  you  have  the  Grace  of  Goa^ 
Sij^  and  he  hath  enough. 
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Bajf.  Thou  fpeakd  it  well;  go  Father  with  thy  Soili 
Take  leave  of  thy  old  Mafter^  and  enquire 
My  Lodging  out;  give  him  aLivery> 
More  garded  than  his  Fellows :  See  it  done* 

LaH».  Father  in^  I  cannot  get  a  Servicei  no;  1  havene'crt 
Tonguein  iny  Head;  well,  it  any  Man  in Itah  havea/airer 
Table  which  doth  offer  to  fwear  upon  a  Book,  I  ihall  have 
good  Fortune ;  go  too,  here's  a  fioiple  Line  of  Life,  here's  t 
fmall  trifle  of  Wives,  alas,  fifteen  Wives  is  nothing,  elefven 
Widows  and  nine  Maids  is  a  fimple  coming  in  for  one  Man» 
and  then  to  *fcs^^  Drowning  thrice,  and  to  be  in  peril  of 
my  Life  with  the  edge  of  a  Feather  Bed,  here  are  limply 
•fcapes :  Well,  if  Fortune  be  a  Woman,  ihe's  a  good  Wench 
for  this  gcre.  Father  come,  1*11  take  my  leave  of  the  JeTP 
in  the  twinkling.  \JExh  Laun,  dnd  Gob* 

Bajf.  I  pray  thee,  good  Lipnardo^  think  on  this, 
Thefe  thingi$  being  bought  and  orderly  beftowed. 
Return  in  qaft^y  for  I  do  feaft  to  night  , 
My  befleReem'd  Acquaintance,  hie  thee,  gone.  j 

Leon.  My  befl  Endeavours  ihall  be  done  herein. 

'  Enter  Gratiano. 

Gr4.  Whcre*s  your  Mafler  ? 

Leon.  Yonder,  Sir,  he  walks. 

Gra.  Signior  Bd/fanh^ 

Bajf.  Gratiano. 

Gra.  I  have  a  Suit  to  you. 

Bajf.'  You  have  obtained  it* 

Gra.  You  muft  not  deny  me,  t  muft  go  with  yoa  te 
Belmont* 

Bajf  Why  then  you  mufl :  But  hear  thee,  GraUan§^ 
Thou  art  too  wild,  too  rude,  and  bold  of  Voic^ 
Parts  that  become  thee  happily  enough. 
And  in  fuch  Eyes  as  ours  appear  not  Faults ; 
But  where  they  are  not  known,  why  there  they  (hew. 
Something  too  liberal,  pray  thee  take  pain 
To  allay  with  Tome  cold  drops  of  Modefty 
Thy  skipping  Spirit,  left  through  thy  wild  Behaviour 
I  be  mifconftru'd  in  the  Place  I  go  to. 
And  lofe  my  Hopes. 
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Gra.  Signior  Bajfanio-^  hear  me. 
If  I  do  not  put  on  a  fober  Habit, 
Talk  with  Kefped,  and  Swear  but  now  and  then. 
Wear  Prayer-books  in  mj  Pockets,  look  demurely* 
Nay»  more,  while  Grace  is  faying,  hood  mine  Eyes 
Thus  with  my  Hat,  and  figh  and  fay.  Amen; 
Ufe  all  the  obfervance  of  Civility, 
L&e  one  well  ftudied  in  a  fad  oftent 
^To  pleafe  his  Grandam,  never  truft  me  more* 

Biiffl  Well,  we  (hall  fee  your  bearing. 

Gra.  Nay,  but  I  bar  to  Night,  you  ttiaH  not  gage  me 
By  what  we  do  to  Night. 

Bdffl  No,  that  were  pity. 
I  would  entreat  you  ratner  to  put  on 
Your  boldeft  Suit  of  Mirth,  for  we  have  Friends 
That  purpofe  Merriment:  But  fare  you  well, 
I  have  fome  Bufinefi. 

Gra.  And  I  muft  to  Lorenz,o  and  the  reft : 
But  we  will  vifit  you  at  Supper-time.  [Exemtt. 

Enter  J c&ci  and  Liunctlot. 

Jef.  I  am  forry  thou  wilt  leave  my  Father  fo^ 
Our  Houfe  is  Hell,  and  thou  a  merry  Devil 
Did'ft  rob  it  of  fome  tafte  of  Tedioufnefs; 
But  fare  thee  well,  there  is  a  Ducat  for  thee. 
And  Lamncelot^  foon  at  Supper  (halt  thou  fee 
Lorenz^o,  who  is  thy  new  Mafter's  Gueft, 
Give  him  this  Letter,  do  it  fecretly. 
And  fo  farewel :  I  would  not  have  my  Father 
See  me  tdk  with  thee. 

Laun^  Adieu ;  Tears  exhibit  my  Tongue,  mod  beautiful 
Paga9,  moft  fweet  Jewi  if  a  Chriftian  did  not  play  the 
Knave  and  get  thee,  I  am  much  deceived ;  But  adieu,  thefe 
foolifh  Drops  do  femewhat  drown  my  manly  Spirit : 
Adieu.  \Exif. 

Jef.  Farewel,  good  Lamceht.  • 
Alack,  what  hainous  Sin  is  it  in  me. 
To  be  afliam'd  to  be  my  Father's  Child? 
But  though  I  am  t  Daughter  to  bis  Bloody 
I  am  not  to  his  Manners :  O  Lorenz^o^ 
If  thou  keep  Promife,  I  ihall  end  this  Strife, 
Become  a  Chriftian,  and  thy  loving  Wife«  {Exiu 

Enter 
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lEnter  Gtzmno,  Lorenzo,  Solarin^  kndS^^iOi 

Lojr.  Nay,  we  will  flink  away  in  Supper-tiinei 
Diiguife  us  at  my  Lodging,  and  return  all  in  an  Hour* 

tSra.  We  have  not  made  good  Preparation. 

Sal.  We  have  not  fpoke  as  yet  of  Torch-bearers. 

Sola.  Tis  vile,  unlefsit  may  be  quaintly  ordered> 
And  better  in  my  miiid  riot  undertook. 

Lon  'Tis  now  but  fourji  Clock,  we  have  two  Hours 
To  furnilh  us.   Vtitnd  Launcelot^  what's  the  News? 

Enter  Launcelot  with  a  Littit* 

Laun.  And  it  ihall  pleafe  you  to  break  up  this*  jt  ihall 
feem  to  (ignifie. 

Lor.  I  know  the  Hand,  in  faith  'tis  a  fair  Hand, 
And  whiter  than  the  Paper  it  writ  on, 
Is,  the  fair  Hand  that  wriu 

Gra.  Love-news,  in  faith* 

Lann.  Bjr  your  leave,  Sir^ 

Lor.  Whither  goeft  thou  ; 

L4Mn.  Marry  to  bid  my  old  Mailer  the  J&u>  to  Sup  to 
Night  with  my  new  Mailer  the  Chriilian. 

Lor.  Hold  here,  take  this,  tell  gentle  Jeffka 
I  will  not  fail  her,  fpeak  it  privately. 
<3o,  Gentlemen,  will  ybu  prepare  you  for  this  Mask  €o 

Night? 
I  am  provided  of  a  Torch-^bearen  [Exit  Lautt. 

Sal.  Ay  marry,  I'll  be  gone  about  it  ilrait. 

Sola.  And  {o  will  I. 

Lor.  Meet  me  and  Gratiano  at  Gratiano*%  Lodging 
Some  hour  hence* 

SdU  'Tis  good  we  do  {6.  [Exit. 

Gra.  Was  not  that  Letter  from  fait  Jeffica  f 

Lor.  I  muil  needs  tell  thee  all,  ihe  hath  direded 
How  I  ihall  take  her  from  her  Father's  Houie^ 
What  Gold  and  Jewels  ihe  is  furniih'd  with. 
What  Page's  Suit  (he  hath  in  readinefs; 
If  e'er  the  JoTi^  her  Father  come  to  Heav*n^ 
It  will  be  for  his  gentle  Daughter's  iake ; 
And  never  dare  Misfortune  crofs  her  Footi 
tinlefs  ihe  do  it  under  this  excufc^ 
That  ihe  is  liTue  to  a  faithlefi  Jew. 
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Come  go  with  me,  perufe  this  as  thou  goeft. 
Fair  yeffics  (hall  be  my  Torch-bearer.  '  [^Exetml 

Enter  Shybck  4$ul  Launcelot* 
Shy.  Well,  thou  (halt  fee,  thy  Eyes  ihall  be  thy  Judge, 
The  difference  of  old  ShjUcl^znd  Bajfawp; 
What  JefficM !  Thou  (halt  not  Gormandize 
As  thou  haft  done  with  me— —What  Jeffks  ! 
And  fleep,  and  fnore,  and  rend  Apparel  out. 
Why  JiJIpcay  I  fay. 
Lamn.  Why  J^a  ! 

Shy.  Who  bids  thee  call?  I  did  not  bid  thee  calL 
Lsmn.  Your  Wor(hip  was  wont  to  tell  me 
I  could  do  nWhing  without  bidding. 

EtUiT  Jeifica. 
Jef.  Call  you  ?  What  is  your  will  ? 
Shj.  I  am  bid  forth  to  Supper,  JiJJicd^ 
There  are  my  Keys :  But  wherefore  (hodd  I  go  ? 
I  am  not  bid  for  Love;  they  flatter  me; 
But  yet  ril  go  in  hate,  to  feed  upon 
The  prodigal  Chriftian.    JcJJicd^  my  Girl, 
Look  to  my  Houfe*  I  am  right  loth  to  go, 
There  is  feme  ill  a  brewing  towards  my  Keft,' 
For  I  did  dream  of  Mony-Bags  laft  Night. 

Laun.  I  befeech  you  Sir  go,  my  young  Mafter 
Doth  expcft  your  reproach. 
Shj.  So  do  I  his. 

Lann.  And  they  have  confpired  together,  I  will  not  fay 
you  (hall  fee  a  Mask,  but  i£  you  do,  then  it  was  not  for  no- 
thing that  my  Nofe  fell  a  bleeding  on  Black  Munday  laft, 
at  fix  a  Clock  i'th'  morning,  falling  out  that  Year  on  A/h- 
Wednefday  was  four  Year  in  the  afternoon. 

Shj.  What  are  their  Masks  ?  Hear  you  me,  JeJJiiay 
Lock  up  my  Doors,  and  when  you  hear  the  Drum 
And  the  vile  fquealing  of  the  wry-neck*d  Fife, 
Clamber  not  you  up  to  the  Cafements  then, 
Kor  thruft  your  Head  into  the  publick  Street 
To  gaze  on  Chriftian  Fools  with  varniih'd  Faces; 
teut  ftop  my  Houfe's  Ears,  I  inean  my  Cafements, 
Let  not  the  found  of  (hallow  Foppery  enter 
My  fober  Houfe.    By  jF4wi^>  Staff  I /wear, . . 

Ihane 
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I  have  no  mind  of  Feafting  forth  to  Night : 
But  I  will  go;  go  you  before  me>  Sirrah: 
Say  I  will  come. 

Lann.  I  will  go  before,  Sir. 
Miftrefs,  look  out  at  Window  for  all  this  5 
There  will  come  a  Chriftian  by, 

Will  be  worth  a  Jm/s  Eye.    *  [Exit  Laun. 

Shy.  What  fays  that  Fool  oi  Hagars  Off-^fpring  ?  ha. 
Jef.  His  words  were  Farewel  Miftrefs,  nothing  cMe* 
Shj.  The  Patch  is  kind  enough*  but  a  huge  Feeder  t 
Snail-flow  in  profit,  but  fleepTs  by.day 
More  than  the  wild  Cat ;  Drones,  hive  not  with  me> 
Therefore  I  part  with  him,  and  part  with  him 
To  one  that  I  would  have  him  help  to  'wafte 
His  borrowed  Purfe.    Well,  yefica^  go  in. 
Perhaps  I  will  return  immediately ; 
Do  as  I  bid  you,  (hut  Doors  after  you,  faft  bind,  faft  find» 
A  Proverb  never  ftale  in  thrifty  Mind.  [Exin 

Jef.  Farewel ;  and  if  my  Fortune  be  not  ctoft, 
I  mve  a  Father,  you  a  Daughter  loft.  [Exit. 

Enter  Gmtiafio  a^ftd  Salanio  in  Mafqneradt. 
Gra.  This  is  the  Pent-houfe  under  which  LorenM  defired 
us  to  make  a  ft  and. 
SaL  Hi$  hour  is  alm(oft  paft. 
Gra.  And  it  is  marvel  he  out-dwells  his  hour. 
For  Lovers  ever  run  before  the  Clock. 

S^.  O  ten  times  fafter  yinmi  Pigeons  fly 
To  fteal  Loves  Bonds  new  made,  than  they  are  wont 
To  keep  obliged  Faith  unforfeited. 

Gra.  That  ever  holds.    Who  rifeth  from  a  Feaft 
With  that  keen  Appetite  that  he  fits  down  \ 
Where  is  the  Horfe  that  doth  untread  again 
His  tedious  Meafures  with  the  unbated  Fire 
That  he  did  pace  them  firft  ?  All  things  that  are^ 
Are  with  more  Spirit  chafed  than  enjoyed. 
Mow  like  a  Younker  or  a  Prodigal 
The  skarfed  Bark  puts  from  h^r  native  Bay, 
Hugg'd  and  embraced  by  the  ffrtxmpet  Wind; 
How  like  a  Prodigal  ftie  doth  return 
With  over.wither*d  Ribs  and  rt^^  ^»Vs^ 
Lea/7,  rent  and  beggarM  by  the  ntvim^tt'NNvtk^^ 
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Efiter  LoreDZO. 

SaL  Here  comes  Lorenz^^  more  of  this  hereafter. 

Lor.  Sweet  Friends,  your  Patience  for  my  long  aboc^Cf 
Not  I,  but  my  Affairs  have  made  you  wait; 
When  you  (hail  pleafe  to  play  the  Thieves  for  Wives^ 
I'll  watch  as  long  for  you  then;  approach; 
Here  dwells  my  Father  Jeiv.    Hoa,  who's  within  ? 

'  Jelfica  ahwt  in  Boj*s  Cloths. 

Jif4  Who  are  you  ?  tell  me  for  more  certainty, 
Albeit  I'U  fwear  that  I  do  know  your  Tongue. 

Lor.  Lorenz^o^  and  thy  Love. 

Jtf.  Lorenza  certain^  and  my  Love  indeed. 
For  who  love  I  fo  much  ?  And  now  who  knows 
But  you,  LortHTB^j  whether  I  am  yours  \ 

Lor.  Heav'n  and  thy  Thoughts  are  witnefs  that  thou  art^ 

Jef.  Here,  catch  this  Casket,  it  is  worth  the  pains* 
I  am  glad  'tis  Night,  you  do  not  look  on  mej 
For  I  am  much  afham'd  of  my  exchange ; 
But  Love  is  blind,  and  Lovers  cannot  fee 
The  pretty  Follies  that  themfelves  commit; 
For  if  they  could,  Ctsfid  himfelf  would  blufh 
To  fee  me  thus  transformed  to  a  Boy. 

Lor.  Defcend,  for  you  muft  be  my  Torch-bearer. 

Jef.  What,  mufl  I  hold  a  Candle  to  my  Shame? 
They  in  themfelves  goodfooth  are  too  too  light. 
Why,  'tis  an  Office  of  difcovery.  Love, 
And  I  ftiould  be  obfcur*d. 

Lor.  So  you  are.  Sweet, 
Even  in  the  lovely  garniih  of  a  Boy;  but  come  at  onccy 
For  the  clofe  Night  doth  play  the  Run-away, 
And  we  are  ftaid  for  at  Bajfanio's  Feaft. 

Jif.  I  will  make  fafl  the  Doors,  and  gild  my  felf 
With  feme  more  Ducats,  and  be  with  you  flraighr. 

Gra.  Now  by  my  Hood,  a  Gentile,  and  no  Jcw^ 

Lor.  Beflirew  me  but  I  love  her  heartily. 
For  fhe  is  wife,  if  I  can  judge  of  her, 
And  fair  fhe  is,  if  that  mine  Eyes  be  true. 
And  true  fhe  is,  as  fhe  hath  prov'd  her  felf; 
And  therefore  like  her  felf,  wife,  fair,  and  true^ 
Shall  /he  be  p/aced  in  my  conftant  SouI«     ~^ 
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E^er  Jeffica. 
What,  art  thou  come  ?  on  Gentlemen,  away, 
Our  masking  Mates  by  this  tinie Tor  us  ftay.  [Exju 

Enter  Anthonio. 

jinth.  Who's  there  ^ 

Gra.  Signior  jinthonio. 

Anth.  Fie,  fie,  Gratiano^  \^tt  are  all  the  reft? 
'Tis  nine  a  Clock,  our  Friends  all  (lay  for  you, 
No  Mask  to  Night,  the  Wind  is  coine  about, 
Bajfanip  prefently  will  go  aboard, 
I  have  fent  twenty  out  to  feek  for  you. 

Gra.  I  am  glad  on*t,  I  defire  no  more  Delight 
Than  to  be  under  Sail,  and  gone  to  Night,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE    111.     Belmont. 

EnterVoTtxzwith  Morrochius,  and  both  their  Trains^ 

For.  Go,  draw  afide  the  Curtain,  anddifcover 
The  feveral  Caskets  to  this  Noble  Prince. 
Now  make  your  ChoicCp  [Three  Caskets  are  difiovered. 

Mar.  The  firft  pf  Gold,  who  this  Infcription  bears. 
Who  chufeth  mcy  Pall  gain  what  many  Men  dejire. 
The  fecond  Silver,  which  this  Promife  carrier. 
Who  chufeth  «>^>  Jhall  get  as  much  as  he  de/erve^.] 
This  third,  dull  Lead,  with  warning  all  as  blunt,' 
fFho  chufeth  me^  mufigive  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
How  fhall  I  know  if  I  do  chufe  the  right? 

For.  The  one  qf  thpm  contains  my  Pifture,  Prince, 
If  you  chufe  that,  then  I  am,  yours  withal. 

Mor.  Some  God  direft  my  Judgnaent,  let  me  (ee, 
I  will  furvey  the  IpHpriptions  back  again ; 
What  fays  this  Leaden  Casket  ? 
Who  chufeth  me,  muft  give  and  hazard  all  he  hath. 
Muft  give  for  what  ?  for  Lead  ? 
This  Casket  threatens.     Men  t^at  hazard  all. 
Do  it  in  hope  pf  fair  Advantages : . 
A  golden  Mind  ftpops  not  to  ihowsof  Drofs, 
ril  then  nor  give  nor  hazard  ought  for  Lead* 
What  fays  the  Silver  with  her  virgin  hue  ? 
Who  chufeth  me^  Jhallget  as  much  as  he  defirvtu 
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As  much  as  he  deferves ;  p wfe  there,  Mprrochius^ 

And  weigh  thy  value  witn  an  even  hand. 

If  thou  beeft  rated  by  the  eftimatiQn» 

l*hou  doft  deferve  enough,  and  yet  enough 

May  not  extend  fo  far  as  to  the  Lady ; 

And  yet  to  be  afraid  of  my  deferving. 

Were  but  a  weak  difabling  of  my  felr. 

As.  much  as  I  deferve—— why  that's  the  Lady. 

I  do  in  Birth  deferve  her,  and  in  Fortunes, 

In  Graces,  »xid  in  Qualities  of  Breeding  : 

But  more  than  thefe,  in  love  I  do  deferve. 

What  if  I  ftray'd  no  farther,  but  chufe  here  ? 

Let's  fee  once  more  this  Saying  grav'd  in  Gold. 

Who  chufith  m€y  JhaUgain  what  manj  Men  dejire. 

Why  that's  the  Lady,  ajl  the  World  defiresher: 

From  the  four  Comers  of  the  Earth  they  come 

To  Kifs  this  Shrine,  this  mortal  breathing  Saint* 

The  Hircanian  Defarts  and  the  vaft  Wilds 

Of  wide  jirabia  are  as  Thorough-Fares  now 

For  Princes  to  come  view  fair  Portia. 

The^ Watery  Kingdom,  whofe  ambitious  Head 

Spits  in  the  Face  of  Heav'n,  is  no  Bar 

To  ftop  the  foreign  Spirits,  but  they  come. 

As  o'er  a  Brook,  to  fee  fair  Portia. 

One  of  thefe  three  contain  h^r  heavenly  Pifture. 

Is't  hke  that. Lead  contains  her  ?  'Twere  Damnation 

To  think  fo  bafe  a  thought;  it  were  too  grofs 

To  rib  her  Searcloth  in  the  obfcure  Grave ; 

Or  llhall  I  think  in  Silver  (he's  immur*d. 

Being  ten  times  undervalued  to  try'd  Gold  ; 

O  finful  thought,  never  fo  rich  a  Jem 

Was  fet  in  worfe  than  Gold !  They  have  in  EngUnd 

A  Coin  that  bears  the  Figure  of  an  Angel 

Stampt  in  Gold,  but  that's  infculpt  upon : 

But  here  an  Angel  in  a  Golden  Bed 

Lyes  all  within.     Deliver  me  the  Key ; 

Here  do  I  chufe,  and  thrive  I  as  I  may. 

Por,  There  take  it.  Prince,  and  if  my  Form  lye  there. 
Then  I  am  yours.  \Vnlocking  the  Gold  Casket. 

Mor.  O  HcJI  /  What  have  we  here,  a  carrion  Death, 
Within  whoft  tmP^y  ^7^  ^tit  is  a  written  Scrowl ; 
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'  AIL  that  gUfiers  is  not  Gold^ 
Often  have  J  OH  heard  that  told ; 
Many  4  Mam  his  Life  hath  fold^ 
But  mj  Outfide  to  behold: 
Gilded  Timber  do  ff^orms  infold  : 
^  J&ad  joH  been  as  Wife  as  Boldy 
Toting  in  Limbs^  in  Jtklgtnent  old^ 
Tour  jinfwer  had  not  been' infcrold^ 
Fare  yon  well^  jour  Suit  is  cold. 

Mor.  Cold  indeed,  and  Labour  loft. 
Then  farewcl  Hear,  and  welcome  Froft :    / 
Portia  adieu,  I  have  too  grievM  a  Heart 
To  rake  a  tedious  leave  :  Thus  Lofers  part.  [Exitl 

For.  ^A  gentle  riddance  :  Draw  the  Curtains,  go ; 
Let  all  of  his  Complexion  chufe  me  fo.  [Exettnt. 

SCENE    IV,     Fenice, 

Enter  Solarino  and  Salanio. 

Sal.  Why  Man,  I  fiiw  Bafanio  under  (ail^ 
With  him  is  Gratiano  gone  along ; 
And  in  their  Ship  I  iim  fure  L^irenz^  is  not.' 

Sola.  The  Villain  3^w  with  Outcries  rais'dthe.Duke^ 
Who  went  with  him  to  fearch  Baffhnio*s  Ship. 

Sal.  He  comesr  loo  late,  the  Ship  was  uader  fail ; 
But  there  the  Duke  was  given  to  underftand 
That  in  a  GondaU  were  feed  together. 
Lorenzo  and  his  Amorous  yefj^a  : 
Befidest  jinthonio  certify'd  the  Duke 
They  were  not  with  Bafanio  in  his  Ship. 

Sola.  I  never  heard  a  Palfion  fo  confus'd, 
So  ftrange,  outrageous,  ^d  fo  varfable» 
As  the  Dog  Jew  did  utter  in  the  Streets; 
My  Daughter,  O  my  Ducats,  O  ray  Daughter,^ 
Fled  with  aChriftian»  O/my  Chriftian  Ducats  f 
Jufiice,  theLaw>  my  Ducats,  and  my  Daughter; 
A  fealed  Bag*  two  fealed  Bags  of  Ducats, 
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Of  double  Ducats^  ftolQ  fcom  a^Q  by  my  Daughter; 
And  Jewels,  two  rich  and  precious  Stones, 
Stoln  by  my  Daughter^  Juftice,  find  the  Girlj^ 
She  hath  the  Stones  upon  her,  and  the  Ducats. 

SaL  Why  all  the  Boys  in  Venice  follow  him, 
Cryipg  his  Stones^  his  Daughter/  and  his  Ducats* 

Sola.  Let  good  ^thoniQ  look  he  keep  his  Day^ 
Or  he  fiiall  pay  for  this. 

Sd.  Marry  well  remembredj 
I  reafon*d  with  a  Frenchman  yefierday. 
Who  told  me,  in  the  narrow  Seas  that  par^ 
The  French  and  EngUft>^  there  mifcarried 
A  Veffel  of  our  Country  richly  fraught : 
I  thought  upon  uinthonU  when  he  told  me. 
And  wifh'd  in  Clence  that  it  were  not  his. 

Sola.  You  were  bef^  to  tell  Anthpniq  what  you  he^r. 
Yet  do  not  fuddenly,  for  it  may  grieve  him*  , 

Sal^  A  kinder  Qentleman  treads  not  the  £artli| 
I  faw  Bajfanio  and  Anthonio  part, 
Bajfanio ^tald  him  he  would  make  fome  fpeed 
Of  his  return :  He  anfwered,  do  not  fo. 
Slubber  not  Bu^nefs  for  my.  fake,.  Bajfanio^ 
But  ftay  the  very  riping  of  the  time. 
And  for  the  Jev/^  3ona  which  he  luth  of  m^. 
Let  it  nop  cqtcr  in  your  mind  of  Love ; 
Be  merry,  and  employ  your  chiefeft  thoughts 
To  Courtfhip,  and  fuch  fair  oi^ents  of  Love 
As  ihall  convenien^y  becoqie  you  t|iere ; 
And  even  there,  his  Eye  being  big  with  Tears^ 
Turning  his  Face,  he  put  his  Hand  behind  him» 
And  with  AiFedion  wondrous  fenfible 
He  wrung  Bajfanio's  Hand,  ^^d  fo  they  parted* 

Sola.  I  think  h^  only  loves  the  World  for  hiqi^ 
I  pray  thee  let  us  go  and  find  him  out. 
And  quicken  his  embraced  Heavinefs 
With  fome  Pelight  or  otl|er« 

^d,  DdyfpfOf  [Exeunt. 


SCENE 


Jfje  Merchant  of  Venice.  j  55 

S  C  E  N  E  V.    Belmont; 

Enter  Neriffa  and  a  Scrv^nu^  ■  ■■  \?  .- 

Ner.  Quickj  quick,  I  pray  thee>  draw  the  Curtain  firaighr^ 
The  Princfc  of  Sirrsgen  hath  ta'en  his  Oath> 
And  comes  to  his  Ele^on  prefently. 

Enter  Att2gon^'hhTrain^  Portia,  Flor.  Comets^ 
^  Ttw  Ckskets  are  dijiovefd. 

For.  Behold  there  ffand  the  Caskets,  noble  Prince^  - 

If  yoii  chtife  that  wher/ein  I  am  contained. 
Straight  ftiall  bur.  >Iuptial  Rights  be  folemniz'd: 
But  if  you'fail,.witliQUt  ipbre  Speech,  my  Lord, 
You  muft  be  gone  from  hence  immediately. 

jir.  I  am  cnjbiri'd  by  Oath  to  obferve  three  things  i 
Firft,  never  to  unfold  td^  any.one 
Which  Casket  'tWas  i'chofe;  nexr,  if  I  fail 
Of  the  right  Casl^ff -hever .  in  my  Life 
To  wob  a  Maid iHSyayof  Marriage.- 
Laftly,  if  \  do  faifin  fortune  of  my  Choice, 
Immediately  to  leave  ybti,  and  bi  gone. 

For.  To  thefe  InjutiAions  every  one  doth  fwear 
That  comes  to  hazard  for  ray  worthlefs  felf. 

Ar.  And  fo  haVfe  T  addreft  nie.  Fortune  now 
To  my  Heart's  Hope ;  Gold,  Silver,  and  bafe  Lead. 
Who  chufeth  me^  mufi  give  and  haz,ard  all  he  hath. 
You  (hall  look  fairer  e'er  I  give  or  hazard. 
What  fays  the  Golden  Cheft,  ha,  let  me  fee; 
Who  chufeth  me,  fhallgaln  what  many  Men  defire. 
What  many  Men  demc"-^—  that  Manjj  may  be  meant 
By  the  fool  Multitude  that  ?hufe  by  Show, 
Not  learning  more  than  the  fond  Bye  doth  teach. 
Which  pry es  not  to  th'  Interior ;  bpt  like  the  Martlet 
Builds  in  the  Weather  on  the  outward  Wall. 
Even  in  the  Force  and  Road  of  Cafualty. 
I  will  not  chufe  what  many  Men  defire> 
Becaufe  I  will  not  junip  with  common  Spirits* 
And  rank  me  with  the  barbarous  Multitudes* 
Why  then  to  thee  thou  filver  Treafure-houfe, 
Tell  me  once  more,  what  Title  thou  doft  bear; 
Who  chufeth  me  fhaUget  as  much  as  he  d^firvt%  \ 
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And  well  faid  too,  for  who  ihall  go  about 
To  Cozen  Fortune^  and  be  honounble 
Without  the  Stamp  of  Merit  ?  let  none  prefume 
To  wear  an  undefenred  Dignity : 

0  that  Eftat.es>  D^rees>  and  Offices, 

Were  not  deriv'd  corruptly,  and  chat  clear  MoQoar 

Were  purchaft  by  the  Merit  of  the  Wearerl 

How  many  then.ihould  cover  that  ftand  bare{ 

How  many  be  comnsanded  that  Commaod  \ 

How  much  low  Peafantry  would  then  be  gleaned 

From  the  true  Seed  of  Honour?  And  how  much  Honour 

Pickt  from  the  Chaff  and  Ruin  of  the  Times, 

To  be  new  vamifh'd?  Well,  but  to  my  Choice; 

Who  chufeth  mCy  Jball  get  as  much  as  he  dffirvtsi 

1  will  aflumeDefert;  give  me  a  iCey  Sot  tniJ^ 
And  inftantly  unlock  my  Fortunes  acre. 

For.  Too  long  a  Paufe  for  that  which  you  find  there* 

\Vdm:J^  thcJUver  Caskfi. 

Ar.  What's  here !  the  Portrait  of.  a  hhnkifig  Idiot» 
Prefenting  me  a  Schedule  \  I  will  read  it ; 
How  much  unlike  art  thou  to  PartU  { 
How  much  unlike  my  Hopes  and  my  deferving  ? 
Who  chufeth  me  fhaU  have  as  much  as  he  deferves; 
Did  I  deferve  no  more  than  a  Fool's  Head  ? 
Is  that  my  Prize?  Are  my  Deferts  no  better? 

For.  To  offend  and  judge  are  diftinft  Offices, 
And  of  oppofed  Natures, 

Ar.  What  is  here  ? 

The  Fire  [even  times  tried  this^ 

Seven  times  tried  that  Judgment  is     '0 

That  did  never  chufe  Mitfs. 

Some  there  be  that  Shadows  kifif  ' 

Snch  have  but  a  Shadowed  Blifs : 

There  be  Fools  alive j  I  wis^  H . 

Silver  do^er^  and  fo  was  this  i       '^  Y, 

Takf  what  Wife  jou  will  to  bed, 

I  will  ever  be  jour  ffeadi 

So  be  gone  Sir,  jou  are  Jfed. 

Ar.  Still  more  Fool  I  fhall  appear 

^y  the  time  I  linger  here: 
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With  one  Fool's  Head  I  came  tx>  woo. 

But  I  go  away  with  twoi 

Sweet,  adieu,  TJl  kccp^my  Oath* 

?atiently  to  bear  my  Wroth.  .  [Exit] 

Por.  Thus  hath  the  Candle  fing'd  the  Moth : 
O .  thefe  deliberate  Fopls  1  when*  t^ey  do  chufe. 
They  have  the  Wifdom  by  their  Wit  to  lofe. 

Ner.  The  ancient  Saying  is  no  Herefy, 
Hanging  and  wiving  goes  by  Defiiny. 

Por.  Come»  draw  the  Curtain,   Nerijfa. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Where  is  my  Lady? 

Por.  Here,  what  would  my  Lord  f 

Serv.  Madam^  fhere  is  alighted  at  your  Gate 
A  young  Venetian^  one  that  comes  before 
To  fignifyth'  Approaching  o^  his  Lord, 
From  wh)6m  he  bringeth  fehfible  Regreets; 
To  yf\u  befides  Commends  and  courteous  Breathy 
Gi^Nrtlf  rich  Value;  yet  I  have  not  feen 
So  likely  sa  AmbaiTador  of  Love. 
A  Day  inftb/-//  never  came  fo  fweet. 
To  fiiow  how  coftly  Summer  was  at  Hand, 
As  this^Fore-fpurrer  comes  before  his  Lord. 

Por.  No  more  I  pray  thee;  I  am  half  afeard 
Thou  wilt  iai^on,  hk  |s  fome  kii^  to  thee. 
Thou  fpend*(t  fuch  high-day  Wit  m  praifing  him  5 
Gome,  come,  Nerijfa,  for  I  long  to  fee 
Quick  Cupi(ts  Poft,  that  comes  fo  mannerly. 

Ner.  Bajfanio,  Lord  Love,  if  thy  will  it  be.        [£xHtnt 


ACT   III.     SCENE  renice. 

Enter  Salanio  and  Solarino. 

.?«ii«.^TOW,  what  News  on  the  Rjaltoi 

XN  SaL  Why  yet  it  lives  there  uncheckt,  that  ^n- 
thonio  hath  a  Ship  of  rich  Lading  wrackt  on  the  narrow 
Seas ;  the  Goodwins^  I  think,  they  call  the  Place';  a  very 
dangerous  Flat,  and  fatal,  where  the  Carcafles  of  many  a  till 
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ship  lye  bury'd^  as  tkey  fay,  if  my  Goffip's  Report  be  aa 
honed  Woman  of  her  Word. 

S^Uf.  I  would  flie  were  as  lying  a  Goffip  in  that,  as  ever 
Imapt  Git^en  or  ma^e  her  Neighbours  believe  fhe  wept  for 
the  Death  ofa  third  Husband ;  but  it  is  true,  without  any 
Slips  of  Prolixity,  or  croffing  the  plain  High- way  of  TalL 

that  die  good  Aftthchio^the  honeft  Anthonio-, Q  that  I  had 

a  Title  good  enovgh  to  keep  his  Name  Company  I 

Sal.  Come,  the  fuUftop. 

Sola.  Ha^  what  fay^  thou  \  Why  the  end  is,  he  hath  loft 
a  Ship. 

SaU  \  would  it  might  prove  the  end  of  his  LolTes* 

Sola.  Let  me  fay  jimen  betimes,  left  the  Devil  crofs  my 
Prayer ;  for  here  he  comes  in  the  I^ikenefs  of  a  Jew.  How 
now  Shjlcckj  what  News  among  the  Merchants? 

Efttf^r  Shylock. 

Shj.  YoukneWf  none  fo  well,  none  fo  well  as  you,  of  my 
Daughter's  rlight. 

Sal.  That's  certain ;  I  for  my  part  knew  the  Tailor  that 
made  the  Wings  ftie  flew  withaL 

Sola.  And  ShjUck^  for  his  own  part  knew  the  Bird  was 
Hedg'd,  and  then  it  is  the  Comple:i:ion  of  them  all  to  leave 
the  Dam. 

Shj.  She  is  damn'd  for  it. 

Sal.  That's  certain,  if  the  Devil  may  be  her  Judge* 

Shj.  My  own  FleKh  and  Blood  to  rebel. 

Sola.  Out  upon  it,  old  Carrion,  Rebels  it  at  thefe  Years?" 

Shy.  I  fay,  my  Daughter  is  my  Flefti  and  Blood. 

Sal.  There  is  more  Difference  between  thy  Flefti  and  hers, 
than  between  Jet  and  Ivory;  more  between  your  Bloods, 
than  there  is  between  red  Wine  and  Rhenifti :  But  tell  us, 
do  you  hear  whether  Anthonio  have  bad  any  Lofs  at  3ea  or 
no? 

Shy.  There  I  have  anpther  bad  Match,  a  Bankrupt,  a 
Prodigal,  who  dare  fcarce  fliew  his  Head  on  the  Ryalto,  a 
Beggar !  that  was  us*d  to  cqme  fo  fmug  upon  tjie  Mart  i  let 
him  look  to  his  Bond;  he  was  wont  to  call  me  Ufurer;  let 
him  look  to  his  Bond;  he  was  wont  to  leqd  Mony  for  a 
Chriftian  Courtefie;  let  him  look  to  his  Bond. 

SaL  Why  I  am  fure  if  he  forfeit,  thou  wilt  not  take  his^ 
Flefli :  What's  that  good  for  ? 
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shy.  To  bait  Fi(h  withiL  If  it  wiU  feed  nothioj;  elfc' 
it  vfill  feed  my  Revenge;  he  hath  difgrac'd  me^  ai)d  hindrea 
me  half  a  Million^  laught  at  my  LbfTes,  mockt  atiqy  (Baio^ 
fcorn'dmy  Nation,  thwarted  my  Bargains^  coolVl my  Friends, 
heated  mine  Enemies;  and  what 's. the Reafon?  I  am  a  yewi 
Hath  not  a  Jew  Eyes  ?  Hath  not  a  Jew  Hands^  .  Organs, 
Dimenfions,  Senfes,  AflFe&ions^  Paffions?  Fed  with  thefkme 
Food,  hurt  with  the  fame  Weapons,  fubjed  to  the  fame  Di^ 
feafes,  heal*d  by  the  fame  Means*  warm'd  and  cooFd  by  the 
fame  Winter  and  Summer  as  a  Chriftian  is  i  If  you  pride 
us,  do  we  not  bleed !  if  you  tickle  usj  do  vte  l)ot  laugh  { 
if  you  pbifon  us,  do  we  not  die  I  and  if  you  wrong  us, 
ihali  we  not  revenge?  if  we  arci  like  you  in  the  reft,  we  wiU 
refemble  you  in  that.  If  a  Jew  wrong  a  Chriftian,  whalt 
is  his  Humility  ?,  Revenge;  If  a  Chriftian  wrofig  a  y«%' 
what  ihould  his  Sufferance  be  by  a  Chriftian  Example  ? 
Why  Revenge.  The  Villany  you  teach  me  I  will  exe- 
cute, and  it  fhaH  go  hard  but  I  will  better  the  Inftrudi^^ 
on. 

Efftcr  A  Servant  from  Anthonio. 

Ser.  Gentlemen*  my  Mafter  Anthonh  is  at  hisHoufej  and 
defires  to  fpeak  with  you  both. 

Sal.  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  him. 

Enter  Twh^W. 

Sola.  Here  comes  another  of  the  Tribe;  a  third  cannot  be 
matched,  unlefs  the  Devil  himfelf  turn  Jew. 

[Exennt  Sala.  and  SolarJ 

Shy.  How  now  Tuball^  what  News  from  C/r/i^ jm  ?  Haft 
thou  found  my  Daughter  i 

Tub.  I  often  came  where  I  did  hear  of  her>  but  cannot 
find  her.  , 

Shy.  Why  there,  there,  there,  there,  a  Diamond  gpnecofl: 
me  two  thoufand  Ducats  in  Frankfird;  the  Curfe  never  fell 
upon  our  Nation  'till  now,  I  never  felt  lt*till  now;  two 
thoufand  Ducats  in  that,  and  other  precious,  precious  Jewels^ 
4  would  my  Daughter  were  dead  at  my  Foot,  and  the  Jewtk 
in  her  Ear ;  would  ftie  were  hearft  at  my  Foot,  and  the 
Ducats  in  her  CoflEIn;  No  News  of  them;  why  fo?  and  I 
know  not  how  much  is  fpent  in  the  Search  :  why  then  Lofs 
upon  Lof%  the  Thief  gone  with  fo  mucb«  a^d  10  much  to 

find 


find  die  Thief,  and  no  Satisfadion,  no  Reveng^  oar  no 
ill  Liidc'  ftirring^  but  what  lights  a  my  Shoulder^  no  Sigk 
but  a  my  breathing,  no  Tean  but  a  my  ihedding. 

TfUf.  Yea*  other  Men  have  ill  Luck  too;  Amfbmh^  as  I 
heard  in  {j^wjw^-^- 

Shy.  What,  what,  iU  Luck,  iU  Luck? 

Tmu  Hath  an  Argofie  call  away»  coming  from  Trm- 
Us. 

Shy.  I  thank  God,  I  thank  God  ;  i%  it  true  ?  is  it 
true?     ,  * 

Tidf.  1 4K>ke  with  fome  of  the  Sailors  that  efap'd  the 
WracL 

Shy.  I  thank  thee  good  Tmiall;  good  News,  good  News} 
ha,  ha*  where  ?  in  Gtnona  \ 

T$tb.  Your  Daughter  fpent  in  Gcn^Ma,  as  I  heard,  one 
Night  fourfcore  Ducats* 

Shy.  Thou  ftick'ft  a  Da^er  in  me;  I  ihall  never  fee  my 
Gold  again;  fourfcore  Ducats  at  a  Sitting,  fourfcore  Dih 
cats ! 

Tuk  There  came  divers  of  Anth^mo^s  Creditors  in  my 
Company^  to  Venice,  that  fwear  he  cannot  chufe  but 
break. 

Shj.  I  am  glad  of  it,  Y\l  plague  him,  I'll  torture  him;  I 
am  glad  of  it. 

Tub.  One  of  them,  (hew'd  me  a  Ring  that  he  had  of  your 
Daughter  for  a  Monky. 

Shy.  Out  upon  her,  thou  tortureft  me,  Tutall;  it  was  my 
TurqHoifej  I  had  it  of  Leah  when  I  was  a  Batchelor ;  I  would 
not  have  given  it  for  a  Wildernefs  of  Monkies. 

Tub.  But  Anthonia  is  certainly  undone* 

Shy.  Nay,  that's  true,  that's  very  true ;  go,  Tuballj  fee  me  aft 
Officer,  befpe^k  him  a  Fortnight  before,  I  will  have  the 
Heart  of  him,  if  he  forfeit;  for  were  he  out  o£  Finiee,  I 
can  make^hat  M^chandize  I  will!  Go,  TubaU,  and  me^ 
me  at  our  Synagogtie;  go,  good  Tmbatt^  at  our  Synagogue, 
TtibalL  [Jbxeimtd 
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Ihe  Merehant  of  Venice^ 
SCENE   IL  Belmmt. 

Enter  Ba^Tanio,  Portia,  6ratiano^  and  Attendants 

The  Caskets  are  fet  out. 

Per.  I  pray  you  tarry,  paufe  a  Day  or  two 
Before  you  hazard;  for  in  chafing  wrong 
I  lofe  you/  Company ;  therefore  forbear  a  while^ 
There's  ibmethiog  tells  me,  but  it  is  not  Love, 
I  would  not  lofe  you,  and  you  kiK>w  your  felf» 
Hate  counfels  not  in  fuch  a  Quality. 
But  left  you  fhould  not  underftand  me  wel7« 
And  yet  a  Maiden  hath  no  Tongue  bu^  Thought, 
I  would  detain  you  here  fome  Month  or  two, 
Before  you  ventui^  for  me.     I  could  teach  you 
How  to  chufe  right,  but  then  I  am  fdrfwom ; 
So  will  I  never  be,  fo  may  you  mifs  me; 
But  if  you  do,  you'll  make  me  wi(h  a  Sin, 
That  I  had  been  forfwom.    Befhrew  your  Eyes, 
They  have  o'er-look'd  me»  and  divided  me; 
One  half  of  me  is  yours,  the  other  half 
Mine  own,  I  would  fay :  But  firft  mine>  then  yours; 
And  fo  all  yours.     Q  thefe  naughty  Times 
Puts  Bars  between  the  Owners  and  their  Rights: 
And  fo  iho'  yours,  not  yours,  prove  it  fo, 
Let  Fortune  go  to  Hell  tor  it,  not  L 
I  fpeak  too  long,  but  'tis  to  poize  the  Time, 
To  eche  it,  and  draw  it  out  in  Length, 
To  ftay  you  from  Eleftion. 

Bajf.  Let  me  chufe; 
For  as  r  am  I  live  upon  the  Rack. 

For.  Upon  the  Rack,  Bafanie,  then  confefi 
Whtf  Treafon  there  is  mingled  with  your  LoveJ 

Baffl  None  but  that  ugly  Treafon  of  Miftruft, 
Which  makes  me  fear  the  enjoying  of  my  Love :     i 
There  may  as  well  be  Amhy  and  Life, 
'Tween  Snow  and  Fire,  as  Tr^afpn  and  my  Love.' 

Per.  Ay,  but  I  fear  you  f^eak  upon  the  Rad^ 
JVhere  Men  enforced  do  fpeak  any  thing. 

Baf  Promife  me  Life,  and  I'll  corfefi  th^Tt^ 

Per.  WcU  then,  confcfs 


Baff'.  ConfeTs  and  Love^ 
Had  been  the  very  Sum  of  iny  Carifel]ioo« 

0  happy  Torment,  when  my  Torturer 
Doth  teach  me  Anfwen  forj  Deliverance : 
But  let  me  to  my  Fortune  and  the  Caskets. 

For.  Away  then,  I  am  lockt  in  one  of  them ; 
If  you  do  love  me,  you  wilf  find  me  out. 
Ncrifa,  and  the  reft^  ftand  all  aloof. 
Let  Mufick  found  while  he  doth  make  his  Choice; 
Then  if  he  lofe,  he  makes  a  Swan-like  end. 
Fading  in  Mufick.  That  the  Comparifon 
May  liand  more  proper,  my  Eye  fliall  be  the  Stream 
And  watry  Death-bed  for  him :  He  may  win. 
And  what  is  Mufick  then!  Then  Mufick  is 
Even  as  the  Flourifli,  when  true  Subjeds  bow 
To  a  new  crowned  Monarch :  Such  it  i^ 
As  are  thofe  dulcet  Sounds  in  break  of  Day, 
That  creep  into  the  dreaming  Brid^oom's  Ear^ 
And  fummon  him  to  Marriage.  Now  he  goes 
With  no  lefs  Prefcnce^  but  with  much  more  Love  ;; 

Than  young  jilcidis^  when  he  did  redeem 
The  Virgin-tribute,  paid  by  howling  Troy 
To  the  Sea-monfter:  I  ftand  for  Sacrifice; 
The  reft  aloof  are  the  Dardaman  Wives, 
With  bleared  Vifagcs  come  forth  to  view 
The  Iffue  of  th*  Exploit.  Go  Hercnles^ 
Live  thou,  I  live,  with  much,  much  more  Difmay 

1  view  the  Fight^  than  thou  that  inak'ft  the  Fray. 

[Mu/kkjiiHthin. 
A  Song  whilfi  Baifanio  comments  on  the  Gtskfts  to  himfelf. 

Tell  me  where  is  Fancy  bredy 
Or  in  the  Hearty  ^^  *^  ^he  Headi 
Honv  hegoty  haw  nourijbed  ? 
It  is  engendredin  the  Ejes^ 
With  Gaz^ing  fed,  and  Fancy  dies 
In  the  Cradle  where  it  Ijesi 
Let  MS  all  ring  Fancy  s  Knells 
ni  begin  it. 
Hingy  dongy  BelL 
Ai/.  Diftgt  dfng»  Bell. 
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Baf.  So  may  the  outward  Shows  be  leaft  themfelves. 
Th^  World  is  ftill  deceived  with  Ornament. 
In  Law  what  Plea  fo  tainted  and  corrupt» 
But  being  feafonM  with  a  gracious  Voice» 
Obfcures  the  Show  of  Evil?  In  Religion 
^hat  damned  Error*  but  fome  fober  Brow 
Will  blefs  it,  and  approve  it  with  a  Text, 
Hiding  the  GrofTnefs  with  fair  Ornament} 
There  is  no  Vice  fo  fimple,  but  aCumes 
Some  Mark  of  Virtue  on  his  outward  Parts ; 
How  many  Cowards,  whofe  Hearts  are  all  as  falfo 
As  Stairs  of  Sand,  wear  yet  upon  their  Chins 
The  Beards  oi  Hercules  and  frowning  Marsl 
Who  inward  fearcht,  have  Livers  white  as  Milk* 
And  thefe  afTume  but  Valour's  Excrement, 
To  render  them  redoubted.     Look  on  Beauty, 
And  you  Ihall  fee  'tis  purchas'd  by  the  Weighr, 
Which  therein  works  a  Miracle  in  Nature, 
Making  them  lighteft  that  wear  moft  of  it: 
So  are  thofe  crifped  fnaky  golden  Locks 
Which  makes  fuch  wanton  Gambols  with  the  \Vind 
Upon  fuppofed  Fairnefs,  often  known 
To  be  the  dowry  of  a  fecond  Head ; 
The  Scull  that  bred  them  in  the  Sepulcher. 
Thus  Ornament  is  but  the  gilded  Shore 
To  a  moft  dangerous  Sea ;  the  beauteous  Scarf 
Veiling  an  Indian  Beauty ;  in  a  Word> 
The  feeming  Truth  which  cunning  Times  put  on 
To  entrap  the  Wifeft.  Therefore,  thou  gaudy  Gold, 
Hard  Food  for  Midas,  I  will  none  of  thee. 
Nor  none  of  thee,  thou  pale  and  common  Drudge 
'Tween  Man  and  Man;  but  thou,  thou  meager  Lead, 
Which  rather  threatneft  than  doft  promife  ought; 
Thy  Palenefs  moves  me  more  than  Eloquence, 
And  here  chufe  I,  Joy  be  the  Confequence. 

Por.  How  all  the  other  Paffions  fleet  to  Air, 
As  doubtful  Thoughts,  and  rafh  embraced  Defpair« 
And  fliuddring  Fear,  and  green-ey'd  Jealoufic. 

0  Love  be  moderate>  allay  thy  Extaiie ; 
In  meafure  rain  thy  Joy,  fcant  this  ExceG, 

1  feel  too  much  thy  Bleffing,  make  it  leis. 

Vol.  II.  H  ^«i^ 


For  fear  I  furfeit.  LOfemng  the  Uadm  Ckskgt* 

Baff.  What  find  I  here  ? 
Fair  Portia's  G>unterfeit.    What  Demy-God 
Hath  come  fo  near  Creation  \  Move  thefe  Eyes  ? 
Or  whether  riding  on  the  Balk  of  mine 
Seem  they  in  Motion  ?  Here  are  fever'd  Lips 
Farted  with  Sugar  Breath ;  fo  fweet  a  Bar 
Should  funder  luch  fweet  Friends :  Here  in  her  Hairs 
The  Painter  plays  the  Spider,  and  hath  woven 
A  golden  Mefh  t'  intrap  the  Hearts  of  Men 
Fauer  than  Snats  in  Cobwebs :  But  her  Eyes, 
How  could  he  fee  to  do  them  ?  Having  made  one^ 
Methinks*  it  ihould  have  Power  to  fteal  both  his. 
And  leave  it  felf  unfiniih*d :  Yet  look  how  far  . 
The  Subftance  of  my  Praife  doth  wrong  this  Shadow 
In  underprifing  it ;  fo  far  this  Shadow 
Doth  limp  behind  the  Subftance.    Here's  the  Scrow), 
The  Continent  and  Sumniiary  of  my  Fortune. 

ToH  that  chufi  not  h  the  FteWy 
Chdnce  as  fairy  ana  chufeas  true: 
Since  this  Fortune  falls  to  yoH, 
Be  contenty  andfeek^no  new. 
If  joH  be  well  f  leafed  with  thiSy 
And  hold  your  Fortune  for  your  Blifsy 
Turn  you  where  your  Ladj  iSy 
And  claim  her  with  a  loving  Kifs. 

A  gentle  Scrowl ;  Fair  Lady,  by  your  Leave,      [Kifjin^htr. 

I  coiiie  by  Note  to  give,  and  to  receive. 

Like  one  of  two -contending  in  a  Prize, 

That  thinks  he  hath  done  well  in  Peoples  Eyes; 

Hearing  Applaufe  and  univerfal  Shout,  , 

Giddy  in  Spirit,  ftill  gazing  in  a  Doubt, 

Whether  thofe  Peals  of  Praife  be  his  or  no; 

So  thrice  fair  Lady  ftancl  I  even  fo. 

As  doubtful  whether  what  I  fee  be  true. 

Until  confirmed,  fign'd,  ratify'd  by  you. 

For.  You  fee,  my  Lord  Bajfanioy  where  I  ftand, 
Such  as  I  am;  tho'  for  my  felf  alone, 
I  would  not  be  ambitious  in  my  Wiifa, 
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To  wifli  my  felf  much  better;  yet  for  you, 
I  would  be  trebled  twenty  Times  my  felf> 
A  thoufand  times  more  fair,  ten  thoufand  Times 
More  rich,  that  to  ftand  high  in  your  Account, 
I  might  in  Virtues,  Beauties,  Livings,  Friends, 
Exceed  Account ;  but  the  full  Sum  of  me 
Is  Sum. of  nothing;   which  to  term  in  grofs, 
.  Is  an  unleflbn'd  6irl,  unfchooFd,  unpradis'd : 
Happy  \n  this,  (he  is  not  yet  fo  old      * 
But  fhe  may  learn;  happier  then  in  this. 
She  is  not  bred  fo  dullj>ut  (he  can  learn; 
Happieft  of  all  is,  that  her  gentle  Spirit 
Commits  it  felf  to  yours  to  be  direfted, 
As  from  hef  Lord,  her  Governor,  her  King, 
My  felf,  and  what  is  mine,  to  you  and  yours 
Is  now  converted^     But  now  I  was  the  t-ady 
Of  this  fair  Manfion,  Miftrefs  of  my  Servants* 
Queen  o*er  my  felf,  and  even  now ;  but  now 
This  Houfe,  thefe  Servants,  and  this  fame  myfcif 
Are  yours  my  Lord,  I  give  them  with  this  Ring, 
Which  when  you  part  from,  lofe,  or  give  away. 
Let  it  prefag^  the  Ruin  of  your  Love, 
And  be  my  Vantage  to  exclaim  on  you. 

Bajf.  Madam,  you  have  bereft  me  of  all  Words, 
Only  my  Blood  (peaks  to  you  in  my  Veins, 
Andf  there  is  fuch  Confufion  in  my  Powers, 
As  after  fome  Oration  fairly  fpoke 
By  a  beloved  Prince,  there  doth  appear 
Among  the  buzzing  pleafed  Multitude, 
Where  every  fomethyig  being  blent  together. 
Turns  to  a  wild  of  nothing,  fave  of  Joy 
Expreft,  and  not  expreft;  but  when  this  Ring 
Parts  from  this  Finger,  then  parts  Life  from  hence; 

0  then  be  bold  to  fay,  Bajfamo^s  dead. 
JVer.  My  Lord  and  Lady,  it  is  now  our  time. 

That  have  flood  by,  and  feen  our  Wilhes  profper. 

To  cry  Good  Joy,  good  Joy,  my  Lord  and  Lady. 

Gra.  My  Lord  Bajfamo,  and  my  gentle  Lady,, 

1  wi(h  you  all  the  Joy  that  you  can  wi(h; 
For  I  am  fure  you  can  wi(h  none  from  tatx 
And  when  your  Honours  mean  to  {oUtcmvi.^ 

H  X 
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The  Bargain  of  your  Faith,  I  do  befeech  you 
Even  at  that  time  I  may  be  manied  too. 

Baf.  With  all  my  Heart»  fo  thou  canft  get  a  Wife. 

Gra.  I  thank  your  Lordfhipy  you  have  got  ipe  one. 
My  £yes»  my  Lord,  can  look  as  fwift  as  yours : 
You  fa w  the  Miftrefs>  I  beheld  the  Maid ; 
Youlov*d;  I  lov'd  forlntermiffion. 
No  more  pertains  to  me,  my  Lord,  than  you : 
Tour  Fortune  flood  upon  the  Caskets  there. 
And  fo  did  mine  too,  as  the  Matter  falls : 
For  wooing  Herd,  until  I  fweat  again, 
Aod  fwe^ing  'till  my  very  Roof  was  dry 
With  Oaths  of  Love,  at  laft,  if  Promife  laft, 
I  got  a  Promife  of  this  fair  one  here. 
To  have  her  Love,  provided  that  your  Fortune 
Atchiev'd  her  Miftrefs. 

For.  Is  this  true,  Ncrifa  ? ' 

Ner.  Madam,  it  is  fo,  fo  you  fland  pleas'd  withal. 

Bajf.  Add  do  you,  GratUno^  mean  good  Faith  ? 

Gra.  Yes  Faith  my  Lord. 

Bajf.  Our  Feaft  ftiall  be  much  honoured  in  your  Mar- 
riage. 

Gra.  We'll  play  with  them,  the  firft  Boy  for  a  thoufand 
Ducats. 

Ner.  What,  and  ftake  down? 

Gra.  No,  we  ihall  ne'er  win  at  that  Sport,  and  flake  down. 
But  who  comes  here?  Lorenzj^  and  his  Infidel? 
What,  and  my  old  Venetian  Friend*  Satanic  ? 

EfUer  Lorenzo,  Jelfica,  4x^^alanio. 

Baff.  Lerenx^o  and  SaUnioy  welcome*hither.^ 
If  that  the  Youth  of  my  new  Intereft  here 
Have  Power  to  bid  you  welcome.   By  your  Leave 
I  bid  my  very  Friends  and  Country-men, 
Sweet  Portia^  welcome. 

For.  So  do  I,  my  Lord ;  they  are  intirely  welcome. 

Lor.  I  thank  your  Honour :  For  my  parr,  my  Lord^ 
My  Purpofe  was  not  to  have  feen  you  hercj 
But  meeting  with  Salanio  by  the  way. 
He  did  intreat  me  paft  all  faying  nay* 
To  come  with  him  along. 

SaU 
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SaU  I  did  my,Lord>  ' 

And  I  have  reafon  for  it;  Signior  Afithonh 
C9ininends  him  to  you. 

Bajf.  E'er  I  ope  this  Letter, 
I  pray  you  tell  me  how  my  good  Friend  doth. 

Sal.  Not  fick,  my  Lord,  unlefs  it  be  in'  Mind; 
Nor  well,  unlefs  in  Mind :  His  Letter  th^re 
JVill  ftiew  you  his  Eftate. 

BaiTanio  cpefjs  the  Letter • 

Gra.  Nerijfa^  cheer  yond  Stranger,  bid  her  wclc#meJ 
Your  Hand,'  Salanio;  ,what*s  the  News  from  Fenicei 
How  doth  that  Royal  Merchant,  good  jittthonio  i 
I  know  he  will  be  glad  of  our  Succefs :  * 
We  are  the  Jafens^  we  have  won  the  Fleece. 

SaU  I  would  you  had  won  the  Fleece  that  he  hath  loft. 

If  or.  There  arefome  fh  re  wd  Contents  in  yond  fame  Paper^ 
That  fteals  the  Colour  from  Baffanio'%  Cheek : 
Some  dear  Friend  dead,  elfe  nothing  in  the  World 
Could  turn  fo  much  the  Conftitution 
Of  any  conftant  Man.  What,  worife  and  worfet 
With  Leave,  Bajfamo^  I  am  half  your  felf. 
And  muft  freely  have  the  half  ot  any  thing 
That  this  fame  Paper  brings  you. 

Baf.  O  (wcct  Partial  1^ 

Here  arc  a.  few  of  the  unpleafant'ft  Words 
That  ever  blotted  Paper.     Gentle  Lady, 
When  I  did  firft  inipart  my  Love  to  you, 
I  freely  told  you,  all  the  Wealth  I  had 
Ran  in  my  Veins.    I  was  a  Gentleman, 
And  then  I  told  you  true;  and  yet  dear  Lady, 
Rating  my  felf  at  nothing,  you  fliall  fee 
How  much  I  was  ^Braggart,  when  I  told  you 
My  State  was  nothing,  I  ihould  then  have  told  you,^ 
That  I  was  worfe  than  nothing.   For  indeed 
I  have  engaged  my  felf  to  a  dear  Friend; 
Engag'd  my  Friend  to  his  meer  Enemy, 
To  feed  my  Means.    Here  is  a  Letter,  Lady ; 
The  Paper  ar  the  Body  of  my  Friend, 
And  every  Word  in  it  a  gaping  Wound, 
liTuing  Life-blood,     But  is  it  ttue,  SAUm\*\ 
Wave  iU  bis  Ventures  faird  1  WVux»  uoit  otft>wxV 
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From  TrifoliSi  from  Mexico^  from  EngUnd^ 
From  Lisbon^  Barharj^  and  India^ 
And  not  one  VefTel  *icape  the  dreadful  Touch 
Of  Merchan^marring  Rocks? 

Sal.  Not  one,  my  Lord : 
Befides,  it  fhould  appear,  that  if  he  had 
The  prefent  Mony  to  difcharge  the  Jewy  Ji 

He  would  not  take  it.  Never  did  I  know 
A  Creature  that  did  bear  the  Shape  of  Man, 
-So  keen  and  greedy  to  confound  a  Man. 
Me  plies  the  Dake  at  Morning  and  at  Night, 
And  dqth  impeach  the  Freedom  of  the  State, 
If  they  deny  him  Tuftice.    Twenty  Merchants, 
The  Duke  himfel^  and  the  Magnihcoes 
Of  greatefl:  Port  have  all  pcrfuaded  with  him, 
Biit  none  can  drive  him  from  the  envious  Plea 
Of  Forfeiture,  of|Juftice»  and  his  Bond. 

Jef.  When  I  was  with  him,  I  have  heard  him  fwear. 
To  TubM  and  to  Chus^  his  Country-men, 
That  he  would  rather  have  Anthoni^^  Flefli 
Than  twenty  times  the  Value  of  the  Sum 
That  he  did  owe  him;  and  I  know,  my  Lord, 
If  Law,  Authority,  and  Power  deny  nor, 
It  will  go  hard  with  poor  Anthonio. 

Tor.  Is  it  your  dear  Friend  that  i^  thus  in  Trouble  f 

Bajf.  The  dearefl:  Friend  to  me,  the  kindeft  Man, 
The  beft  conditioned,  and  unweary'd  Spirit 
In  doing  Courteiies;  and  one  in  whom 
The  ancient  Roman  Honour  more  appears   •      ^ 
Than  any  that  draws  Breath  in  Itah.  "y 

For.  What  Sum  owes  he  the  jcw^ 

Bajf.  For  me  three  ttoufand  Ducats., 

Tor.  What,  no  more  ? 
Pay  him  fix  thoufand,  and  deface  the  Bond ; 
Double  fix  thoufand,  and  then  treble  that. 
Before  a  Friend  of  this  Defcription 
Shall  lofe  a  Hair  through  my  Bajfanio*s  Fault. 
Firft  go  with  jne  to  Church,  and  call  me  Wife, 
And  then  away  to  Venice  to  your  Friend  j 
For  never  (hall  you  lye  by  Tortisf%  Side  . 
With  an  unquiet  Soul.    You  fliall  have  Gold 
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To  pay  the  petty  Debt  tweqty  times  over. 

When  it  i%  paid,  bring  your  true  Friend  along; 

My  Maid  Neriffa^  and  my  felf  mean  time*  ^ 

Will  live  as  Maids  and  Widows:  Come  away. 

For  you  fhali  hence  upon  my  Wedding-day. 

Bid  your  Friends  welcome^  (how  a  merry  Cheer; 

Since  you  are  dear  bought^  I  will  love  you  dean 

But  let  me  hear  the  Letter  of  your  Friend. 

B^j^  reads.  ^^e€t  Baffanio,  mj  Ships  have  allmifcarrfd»  mj 
i3  Creditors  grow  cruel^  mj  Efiate  is  very  low^ 
my  Bond  to  the]  t^  is  forfeit  i  and  ftnce^  in  faying  it^  it  isimpop 
JwU  I  Jhonld  livcy  all  Debts  are  cleared  between  you  and  f^ 
if  I  might  fee  yoH  at  mj  Death  i  notwithfianding  ufe  your 
Flcafure :  If  your  Love  do  not  pcrfuade  you  to  come^  let  not 
my  Letter* 

For.  O  Lovef  difpatch  all  Bufinefs,  and  begone. 

Bajf.  Since  I  have  your  good  Leave  to  go  away^ 
I  will  make  hafte;  but  'till  I  come  again. 
No  Bed  fhall  e'er  be  guilty  of  my  Stay, 
Nor  Reft  be  Interpofer  'twixt  us  two.  [E^coHnt. 

SCENE  III.    Venice.  ' 

Enter  Shylock,  Solarino,  Anthonio,  and  the  Goaler. 

Shy.  Goaler,  look  to  him :  Tell  me  not  of  Merc/. 
This  is  the  Fool  that  lends  out  Mony  Gratis. 
Goaler,  look  to  him. 

Ant.  Hear  me  yet,  good  Shylock* 

Shj.  I'll  have  my  Bond;fpcak  not  againft  my  Bond: 
I  have  fwom  an  Oath  that  I  will  have  my  Bond. 
Thou  cairft  me  Dog  before  thou  hadft  a  Caufc; 
But  fince  I  am  a  Dog,  beware  my  Fangs: 
The  Duke  (hall  grant  me  Juftice.     I  do  wonder^ 
Thou  naughty  Goaler,  that  thou  art  fo  fond 
To  come  Abroad  with  him  at  his  Requeft. 

Ant.  I  pray  thee  hear  m^  fbeak. 

Shy.  V\\  have  my  Bond;  I%ill  not  hear  thbe  fpeak: 
I'll  have  my  j^ond;  and  therefore  fpeak  no  more. 
I'll  not  be  made  a  foft  and  dull-ey'd  Fool, 
To  fhake  the  Head,  relent,  and  figVi  ^tiA.  Y^A^ 
To  ChriRm  Iijterceflbrs.    FoUov  xxow 

HA 
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I'll  have  no  fpeakiog;  I  will  have  my  Bond,  [^^xii  Shyiu«^. 

SoU.  It  is  the  moft  impenetrable  Ciir 
ever  kept  with  Men. 

ui9n.  Let  him  alene^ 
I'll  follow  him  no  more  with  bootlefi  Prayers  i 
He  feeks  my  Life;  his  Reafon  well  I  know  $ 
I  oft  delivered  from  his  Forfeitures 
Many  that  have  at  tinies  made  Moan  to  me; 
.Therefore  he  hateit  me. 

SeU.  1  am  fure  th$  Duke  will  never  grant  this  Forfeiture 
to  hold. 

.^/.  The  Duke  cannot  deny  the  Courfe  of  Law; 
For  the  Commodity  diat  Strangers  have 
With  us  in  Finice,  if  it  be  deny'd. 
Will  much  impeach  the  Juftice  of  the  State, 
Since  that  the  Trade  and  Profit  of  the  City 
Confifteth  of  all  Nations.     Therefore  go» 
Thefe  Griefs  and  Lofles  have  fo  bated  ine» 
That  I  ihall  hardly  fpare  a  Pound  of  Flefli 
To  Morrow  to  my  bloody  Creditor. 
Welly  6oaler,  on ;  pray  (Sod  Bajfanio  come 
To  fee  me  pay  his  Debt,  and  then  I  care  not.       [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.  BeJmont. 

[  EtHiT  Portia,  Nerifllb  Lorenzo,  Jeffica,  ^ndd  Servant  of  \ 
J  PortiaV. 

Lor.  Madam*  although  I  fpeak  it  in  your  Prefence^ 
You  have  a  noble  and  a  true  Conceit 
Of  God-like  Amity*  which  appears  moft  firongly 
In  bearing  thus  the  Abfence  of  your  Lord : 
But  if  you  knew  to  whoni  you  (hew  this  Honour* 
How  true  a  Gentleman  you  fend  I^elief  to, 
How  dear  a  Lover  of  my  Lord,  your  Husband, 
I  know  ydu  would  be  prouder  of  the  Work* 
Than  cuftomary  Bounty  can  enforce  you. 

For.  1  never  did  repent  f#  doing  good, 
Nor  fhall  not  now ;  for  in  Companions 
That  do  converfe  and  wafte  the  Time  together* 
Whofc^uls  do  bear  an  equal  Xoke  of  Love, 
There  muft  be  needs  a  like  Proportion 
Of  LiaczmcntSy  of  Manners,  and  of  Spirit;  ^NVadv 
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Whi<:h  makflTtne  think  that  this  uimhonio^ 

Being  the  Bofom-Iover  of  my  Lord, 

M uft  neec^s  be  like  my  Lord.     If  it  be  fo, 

How  little  is  the  Coft  I  have  beftowed 

In  purchafing  the  Sembknce  of  my  Soul 

From  out  the  ftate  of  hcllifh  Cruelty.  .      r 

This  comes  too  qear  the  praifing  of  my  felf; 

Therefore  no  ipore  of  it :  Here  are  other  things*  \  .1 

Lorenx^Oy  I  commit  into  your  Hands, 

The  Husbandry  and  Manage  of  my  Houfe, 

Until  my  Lord's  return.,     For  mine  own  parr,  r  » j 

I  have  toward  Heav'n  breathed  a  fecret  Vow,  ;  .  ^ 

To  live  in  Prayer  and  Contemplation,  .  , 

Only  attended  by  Nerijfa  here,  \ 

Until  her  Husband  and  my  Lord's  return. 

There  is  a  Monaftery  two  Miles  oiF, 

And  there  we  will  abide*    I  do  defire  you 

Not  to  deny  this  Jmpofition, 

The  which  my  Love  and  fome  Necefiity 

Now  lays  upon  you. 

Lor.  Madam,  with  all  my  Hearts 
I  (hall  obey  you  in  all  fair  Commands* 

Pot.  My  People  do  already  know  my  mind,  / 

And  will  acknowledge  you  and  Jeffica 
In  place  of  Lord  Bajfamo  and  my  felf. 
So  fare  you  well  'till  we  fhall  meet  again. 

Lor.  Fair  Thoughts  and  happy  Hours  attend  on  you* 

j^f/T  I  wiih  your  Lady  (hip  all  Heart's  Content. 

Por.  I  thank  you  for  your  Wilh,  and  am  well  pleasM 
To  ^ifti  it  back  on  you:  Fare  you  well,  j^^f^i.  [£jc.Je£^Lor 
Now,  BaUhaz^ar^  as  I  have  ever  found  thee  honeft,  true. 
So  let  me  find  thee  ftill ;  Take  this  fame  Letter, 
And  ufe  thou  all  the  Endeavour  of  a  Man, 
In  rpee4  to  Mantua ;  fee  thou  render  this 
](nto  my  Coufin'sHand,  Doftor  Bellario^ 
Aqd  look  what  Notes  and  Garments  he  doth  give  thee. 
Bring  them,  I  pray  thee,  with  iniagin'd  fpeed 
Unto  the  Trajeft,  to  the  common  Ferry 
Which  trades  to  f^emce  :  Waftp  no  time  in  Words, 
But  get  thee  gone;  I  (hall  be  thett  befot^  x>cv^^% 

Ba/.  Madap^  Igovfith  all  couvwv^tix.^^^^^-  ^^^c 
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For.  Come  on,  Uerijfa^  I  have  WcMrk  in  hand 
That  you  yet  know  not  of:  We'll  fee  our  Husbands 
Before  they  think  of  us? 

JVcr.  Shall  they  fee  us? 

For.  They  fhalJ,  Nerifa;  but  in  fuch  a  Habits 
That  they  fliall  think  ve  are  accompliftied 
With  that  we  lack.    I'll  hold  thee  any  Wager, 
When  we  are  both  Accoutred  like  Young  Men, 
I'll  prove  the  prettier  Fellow  of  the  two. 
And  wear  my  Da^er  with  the  braver  Grace, 
And  fpeak  between  the  Change  of  Man  and  Boy^ 
With  a  reed  Voice ;  and  turn  two  mincing  Steps 
Into  a  itiaply  Stride,  and  (peak  of  Frays, 
Like  a  fiiie  bragging  Youth  ;  and  tell  quaint  Lies, 
How  honourable  Ladies  fought  my  Love, 
Which  I  denying,  they  fell  fick  and  died. 
I  could  not  do  withal :  Then  I'll  repent. 
And  wiih  for  all  that,  that  I  had  not  kill'd  them. 
And  twenty  of  thefe  puny  Lies  I'll  tell. 
Then  Men  (hall  fwear  I  have  difcontinued  School 
Above  a  Twelve-month.    I  have  within  my  Mind 
A  thoufand  raw  Tricks  of  thefe  bragging  Jacks, 
Which  I  will  praiftife. 

Ner.  Why,  fhall  we  turn  to  Men  ? 

Par.  Fid,  what  a  queftion's  that. 
If  thou  wert  near  a  lewd  Interpreter  ? 
But  come^  Til  tell  thee  all  my  whole  Device 
When  I  am  in  my  Coach,  which  ftays  for  us 
At  the  Park  Gate;*  and  therefore  hafte  away. 
For  w(>  muft  meafure  Twenty  Miles  to  day.  [Eximnt. 

Enter  Launcelot  and  Jeffica. 

Laun.  Yes,  truly  :  For  look  you,  the  Sins  of  the  Father 
are  to  be  laid  upon  the  Children  ;  therefore,  I  promife  you, 
I  fear  you.  I  was  always  plain  with  you ;  and  fo  now  I 
fpeak  my  Agitation  of  the  Matter ;  Therefore  be  of  good 
cheer;  for  truly  I  think  you  are  Damn'd:  There  is  but  one 
hope  in  it  that  can  do  you  any  good,  and  that  is  but  a  kind 
of  Baftard-hope  neither. 

Jef.  And  what  hope  is  that,  I  pray  thee  ? 

Lann.  Marry  you  may  partly  hope  that  your  Father  got 
you  not,  that  you  are  not  the  jeuf%  Daughter. 
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Jef.  That  were  a  kind  of  Baftard-hope  indeed ;  fo  the 
Sins  of  my  Mother  (hould  be  viiited  upon  me. 

Laf$9f.  Truly  then  I  fear  you  are  Damn'd  both  by  Father 
and  Mother :  Thus  when  you  ftiun  Sjlla^  your  Father,  you  fall 
into  Qjaribdisy  your  Mother :  Well« .  you  are  gone  both  ways. 

Jef  I  ihall  be  faved  by  my  Husband;  he  hath  made  me 
a  Chriftian.  j 

Laun.  Truly  the  more  to  blame  he ;  we  were  Chriftians 
enough  before,  e'en  as  many  as  could  well  live  one  by  ano- 
ther :  This  making  of  Chriftkms  will  r i  i  (e  the  Price  of  Hogs ; 
if  we  grow  all  to  be  Pork-eaters,  we  ihall  not  ihortly  have  a 
Raiher  on  the  Coals  for  Mony. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Jef.  V\\  tell  my  Husband,  Lamcelot,  what  you  fay : 
Here  he  comes. 

Lor*  I  (hall  grow  Jealous  of  you  ihortly,  Lamcelot,  if 
you  thus  get  my  Wife  into  Corners. 

Jef  Nay,  you  need  not  fear  us,  Lorenx,o ;  Launcelot  and 

I  are  out;  he  tells  me  flatly,  there  is  no  Mercy  for  me  in 

Hcav*n,   becaufe  I  am  a  Jctij^s  Daughter :    And  he  fays, 

you  are  no* good  Member  of  the  Commonwealth;  for  in 

■  converting  j^rv/x  to  Chriftians,  you  raifc  the  Price  of  Pork. 

Lor.  I  ihall  anfwer  that  better  to  the  Commonwealth  than 
you  can  the  getting  up  of  the  Negro's  Belly :  The  Moor  is 
with  Child  by  you,  Lannceloti 

Laun.  It  is  much  that  the  Moor  fhould  be  more  than  Rea* 
fon:  But  if  (he  be  lefsthan  an  honeft  Woman,  (he  is  indeed 
more  than  I  took  her  for. 

Lor.  How  every  Fool  can  play  upon  the  Word  f  I  think 
the  beft  Grace  of  Wit  will  (hortly  turn  into  Silence,  and  Di(^ 
courfe  grow  commendable  in  none  only  but  Parrats.  Go  in, 
Sirrahj  bid  them  prepare  for  Dinner. 

Laun.  That  is  done.  Sir ;  they  have  all  Stomachs. 

Lor.  Goodly  Lord,  what  a  Wit-fnapper  are  you !  Then 
bid  them  prepare  Dinner. 

Laun.  That  is  done  too.  Sir;  only  Cover  is  the  word. 

Lor.  Will  you  cover  then.  Sir? 

Lann.  Not  fo,  Sir,  neither ;  I  know  my  Duty. 

Lor.  Yet  more  quarrelling  with  occa(ion !  wilt  thou  (Ke^ 
the  whole  Wealth  of  thy  Wit  in  v^  \tvft.^tvx\  \  ^x\^  ^^-^x^w- 
derftand  a  phta Man  ia  his  plain Mcwiit^^  \  Goxo i3kn^^^^^: 
hid  them  cover  the  Table,  feivc  In  t\v^  VS^^^x^  ^tA  hi^  ^ 
come  in  to  Dinner. 
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LitHn.  For  the  Table,  Sir,  it  (hall  be  ferved  in ;  lor  the 
Meat,  Sir*  it  fhall  be  covered;  for  your  coming  in  to  Dio- 
no-,  Sir^  whyletitbeasHomours  and  Conceits  fliallgoveriL 

\Exit  Lauo. 

Lw.  O  dear  Difcretion,  how  his  Words  arefuitedl 
{The  Fool  hath  planted  in  his  Memory 
Aa  Army  of  good  Words;  and  I  do  know 
A  many  Fools  that  (land  in  better  pkce» 
Garni(h'd  like  him,  that  for  a  trickfie  Word 
Defie  the  Matter :  How  cheer'ft  thou,  Jiffies  I 
And  now,  good  Sweet,  fay  thy  Opinion, 
How  doft  thou  like  the  Lord  Bajfamo's  Wife  i 

Jef.  Paft  all  exprcffing :  It  is  very  meet 
iThe  Lord  Bajfanio  live  an  upright  Life. 
iFor  having  fuch  a  Bleding  in  his  Lady, 
He  finds  the  Joys  of  Heav'n  here  on  Earth  : 
And  if  on  Earth  he  do  not  mean  it,  it 
Is  reafon  he  (hould  never  come  to  Heav'n. 
,Why,  if  two  gods  (hoiild  play  fome  heav'nly  Match» 
Ana  on  the  Wager  lay  two  earthly  Women, 
And  Portia  one,  there  muft  be  fomething  el(e 
Pawn'd  with  the  other;  for  the  poor  rude  World 
Hath  not  her  Fellow. 

Lor.  Even  fuch  a  Husband 
Haft  thou  of  mc,  as  (he  is  for  a  Wife. 

yef.  Nay,  but  ask  my  Opinion  too  of  that* 

Lor.  I  will  anon ;  Firft  let  us  go  to  Dinner. 

Jef.  Nay,  let  me  praife  you  while  I  have  a  Stomach. 

Lor.  No,  pray  thee,  let  it  fervc  for  Table-talk ; 
Then  howfome'er  thou  fpeak'ft,  'mongft  other  things 
I  (hall  digeft  it.  (^ 

Jef.  Well,  I'll  fet  you  forth.  l£xeufi$.     ': 

^ : ; _      1* 

A  C  T  IV.     S  C  E  N  E    L    Fenice. 

Enter  the  Duke,  the  Senators^  Anthonio^  Baflanio,  ^iittd 

Gratiano. 

'Ohke.  \  T  7  H  A  T,  is  Anthonio  here  ? 

VV      Ant.  Ready,  fo  pleafe  your  Grace. 
Dnke.  I  am  forry  for  thee ;  thou  art  come  to  ^wer 
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A  ftony  Adverfary,  an  inhuman  Wretch, 
Uncapablc  of  Pity,  void  and  empty 
From  any  dram  of  Mercy; 

-/*»/.  I  have  heard 
Your  Grace  hath  ta^en  great  pains  to  qualifie 
His  rigorous Courfe.;  but  (ince  he  ftands  obdurate^ 
And  that  no  lawful  Means  can  carry  me 
Out  of  his  Envy's  reach,  I  do  oppofe 
My  Patience  to  his  Fury,  and  am  arm'd 
To  fuffer  with  a  quietnefs  of  Spirit 
The  very  Tyranny  and  Rage  of  his. 

Dnl^e.  Go  one  and  call  the  yew  into  the  Court! 

Sal.  He  is  ready  at  the  Door:  He  comes,  my  Lord. 

Enter  Shylock. 

Dnkf.  Make  room,  and  let  him  ftand  before  our  Face. 
Shylock*  the  World  thinks,  and  I  think  fo  too. 
That  thou  but  lead'ft  this  Faihion  of  thy  Malice 
To  the  laft  Hour  of  aft,  and  then  'tis  thought 
Thoult  ihew  ihy  Mercy  and  Kemorfe  more  ftrangct      '"[^ 
Than  is  thy  ftrango.  apparent  Cruelty, 
Which  is  a  Pound  of  this  poor  Merchant's  Flefh. 
Thou  wilt  not  only  lofe  the  Forfeiture, 
But  touch'd  with  human  Gentlenefs  and  Love^ 
Forgive  a  moiety  of  the  Principal, 
Glancing  an  Eye  of  Pity  on  his  Lofles 
That  have  of  late  fo  hudled  on  his  back, 
Enough  to  prefs  a  Koyal  Merchant  down. 
And  pluck  Commiferation  of  his  State 
From  braffy  Bofoms,  and  rough  Hearts  of  Flint, 
From  ftubborn  Turks  and  Tartars,  never  trained  ^ 

To  Offices  of  tender  Courtefie. 
We  all  expeft  a  gentle  Anfwer,  Jew. 

Shy.  I  hai^e  poflefs'd  your  Grace  of  what  I  purpofe,' 
And  by  our  holy  Sabbath  have  I  fworn 
To  have  the  Due  and  Forfeit  of  my  Bond. 
If  you  deny  it,  let  the  Danger  light 
Upon  your  Charter,  and  your  City's  Freedom.' 
You'll  ask  me  why  I  rather  chufe  to  have 
A  weight  of  Carrion  Flefh,  than  to  receive 
Three  thoufand  Ducats  ?  Til  not  anfwer  that« 
But  fay  it  is  my  Humour^  is  it  ^tv(^ttt4\ 
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What  if  my  Houfe  be  troubled  with  a  Rat, 

And  I  be  pleas'd  to  give  ten  thou(and  Ducats 

To  have  it  brain'd  ?  What,  are  you  anfwer*d  yet? 

Some  Men  there  are  love  not  a  gaping  Pig, 

Some  that  are  mad,  if  they  behold  a  Cat» 

And  others,  when  the  Bag-pipe  fings  VtK  Nofe^ 

Cannot  contain  their  Urine  for  affeftion. 

Mafterlefs  Paffion  fways  it  to  the  mood 

Of  what  it  likes  or  loaths.    Now  for  your  Afifwer* 

As  there  is  no  firm  reafon  to  be  rendred 

Why  he  cannot  abide  a  gaping  Pig, 

Why  he  a  harmlefs  neceflary  Cat, 

Why  he  a  woollen  Bag-pipe,  but  of  force 

Mu(t  yield  to  fuch  inevitable  Shame» 

As  to  offend  himfelf,  being  offended ; 

So  can  I  give  no  Reafon,  nor  I  will  not^ 

More  than  a  lodg'd  hate,  and  a  certain  loathing 

I  bear  :Anth$mo^  that  I  follow  thus  , 

A  lofing  Suit  againft  him.     Are  you  anfwered  ? 

Bajf.  This  is  no  Anfwer,  thou  unfeeling  Man, 
To  excufe  the  current  of  thy  Cruelty. 

Shy.  I  am  not  bound  to  pleafe  thee  with  my  Anfwer. 

Bajf.  Do  all  Men  kill  the  thing  they  do  not  love  S 

Shy.  Hates  any  Man  the  thing  ne  would  not  kill? 

Bajf.  Every  Offence  is  not  a  Hate  at  firft. 

Shj.   What,  would'ft   thou  have  a  Serpent  fting  thcc 
twice  ? 

Ant.  I  pray  you  think  you  queftion  with  a  Jew* 
You  may  as  weU  go  ftand  upon  the  Beach, 
And  bid  the  main  Flood  bate  his  ufual  height. 
Or  even  as  well  ufe  Qiieftion  with  the  Walfi 
The  Ewe  bleat  for  the  Lamb  :  When  you  behold* 
You  may  as  well  forbid  the  Mountain  Pines 
To  wag  their  high  Tops,  and  to  make  no  noife 
When  they  are  fretted  with  the  gufts  of  Heav'n. 
You  may  as  well  do  any  thing  moft  hard. 
As  feek  to  foften  that>  than  which  what  harder. 
His  Jewijh  Heart.    Therefore  I  do  befeech  you 
Make  no  more  offers*  ufe  no  farther  means. 
But  with  all  brief  and  plain  conveniency 
Let  me  have  Juifgment,  and  the  Jew  his  Will* 
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Bajf.  For  thy  three  thoufand  Ducats  here  is  fix* 

Shj.  If  every  Ducat  in  fix  thoufand  Ducats 
Were  in  fix  parts^  and  every  part  a  Ducat> 
I  would  not  draw  them,  I  would  have  my  Bond. 

DHkci  How  fhalt  thou  hope  for  Mercy,  rcndring  none? 

Shy.  What  Judgment  (hall  I  dread,  doing  no  wrong? 
You  have  among  you  many  a  purchased  Slave, 
Which^  like  your  AiTes,  and  your  Dogs  and  Mvdts^ 
You  ufe  in  abjed:  and  in  flavi(h  part, 
Becaufc  you  bought  them^    Shall  I  fay  to  you. 
Let  them  be  free.  Marry  them  to  your  Heirs  ? 
Why  fweat  they  under  Burthens  ?  Let  their  Beds 
Be  madeasfbft  as  yours,  and  let  their  Pallats 
Be  feafon^d  with  fuch  Viands:  You  will  anfwer. 
The  Slaves  are  ours*    So  do  I  anfwer  you^ 
The  Pound  of  Flcfh  which  I  demand  of  him. 
Is  dearly  bought,  'tis  mine,  and  I  will  have  it. 
If  you  deny  me^  fie  upon  your  Law^ 
There  is  no  force  in  the  Decrees  of  PTfnice  : 
I  ftand  for  Judgment ;  anfwer  i  (hall  I  have  it? 

Duke.  Upon  my  Power  I  may  difmifs  this  Court, 
Unlefs  BeUario^  a  Learned  Doftor, 
Whom  I  have  fcnt  for  to  determine  this. 
Come  here  to  day. 

Sal.  My  Lord,  here  ftays  without 
A  Me(renger  with  Letters  from  the  Doftor, 
New  come  from  Padua. 

Duke.  Bring  us  the  Letters,  call  the  M  eflfengers. 

Bajf.  Good  cheer,  jinthonioi  What  Man,  Courage  yet: 
The  Jew  (hall  have  my  Fle(h,  Blood,  Bones,  and  all, 
E*cr  thou  (halt  lofe  for  me  one  drop  of  Blood* 

jint.  I  am  a  tainted  Weather  of  the  Flock, 
Meeteft  for  Death  :  The  weakeft  kind  of  Fruit 
Drops  earlieft  to  the  Ground,  fo  let  me. 
You  cannot  better  be  employed,  Bafamo, 
Than  to  live  ftill,  and  write  mine  Epitaph. 

Epiter  Neri(ra  drefs*d  Uke  a  Laiwyer's  Clerk. 

Duke.  Came  you  from  Padua^  from  Bellarh  f 

2Ver.  Frona  both. 
My  Lord,  Bellario  greets  your  Grace. 

Baf  Why  doft  thou  whet  thy  Ktv^^^^^ 
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Shj.  To  cut  tke  Forfeiture  from  that  Bankrupt  there* 

Gra.  Not  on  thy  foaL  but  on,  thy  SouU  harfh  3^#u^^ 
Thou  mak^ft  thy  Knife  keen ;  but  no  Metal  can, 
No>  not  the  Hlingman's  Ax>  bear  half  the  keennefi 
Of  thy  Ai^rp  Envyk     Can  no  Prayers  pierce  thee? 

Shj.  NO)  none  that  thou  haft  wit  enough  to  make. 

Gra.  O  be  thou  Damn'd,  inexorable  Dog, 
And  for  thy  Life  let  Juftice  be  accu$'d; 
Thou  aknoft  mak'ft  me  waver  in  my  Faith, 
To  hold  Opinion  with  Pythagoras^ 
That  Souls  of  Animals  infufe  thcmfelves 
Into  the  Trunks  of  Men;     Thy  currifh  Spirit 
Governed  a  Wolf,  who  hang'd  for  human  Slaughter,    - 
Even  from  the  Gallows  did  his  fell  Soul  fleet. 
And  whil'ft  thou  layeft  in  thy  unhallowed  Dam, 
Infus'd  it  {elf  in  thee ;  for  thy  Defires 
Are  Wolfifh,  Bloody,  Starv*d,  and  Ravenous. 

Shj.  'Till  thou  canft  rail  the  Seal  from  off  my  Bood^ 
Thou  but  ofFend'ft  thy  Lungs  to  fpeak  fb  loud. 
Repair  thy  Wit>  good  Youth,  or  it  will  fall 
To^ndlefs  Ruin.    I  ftand  here  for  Law. 

Duke.  This  Letter  from  BeUario  doth  commend 
A  Young  and  Learned  Do&or  in  our  Court. 
Where  is  he? 

,Ner.  He  attendeth  here  hard  by 
To  know  your  Anfwer,  whether  you'll  admit  him? 

Dnkc  With  all  my  Heart.    Some  Three  or  Four  of  you 
Go  give  him  courteous  Condud  to  this  place, 
Mean  time  the  Court  fiiall  hear  Bellario*s  Letter. 

YOVR  Grace  /hall  nnderfiand,  that  at  the  receit  ofyomr 
Letter  I  am  veryjickj  But  at  the  Injlam  that  your  Adef^ 
Jenger  came^  in  loving  f^tjitation  was  with  me  a  young  Do^ 
Sor  of  Rome ,  his  Name  is  Balthafar :  /  acqsMinted  hifn 
with  the  Cafe  in  Controverfie^  between  the  Tew  and  Anthonio 
the  Merchant.  We  turnd  oer  many  Books  together:  He  is 
furnifhed  with  my  Opinion^  which  bettered  with  his  own  Learn^ 
ing»  the  greatnefs  whereof  I  cannot  enough  commend^  comes 
with  him  at  my  importunity ^  to  fill  up  your  Grace'' s  Requeft  in 
my  fiead.  I  befeech  you^  let  his  lack,  of  Tears  be  no  impede^ 
ment  to  let  him  lack^  a  reverend  Efiimatfon :  For  I  never 
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knew  fo  jofing  a  Body  7i/ith  fi  aid  a  Head.  I  leave  him  ta 
jour  gracious  Aeceptancey  wha/i  trial  Jhall  better  publijh  his 
Commendation^ 

Enttr  Portia^  Drefs'd  like  a  DoSlor  of  Laws* 

Duke.  You  hear  the  Learn'd  Bellario  what  he  writes. 
And  here>  I  take  it,  is  the  Do&or  comc«  ' 

Give  me  your  hand.     Came  you  from  old  Bellario! 

Por.  1  did,  my  Lord* 

Dnke.  You  are  welcome :  Take  your  Place. 
Are  you  acquainted  with  the  Difference, 
That  holds  this  prefent  Queftion  in  the  Court? 

Por.  I  am  informed  throughly  of  the  Cafe. 
Which  is  the  Merchant  here,  and  which  the  Jew  f 

Dtske.  Anthonio  and  old  Shjlock^  both  ftand  forth*  ^ 

Por.  Is  your  Name  Shjlock^l  i 

Shy.  Shjlockjs  my  Name. 

Por.  Of  a  ftrange  Nature  is  the  Suit  you  follow^ 
Yet  in  fuch  Rule,  that  the  Venetian  Law 
Cannot  impugn  you,  as  you  do  proceed.  h 

You  ftand  within  his  Danger,  do  you  not  \     [7*^  AnthoiUO^ 

Ant^  Ay,  fo  he  fays, 
'  Por^  Do  you  confefs  the  Bond  ? 

Ant.  I  do. 

Por.  Then  muft  the  Jew  be  merciful. 

Shj.  On  what  Compuliion  muft  I  ?  tell  me  thati 

Por.  The  quality  of  Mercy  is  not  ftrain'd ; 
It  droppeth  as  the  gentle  Rain  from  Heaven 
Upon  the  place  beneath.     It  is  twice  blefs'd. 
It  bleffeth  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes. 
'Tis  Mightieft  in  the  Mightieft,  it  becomes 
The  throned  Monarch  better  than  his  Crown*t 
His  Scepter  fliews  the  force  of  teihporal  Powers 
The  Attribute  to  Awe  and  Majefty, 
Wherein  doth  (it  the  Dread  and  Fear  of  Kings } 
But  Mercy  is  above  this  fceptred  Sway, 
It  is  enthroned  in  the  Hearts  of  Kings, 
It  is  an  Attribute  to  God  himfelf ; 
And  earthly  Power  doth  then  ftiew  likeft  God's^ 
When  Mercy  feafons  Juftice*    Thtttfot^^  *J^^ 
Tho'  Tuftice  be  thy  Pica*  con&det  tVvVs%  f^  •^v 
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That  in  the  courfe  of  Juftice  none  of  us 

Should  fee  Salvation.     We  do  pray  for  Mercy, 

And  that  fame  Prayer  doth  teach  us  all  to  render 

The  Deeds  of  Mercy.    I  have  fpoke  thus  much 

To  mitigate  the  Juftice  of  thy  Plea ; 

Which  if  thou  follow,  this  ftrid  courfe  of  yenice 

Muft  needs  give  Sentence  'gainft  the  Merchant  there« 

Shj.  My  Deeds  upon  my  Head.    I  crave  the  Law» 
The  Penalty  and  Forfeit  of  my  Bond. 

For.  Is  he  not  able  to  difcharge  the  Mony? 

Bajf.  Yes,  here  I  tender  it  for  him  in  the  Court, 
Yea>  twice  the  Sum ;  if  that  will  not  fuffice, 
I  will  be  bound  to  pay  it  ten  times  o'er, 
NOn  forfeit  of  my  Hands,  my  Head,  my  Heart. 
If  this  will  not  fufHce^  it  muft  appear 
That  Malice  bears  down  Truth.    And  I  befcech  you 
Wreft  once  the  Law  to  your  Authority. 
To  do  a  great  Right,  do  a  little  Wrong, 
And  curb  this  cruel  Devil  of  his  will. 
*    For.  It  muft  not  be,  there  is  no  Power  in  Venice 
Can- alter  a  Decree  eftabliflied. 
'Twill  be  recorded  for  a  Prefidenr, 
And  many  an  Error  by  the  fame  Example 
Will  rufli  into  the  State.    It  cannot  be. 

Shy.  A  Daniel  come  to  Judgment,  yea,  a  DanieU 
O  wife  young  Judge,  hew  do  I  honour  thee  I 

Por^  I  pray  you  let  me  look  upon  the  Bond. 

Shj.  Here  *tis,  moft  Reverend  Dodor,  here  it  is. 

for.  Shjflockj^  there's  thrice  thy  Mony  offer'd  thee. 

Sifj.  An  Oath,  an  Oath,  I  have  an  Oath  in  Heav'n. 
Shall  I  lay  Perjury  upon  my  Soul  ? 
No,  not  for  Venice. 

For.  Why,  this  Bond  is  forfeit. 
And  lawfully  by  this  the  Jew  may  claim 
A  Pound  of  Flefli,  to  be  by  him  cut  oiEF 
Neareft  the  Merchant's  Heart.     Be  merciful, 
iT«kc  thrice  thy  Mony,  bid  me  tear  the  Bond. 

Shy.  When  it  is  paid  according  to  the  Tenure.- 
It  doth  appear  you  are  a  worthy  "judge ; 
You  know  the  Law,  your  Expomion 


Hath  heenniQ/t  found.    I  charge  you  by  the  Law, 
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Whereof  you  are  a  well-deferving  Pillar, 
Proceed  to  Judgment.     By  my  Soul  I  fwear^ 
There  is  no  power  in  the  Tongue  of  Man 
To  alter  me.     I  ftay  here  on  my  Bond. 

^nt.  Moft  heartily  I  do  bcfcech  the  Court 
To  give  the  Judgment. 

Por.  Why  then  thus  it  is  t 
You  muft  prepare  your  Bofom  for  his  Knife.    •' 

Shj.  O  noble  Judge  !  O  excellent  young  Man ! 

Por.  For  the  intent  and  purpofe  of  the  Law 
Hath  full  relation  to  the  Penalty, 
Which  here  appeareth  due  upon  the  B6nd. 

Shy.  Tis  very  true.     O  wife  and  upright  Judge, 
How  much  more  elder  art  thou  than  thy  Looks  I 

Por.  Therefore  lay  bare  thy  Bofom. 

Shj.  Ay  his  Breaft, 
So  fays  the  Bond,  doth  it  not,  noble  Judge  ? 
Neareft  his  Heart,  thofe  are  the  very  words. 

Por.  It  is  fo.  Are  there  Ballances  here  to  weigh  theFleih  ? 

*%.  I  have  them  ready. 

Por.  Have  by  (bme  Surgeon,  Shjlock^^  on  your  Charge^ 
To  flop  his  Wounds,  left  he  fhould  bleed  to  Death. 

Shj.  It  is  not  nominated  in  the  Bond. 

Por,  It  is  not  (b  cxprefs'dj  but  what  of  that? 
*Twere  good  you  do  fo  much  for  Charity. 

Shj.  I  cannot  find  it^  'tis  not  in  the  Bond. 

Por.  Come,  Merchant,  have  you  any  thing  to  fay  ? 

^nt.  But  little  :  I  am  arm'd  and  well  prepar*d* 
Give  me  your  Hand,  Bajfanio^  fare  you  well. 
Grieve  not  that  I  am  fall'n  to  this  for  you  : 
For  herein  Fortune  (hews  her  felf  more  kind  t 

Than  is  her  Cuftom.     It  is  ftill  her  ufe 
To  let  the  wretched  Man  out-live  his  Wealth* 
To  view  with  hollow  Eye  and  wrinkled  Brow 
An  age  of  Poverty.     From  which  lingring  Penancd 
Of  fuch  a  Mifery,  doth  (he  cut  me  o(F. 
Commend  me  to  your  Honourable  Wife  | 
Tell  her  the  Proce(s  o( jimhonio*s  end; 
Say  how  I  lov*d  you  ;  fpeak  me  fair  in  Death  s 
And  when  the  Talc  is  told,  bid  her  be  judge* 
Whether  Bajfanio  had  not  once  a  Love« 

1  1  ^c^«s 
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Repent  not  you  that  you  fhalllofe  your  Friend» 
And  he  repents  not  that  he  pays  your  Debt; 
For  if  the  Jew  do  cut  but  deep  enough, 
I'll  pay  it  inftantly  with  all  my  Heart* 

Baffl  jinthonio^  I  am  married  to  a  Wife, 
Which  is  as  dear  to  me  as  Life  it  felf ; 
But  Life  it  felf>  my  Wife,  and  all  the  Worlds 
Are  not  with  me  efteem'd  above  thy  Life^ 
I  would  lofe  all,  Td  facrifice  them  all 
Here  to  this  Devil,  to  deliver  you. 

For.  Your  Wife  Would  give  you  little  thanks  for  that^ 
If  (he  were  by  to  hear  you  make  the  Offer. 

Gra.  I  have  a  Wife  whom  I  proceft  I  love, 
I  would  fhe  were  in  Heav'n,  fo  (he  could  u 

Intreat  fome  Power  to  change  this  curri(h  j^ai^.  I 

Ner.  'Tis  well  you  offer  it  behind  her  back. 
The  Wifti  would  make  elfe  an  unquiet  Houfe. 

Shj.  Thefe  be  the  Chriftian  Husbands.    I  have  a  Daughter, 
Would  any  of  the  Stock  of  BarrabMs  h 

Had  been  her  Husband,  rather  than  a  Chriftian.        [yifidt.     f 
We  trifle  time,  I  pray  thee  purfue  Sentence. 

For.  A  Pound  of  that  fame  Merchant's  Fle(h  is  thiu^ 
The  Court  awards  it«  and  the  Law  doth  give  it.  j 

Shj.  Moft  rightful  Judge.  .  1 

For.  And  you  muft  cut  this  Fle(h  from  off  his  Breaftf         I; 
The  Law  allows  ir,  and  the  Court  awards  it,  * 

Shj.  Moft  learned  Judge,  a  Sentence,  come  prepare* 

For,  Tarry  ^  little*  there  is  fomething  elfe. 
This  Bond  doth  give  thee  here  no  jot  of  Blood* 
The  words  exprefly  are  a  Pound  of  Flefti. 
Then  take  thy  Bond,  take  thou  thy  Pound  of  Flefli  5 
But  in  the  cutting  it,  if  thou  doft  (hed 
One  drop  of  Chriftian  Blood,  thy  Lands  and  Goods 
Are  by  the  Laws  of  Venice  Confifcatc 
Unto  the  State  of  Venice. 

Gra.  O  upright  Judge  !  I 

Mark  Jew^  O  learned  Judge  I 

Shy.  Is  that  the  Law  i 

For.  Thy  felf  ftialt  fee^fthe  A& : 
For  as  thou  urgeft  Juftice,  be  affur'd 
Thou  (halt  have  Jufticc,  more  than  thoudcfireftt 


I 
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Gra.  O  learned  Judge !  Mark  Jcw^  a  learned  Judge ! 
Shy.  I  take  this  Offer  then,  pay  the  Bond  thrice. 
And  let  the  Chriftian  go. 
Bajf.  Here  is  the  Mony, 

Per.  Soft,  the  Jctp  ftiall  have  all  Juftice,  foft,  no  hafte, 
He  (hall  have  nothing  but  the  Penalty^ 
Gra.  Ojtw!  an  upright  Judge,  a  learned  Judge^ 
For.  Therefore  prepare  thee  to  cut  off  the  Fleih> 
Shed  thou  no  Blood,  nor  cut  thou  lefs  nor  more 
But  juft  a  Pound  of  Flefli :  If  thou  tatft  more 
Or  lefs  than  a  juft  Pound,  be  it  fo  much 
As  makes  it  light  or  heavy  in  the  Subftance, 
Or  the  Diviuon  of  the  twentieth  part 
Of  one  poor  Scruple  j  nay,  if  the  Scale  do  turn 
But  in  the  eftimation  of  a  Hair» 
Thoti  dieft,  and  all  thy  Goods  are  confifcate. 

Gra.  A  fecond  Daniel,  a  Danielf  j^ew. 
Now,  Infidel,  I  have  thee  on  the  Hip. 
Por.  Why  dotl\  the  Jew  paufe  ?  Take  thy  Forfeiture, 
Shy.  ©ive  me  my  Principal,  and  let  me  go. 
Baf.  I  have  it  ready  for  thee;  here  it  is^ 
Por.  He  hath  refused  it  in  the  open  Court  ? 
He  fhall  have  meerly  Juftice  and  his  Bond. 

Gra.  A  Daniel  ftill  fay  I,  a  fecond  Daniel^ 
I  thank  thee,  Jewy  for  teaching  me  that  word. 
Shy.  Shall  I  not  have  barely  my  Principal  ? 
Per.  Thou  ftialt  have  nothing  but  the  Forfeiture, 
To  be  fo'  taken  at  thy  Peril,  Jew. 

Shy.  Why  then  the  Devil  give  him  good  of  it  x 
I'll  ftay  no  longer  queftion. 

Per.  Tarry,  5^n^, 
The  Law  hath  yet  another  hold  on  you  t 
It  is  enaded  in  the  Laws  of  Fhnice^ 
If  it  be  prov'd  againft  an  Alien, 
That  by  dired>  or  indireA  Attempts* 
He  feek  the  Life  of  any  Citizen, 
The  Party  'gainft  the  which  he  doth  contrive. 
Shall  feize  on  half  his  eoods>  the  other  half 
Comes  to  the  privy  Coffer  of  the  State, 
And  the  Offender's  Life  lyes  in  tVi^  mttef 
Of  the  Duke  only,  'gainft  all  6tVvtt  Vo\ct\ 

Is 


In  which  Predicament  I  fay  thou  ftand'ft  : 
For  it  appears  by  manifeft  Proceeding, 
Th^t  indireftly,  and  direftly  too,    • 
Thou  haft  contrived  againft  the  very  Life 
Of  the  Defendant;  and  thou  haft  incurred 
The  Danger  formerly  by  me  rehcars'd, 
Down  therefore,  ana  beg  Mercy  of  the  Duke, 

Gra.  Beg  that  thou  may 'ft  have  leave  to  hang  thy  felf : 
And  yet  thy  Wealth  being  forfeit  to  the  State, 
Thou  haft  not  left  the  value  of  a  Cord, 
Therefore  thou  muft  be  hang'd  at  the  State's  Charge. 

Duke.  That  thou  ftialt  fee  the  diflFerence  of  our  Spirit, 
I  pardon  thee  thy  Life  before  thou  ask  it : 
For  half  thy  Wealth,  it  is  Amhomo'%\ 
The  other  half  comes  to  the  general  State, 
Which  humblenefs  may  drive  unto  a  Fine.  • 

for.  Ay,  for  the  State,  not  for  Anthonio. 

Shy.  Nay,  take  my  Life  and  all,  paidon  not  that. 
You  take  my  Houfe  when  you  do  take  the  Prop 
That  doth  fuftain  my  Houfe  :  You  take  my  Life 
When  you  do  take  the  means  whereby  I  live. 

For.  What  Mercy  can  you  render  him,  Anthonio  f 

Gra.  A  Halter  grstis^  nothing  elfe,  for  God's  fake. 

Ant.  So  pleafe  my  Lord,  the  Duke,  and  all  the  Court, 
To  quit  the  Fine  for  one  half  of  his  Goods, 
I  am  content,  fo  he  will  let  me  have 
The  other  half  in  ufe,  to  render  it 
Upon  his  Death,  unto  the  Gentleman 
That  lately  ftole  his  Daughter. 
Two  things  provided  more,  that  for  this  Favour 
He  prefentJy  become  a  Chriftian; 
The  other,  that  he  do  record  a  Gift 
Here  in  the  Court  of  all  he  dies  poflefs'd 
Unto  his  Son  Lorenz^o^  and  his  Daughter. 

Dnke.  He  fhall  do  this,  or  elfe  I  do  recant 
The  Pardon  that  I  late  pronounced  here. 

For.  Art  thou  contented,  Jew  ?  What  doft  thou  fay  ? 

Shy.  I  am  content. 

for^  Clerk,  draw  a  Deed  of  Gift. 

Shjff  I  pray  you  give  me  leave  to  go  from  hence; 
I  am  not  well;  fend  the  Peed  after  me, 
^k^d  I  will  fjp  itf  "PhHj. 
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Duke,  Get  thee  gone,  but  do  it. 

Gra.  In  Chrift'ning  thou  fhalt  have  two  Godfathers. 
Had  I  been  Judge,  thou  Ihould'ft  have  had  ten  more. 
To  bring  thee  to  the  Gallows,  not  to  the  Font,      [Exh  Shy. 

Du^e.  Sir,  I  entreat  you  with  me  home  to  Dinner. 

Por^  I  humbly  do  deiire  your  Grace  of  Pardon ; 
I  muft  away  this  Night  toward  Padua, 
And  it  is  meet  I  presently  fet  forth. 

Duke.  I  am  forry  that  your  leifure  ferves  you  not. 
^nthomo,  gratifie  this  Gentleman; 
For  in  my  mind  you  are  much  bound  to  him. 

[  Exit  Duke  and  his  Train. 

Bajf.  Moft  worthy  Gentleman  !  1  and  my  Friend 
Have  by  your  Wifdom  been  this  Day  acquitted 
Of  grievous  Penalties,  in  lieu  whereof 
Three  thoufand  Ducats,  due  unto  the  j^ew. 
We  freely  cope  your  courteous  Pains  withal. 

^nt.  And  ftand  indebted  over  and  above 
In  Love  and  Service  to  you  evermore. 

Por.  He  is  well  paid  that  is  well  fatisfied. 
And  I  delivering  you,  am  fatisfied, 
And  therein  do  account  my  felf  well  paid ; 
My  Mind  was  never  yet  more  mercenary. 
I  pray  you  know  me  when  we  meet  again. 
I  wifh  you  well,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Bajf.  Dear  Sir,  of  force  I  muft  attempt  you  further. 
Take  fome  Remembrance  of  us  as  a  Tribute, 
Not  as  a  Fee :  Grant  me  two  things ;  I  pray  you 
Not  to  deny  me,  and  to  pardon  me. 

Por.  You  prefs  me  far,  and  therefore  I  will  yield. 
Give  me  your  Gloves,  I'll  wear  them  for  your  fake» 
And  for  your  Love  I'll  take  this  Ring  from  you. 
Do  not  draw  back  your  hand,  I'll  take  no  more, 
And  you  in  love  ftiall  not  deny  me  this. 

BaJf.  This  Ring,  good  Sir,  alas  it  is  a  Trifle; 
I  will  not  fliame  my  felf  to  give  you  this. 

Por.  I  will  have  nothing  elfe  but  only  this. 
And  now  methinks  I  have  a  mind  to  it. 

Bajfl  There's  more  depends  on  this  than  on  the  value  t 
The  deareft  Ring  in  rcniee  will  I  ^vvt  ^om^ 
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And  find  it  out  by  Proclamation ; 
Only  for  this  I  pray  you  pardon  me. 

Por.  I  fee,  Sir,  you  are  liberal  in  Offers; 
You  taught  me  firft  to  beg,  and  now>  methinks,* 
[You  teach  me  how  a  Beggar  fhould  be  anfwer'd. 

Bajf.  Good  Sir,  this  Ring  was  given  me  by  my  Wife  1 
And  when  fhe  put  it  on.  fhe  made  me  vow 
,That  I  fhould  neither  fell,  nor  give,  nor  lofe  it. 

Por,  That  Tcufe  ferves  many  Men  to  fave  their  Gifts ; 
And  if  your  Wife  be  not  a  mad  Woman, 
And  know  how  well  I  have  deferv'd  this  Ring, 
She  wou*d  not  hold  out  Enmity  for  ever 
For  giving  it  to  me.    Well,  Peace  be  with  you.         ^Mxitl 

uinth.  My  Lord  Bsjfanioy  let  him  have  the  Ring. 
Let  his  Deferving$>  and  my  Love  withal. 
Be  valued  againft  your  Wife's  Commandment. 

Baff.  Go,  Gratiancy  run  and  overtake  him^ 
Give  him  the  Ring,  and  bring  him,  if  thou  canfl. 
Unto  jinthonio\  Houfe :  Aw^y,  roaJce  hafte.        \Exh  Gra. 
Come,  you  and  I  will  thither  prefently. 

And  in  the  Morning  early  will  we  both  ^, 

Fly  toward  Belmont ;  come»  ^thonio^  [Exnmt. 

Enter  Portia  and  Neriffa^ 

Par^  Enquire  the  Jen^s  Houfe  out,  give  him  this  Deeds 
And  let  him  fign  it;   well  away  to  Night, 
And  be  a  day  before  our  Husbands  home : 
iThis  Deed  will  be  well  welcome  to  Lorenzo. 

Enter  Gratiano. 

Gra.  Fair  Sir,  you  are  well  o'erta'en : 
My  Lord  Bajfanioy  upon  more  advice. 
Hath  fent  you  here  this  Ring,  and  doth  intreat 
^Your  Company  at  Dinner. 

Por.  That  cannot  be. 
His  Ring  do  I  accept  moft  thankfully, 
AqJ  fo  I  pray  yqu  tell  him  :  Furthermore, 
Tprg^  you  (hew  njy  Youth  old  Shjlocl(}  Houfe, 
C/.^^   That  will  I  do. 
A^y^     Sir^  I  v/ould  fpeak  with  you. 


-    ^^f  X  can  get  my  Husband's  Ring 
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for.  Thou  may'ft,  I  warrant.  We  ftiall  have  old  (wearing 
That  they  4id  give  the  R!ings  away  to  Men; 
But  we'll  out-face  them,  and  out-fwear  theoi  too ; 
Away,  make  haile,  thou  know'ft  where  I  will  tarry. 

Ner.  Come,  good  Sir,  will  you  (hew  me  to  thisHoufe? 

[Exettnt. 


ACTV.     SCENE  I. 

SCENE  Belmont. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Jeflica. 

Lor.  Tp  H  E  Moon  (hines  bright.     I  n  fuch  a  Night  as  thi$, 

L    when  the  fweet  Wind  did  gently  kifs  the  Trees, 
And  they  did  make  no  noife  ;  in  fuch  a  Night, 
Trojlus  methinks  mounted  the  Troyan  Wall, 
And  figh'd  his  Soul  toward  the  Grecian  Tents^ 
Where  Creffed  lay  that  Night. 

Jef.  In  fuch  a  Night, 
Did  TT^fislfjf  fearfully  o'er-trip  the  Dew, 
And  faw  the  Lion's  Shadow  e*er  himfelf. 
And  ran  difmay'd  away. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  Night, 
Stood  Dido  with  a  Willow  in  her  Hand 
Uppn  the  wide  Sea-banks,  and  waft  her  Love 
To  come  again  to  Carthage. 

Jef.  In  fuch  a  Night, 
Medea  gathered  the  Inchanted  Herbs 
That  did  renew  old  u£fin* 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  Night, 
Did  JeJ/ica  fteal  from  the  wealthy  j^w. 
And  with  an  unthrift  Love  did  run  from  Venice* 
As  far  as  Belmont. 

Jef.  In  fuch  a  Night 
Did  young  Lorenx^o  fwear  he  lov'd  her  well. 
Stealing  her  Soul  with  many  Vows  of  Faith, 
And  ne'er  a  true  one. 

Lor.  In  fuch  a  Night, 
Did  pretty  J$$ca  (like  a  little  Shrew) 
Sb/^c^er  her  Love,  and  he  forgave  it  her« 
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Jef.  I  would  out-night  you,  did  no  Body  come: 
But  hark,  I  hear  the  footing  of  a  Man. 

Eftter  Aiejfenger. 

Lor.  Who  comes  fo  faft,  in  lilencc  of  the  Night? 

Mif.  A  Friend. 

Lor.  A  Friend!  what  Friend?  Your  Name,  I  pray  you, 
Friend  ? 

Mef.  Steph^no  is  my  Name,  and  I  bring  word 
My  Miftrefjs  will  before  the  break  of  Day 
Be  here  at  Belmont :  She  doth  ftray  about 
By  holy  Croffes,  where  fhe  kneels  and  prays 
For  happy  Wedlock  Hours. 

Lor.  Who  comes  with  her? 

MeJ.  None  but  a  holy  Hermit  and  her  Maid. 
i  pray  you  is  my  Mafter  yet  rcturn'd  ? 

Lor.  He  is  not,  nor  have  we  yet  heard  from  him; 
But  go  we  in  I  pray  thee,  JeJJica^ 
And  ceremonioufiy  let  us  prepare 
Some  Welcome  for  the  Miflrefs  of  the  Houfe.    . 

Enter  Laancclot. 

Lann.  Sola,  fola;  wo  ha,  ho,  fola,  (bla. 

Lor.  Who  calls? 

Laun.  Sola,  did  you  fee  Mr.  Lorenajo  and  Mrs  Lorenz^l 
Sob,  fola. 

Lor.  Leave  hollowing,  Man :  Here. 

Laun.  Sola,  where?  where? 

Lor.  Here. 

Laun.  Tell  him,  there's  a  Poft  come  from  my  Mafter, 
with  his  Horn  full  of  good  News;  my  Mafter  will  be  here 
le'er  Morning. 

Lor.  Sweet  Love,  let*s  in,  and  there  exped  their  coming. 
And  yet  no  matter:  Why  Ihould  we  go  in? 
My  Friend  Stephana^  fignifie,  I  pray  you, 
Within  the  Houfe,  your  Miftrefs  is  at  hand. 
And  bring  your  Mufick  forth  into  the  Air. 
How  fweet  the  Moon-light  fleeps  upon  this  Bank ; 
Here  will  we  fit,  and  let  the  founds  of  Mufick 
Creep  in  our  Ears;  foft  Stilnefs,  and  the  Night 
Become  the  touches  of  fweet  Harmony. 
Sit,  Jefjicay  look  how  the  Floor  of  Heav*n 
Is  thick  inlay'd  with  Patterns  of  bright  Gold^ 
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There's  not  the  ftnallcft  Orb  which  thou  behold'ft. 
But  in  his  Motion  like  an  Angel  fings> 
Still  quiring  to  the  young-ey'd  Cherubims; 
Such  Harmony  is  in  immortal  Souls; 
But  whilft  this  muddy  Vcfture  of  Decay 
Doth  grofly  clofe  us  in  it,  we  cannot  hear  it. 
Come  hoe,  and  wake  Diana  with  a  Hymn, 
With  fweeteft  Touches  pierce  your  Miftrefs  Ear, 
And  draw  her  Home  with  Mufick. 

Jef.  I  am  never  merry  when  I  hear  fwect  Mufick. 

Mufick* 

Lor.  The  Reafon  is,  your  Spirits  are  attentive; 
For  do  but  note  a  wild  and  wanton  Herd, 
Or  Race  of  youthful  and  unhandled  Colt??, 
Fetching  mad  bounds,  bellowing  and  neighing  loud. 
Which  is  the  hot  Condition  of  their  Blood; 
If  they  but  hear  perchance  a  Trumpet  found. 
Or  any  Air  of  Mufick  touch  their  Ear?, 
You  fhall  perceive  them  make  a  mutual  ftand; 
Their  favage  Eyes  turn'd  to  a  modeft  Gaze 
By  the  fweet  Power  of  Mufick.    Therefore  the  Poet 
Did  fain  that  Onheus  drew  Trees,  Stones,  and  Floods, 
Since  naught  fo  itockilTi,  hard,  and  full  of  rage, 
But  Mufick  for  the  time  doth  change  his  Nature: 
The  Man  that  hath  no  Mufick  in  himfelf. 
Nor  is  not  mov'd  with  Concord  of  fweet  Sound?, 
Is  fit  for  Treafons,  Stratagems,  and  Spoils; 
The  Motions  of  his  Spirit  are  dull  as  Night, 
And  his  AfFeftions  dark  as  Erebus: 
Let  no  fuch  Man  be  trufted.  Mark  the  Mufick. 

Eftter  Portia  and  Neriffa. 

Por.  That  Light  we  fee  is  burning  in  my  Hall: 
How  far  that  little  Candle  throws  his  Beams ; 
So  fhines  a  good  Deed  in  a  naughty  World. 

JVer.  When  the  Moon  (hone  we  did  not  fee  the  Candle, 

Por.  So  doth  the  greater  Glory  dim  the  lefs; 
A  Subftitute  fhines  brightly  as  a  King 
Until  a  King  be  by ;  and  then  his  State 
Empties  it  fclf,  as  doth  an  inland  Brook  j 

Into  th^  Main  of  Waters.  Mufick,  WV \  \Mu^tV^ 
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Ncr.  It  is  the  Mu(ick>  MadaiD>  6f  your  Hoofe^ 

Par.  Nothing  is  good,  I  kc,  without  KefpeA: 
Methinks  it  founds  much  fweeter  than  by  Day* 

Nlnr.  Silence  beftows  that  Virtue  on  it,  MMam* 

Par.  The  Crow  doth  fing  as  Tweetly  as  the  Larlc,' 
When  neither  is  attended ;  and  I  think 
The  Nightingale,  if  (be  ihould  fing  by  Day, 
When  every  Goofe  is  cackling,  would  be  thought 
No  better  a  Mufician  than  the  Wren, 
How  many  things  by  Seafon  feafon*d  are 
To  their  right  Praifc  and  true  Perfedion? 
Peace,  how  the  Moon  fleeps  with  Endimion^ 
And  would  not  be  awak'd ! 

Mnjick^  ceafes. 

Lor.  That  is  the  Voice, 
Or  I  am  much  deceived,  of  Portia. 

Par.  He  knows  me  as  the  blind  Man  knows  the  Cuckow, 
by  the  bad  Voice. 

Lar.  Dear  Lady,  welcome  Home. 

Par.  We  have  been  praying  for  our  Husband's  wdfare* 
Which  fpeed,  we  hope,  the  better  for  our  Words. 
Are  they  returned  \ 

Lor.  Madam,  they  are  not  yet ; 
But  there  is  come  a  Meffenger  before^ 
To  fignifie  their  coming, 

Por^  Go  in,  Nerijfay 
Give  Order  to  my  Servants,  that  they  take 
No  note  at  all  of  our  being  abfent  hence. 
Nor  you  Lorenz,Oy  JeJJica  nor  you. 

A  Tucket  founds. 

Lor.  Your  Husband  is  at  hand,  I  hear  a  Trumpet; 
We  are  no  Tell-talesy  Madam,  fear  you  not. 

Por.  This  Night  methinks  is  but  the  Day-light  fick; 
It  looks  a  little  paler;  *tis  a  Day, 
Such  as  the  Day  is  when  the  Sun  is  hid. 
Enter  BafTanio,  Anthonio,  Gratiano»  dnd  their  PoUmvars. 

Bajf.  We  (hould  hold  Day  with  the  Antipodes, 
If  you  would  walk  in  Abfence  of  the  Sun. 

Par.  Let  me  give  Light,  biit  let  me  not  be  light; 
Por  a  light  Wife  doth  make  a  heavy  Husband, 
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And  never  be  Baffanio  fo  from  me ; 

But  God  fort  all :  You  are  welcome  Home^  my  Lord* 

Bajf.  I  thdnk  you,  Madam^  give  welcome  to  my  Friend ; 
This  is  the  Man,  this  is  jinthonh^ 
To  whom  I  am  fo  infinitely  bound. 

For.  Yoii  (hould  in  all  Senfe  be  much  bound  to  himj 
For,  as  I  hear,  he  was  much  bound  for  you. 
Ant.  No  more  than  I  am  well  acquitted  of. 
For.  Sir,  you  are  very  welcome  to  our  Houfe; 
It  muft  appear  in  other  Ways  than  Words; 
Therefore  I  fcant  this  breathing  Courtefie* 

Gra.  By  yonder  Moon  I  fwear  you  do  me  wrong ; 
In  Faith  I  gave  it  to  the  Judge's  Clerk:  [To  Nerlflfa. 

Would  he  were  gelt  that  had  it  for  my  part. 
Since  you  do  take  it.  Love,  fo  much  at  Heart. 
For.  A  Quarrel,  hoe,  aheady ;  what's  the  Matter  ? 
Gra.  About  a  Hoop  of  Gold,  a  paltry  Ring 
That  ftie  did  give  me,  whofe  Poefie  was 
For  all  the  World  like  Cutler's  Poetry 
Upon  a  Knife ;  Love  me,  dnd  leave  me  not* 

Net.  What  talk  you  of  the  Poefieor  the  Value? 
You  fwore  to  me  when  I  did  give  it  you. 
That  you  would  wear  it  'till  the  Hour  of  Deaths 
And  that  it  fliould  lye  with  you  in  your  Grave; 
Tho*  not  for  me,  yet  for  your  vehement  Oathf^ 
You  ihould  have  been  refpedive,  and  have  kept  it« 
Gave  it  a  Judge's  Clerk !  but  well  I  know 
The  Clerk  will  ne*cr  wear  Hair  on's  Face  that  had  itJ 
Gra.  He  will*  and  if  he  live  to  be  a  Man. 
JVer.  Ifl  if  a  Woman  live  to  be  a  Man. 
Gra.  Now  by  this  Hand  I  gave  it  to  a  Youth, 
A  kind  of  Boy»^  a  little  fcrubbed  Boy, 
No  higher  than  thy  felf,  the  Judge's  Clerk» 
A  prating  Boy  that  begg'd  it  as  a  Fee : 
I  could  not  for  my  Heart  deny  it  him. 

For.  You  were  to  blame,  I  muft  be  plain  with  you , 
To  part  fo  (lightly  with  your  Wife's  firft  Gift, 
A  thing  ftuck  on  with  Oaths  upon  your  Finger» 
And  fo  riveted  with  Faith  unto  your  Fleih. 
I  gave  my  Love  a  Ring,  ao4  nude  Km  t^^tvt 
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Never  to  part  with  it;  and  here  he  ftands, 
I  dare  be  fwom  to  hinii  he  would  not  leave  ity 
Nor  pluck  it  from  his  Finger  for  the  Wealth 
That  the  World  nniafter^.     Now  in  Faith,  Grsitiano^ 
You  give  your  Wife  too  unkind  a  Caufe  of  Grief; 
And  'twere  to  me  I  (hould  be  mad  at  ir. 

Bajf.  Why  I  were  bcft  to  cut  my  left  Hand  off. 
And  fwear  I  loft  the  Ring  defending  it. 

Gra.  My  Lord  Bajfamo  gave  his  Ring  away 
Unto  the  Judge  that  begg'd  it,  and  indeed 
Deferv'd  it  too;  and  then  the  Boy,  his  Clerk, 
That  took  fome  Pains  in  Writing,  be  begg'd  mine. 
And  -neither  Man  nor  Maftcr  would  take  ought 
But  the  two  Rings. 

Por»  What  Ring  gave  you  my,  my  Lord  ? 
Not  that,  I  hope,  which  you  receivM  of  me. 

BaJf.  If  I  could  add  a  Lie  unto  a  Fault, 
I  would  deny  it;  but  you  fee  my  Finger 
Hath  not  the  Ring  upon  it,  it  is  gone. 

For.  And  even  fo  void  is  your  f  alfe  Heart  of  Truth. 
By  Heaven,  I  will  ne'er  come  in  your  Bed 
Until  I  fee  the  Ring. 

JVcr.  Nor  I  in  yours,  *till  I  again  fee  mine. 

BaJf,  Sweet  Portiay 
If  you  did  know  to  whom  I  gave  the  Ring, 
If  you  did  know  for  whom  I  gave  the  Ring, 
And  would  conceive  for  what  I  gave  the  Ring, 
And  how  unwillingly  I  left  the  Ring, 
When  nought  would  be  accepted  but  the  Ring, 
You  would  abate  the  Strength  of  your  Difpleafure. 

For.  If  you  had  known  the  Virtue  of  the  Ring, 
Or  half  her  Worthinefs  that  gave  the  Ring, 
Or  your  own  Honour  to  contain  the  Ring, 
You  would  not  then  have  parted  with  the  Ring. 
What  Man  is  there  fo  much  unreafonable. 
If  you  had  pleas'd  to  have  defended  it 
With  any  Terms  of  Zeal,  wanted  the  Modefty 
To  urge  the  thing  held  as  a  Ceremony  ? 
Nerijfa  teaches  me  what  to  believe; 
I'll  die  for't,  but  fome  Woman  had  the  Ring. 
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Bajf.  No,  by  mine  Honour,  Madam,  by  my  Soul, 
No  Woman  md  it,  but  a  civil  Doftor, 
Which  did  refufe  three  thoufand  Ducats  of  me. 
And  begg'd  the  Ring;  the  which  I  did  deny  him. 
And  fuffer'd  him  to  go  difpleas'd  away; 
Even  he  that  had  held  up  the  very  Life 
Of  my  dear  Friend.  What  ftiould  I  fay,  fweet  Lady? 
I  was  inforc'd  to  fend  it  after  him  ; 
I  was  befet  with  Shame  and  Courtefie; 
My  Honour  would  not  let  Ingratitude 
So  much  befmear  it.     Pardon  me,  good  Lady, 
And  by  thefe  bleffed  Candles  of  the  Night, 
Had  you  been  there,  I  think  you  would  have  begg'd 
The  Ring  of  me,  to  give  the  worthy  Doftor. 

For.  Let  not  that  Dodtor  e'er  come  near  my  Houfe, 
Since  he  hath  got  the  Jewel  that  I  lov'd, 
And  that  which  you  did  fwear  to  keep  for  me: 
I  will  become  as  liberal  as  you, 
ni  not  deny  him  any  thing  I  have. 
No,  not  my  Body,  nor  my  Husband's  Bed; 
Know  him  I  ihall,  I  am  well  fure  of  it. 
Lye  not  a  Night  from  Home;  watch  me  like  Atg9si 
If  you  do  nor,  if  I  be  left  alone. 
Now  by  mine  Honour,  which  is  yet  mine  own, 
I'll  have  the  Dodor  for  my  Bedfellow, 

Ner.  And  I  his  Clerk;  therefore  be  well  advised 
How  you  do  leave  me  to  mine  own  Protedion. 

Gra.  Well,  do  you  fo;  let  me  not  take  him  then; 
For  if  I  do,  I'll  mar  the  young  Clerk's  Pen. 

^nt.  I  am  th*  unhappy  Subjed  of  thefe  Quarrels. 

For.  Sir,  grieve  not  you. 
You  are  welcome  notwithftanding* 

Bajf.  Portia^  forgive  me  this  enforced  Wrong, 
And  in  the  hearing  of  thefe  many  Friends^ 
I  fwear  to  thee,  even  by  thine  own  fair  Eyes, 
Wherein  I  fee  my  felf 

Par.  Mark  you  but  that ! 
In  both  mine  Eyes  he  doubly  fees  himfelf. 
In  each  Eye  one ;  fwear  by  your  double  fel^ 
And  there's  aQ  Oath  of  Credit! 
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jinfB  Sweet  Lady^  you  have  given  me  Life  and  Living; 
/For  here  I  read  for  certain,  that  my  Ships 
Are  fafely  come  to  Rhodes. 

Por.  How  now,  Lorenz^oi 
My  Clerk  hath  fome  good  Comforts  too  for  you, 

Nen  Ay,  and  I'll  give  them  him  without  a  Fte. 
There  do  I  give  to  you  and  Jtjficat 
From  the  rich  Jew^  a  fpecial  Deed  of  Gift, 
After  his  Death>  of  all  he  dies  poflefs'd  of. 

Lor.  Fair  Ladies,  you  drop  Manna,  in  the  way 
Of  ftarved  People, 

Pot.  It  is  almoft  Morning, 
An4  yet  I  am  fure  you  are  not  fatisfy"d 
O&thefe  Events  at  full.  Let  us  go  in. 
And  charge  us  there  on  Interrogatories, 
And  we  will  anfwer  all  things  faithfully. 

Gra.  Let  it  be  fo :  the  firft  Interrogatory 
Tluc  my  Norijfa  ftiall  be  fwofn  on,  is, 
Wneiher  'till  the  next  Night  flie  had  rather  ftay. 
Or  go  to  Bed,  now  being  two  Hours  to  Day. 
But  were  the  Day  come,  I  ihould  wi(h  it  dark, 
•Till  I  were  couching  with  the  Dodor's  Clerk. 
Well,  while  I  live,  I'll  fear  no  other  thing 
So  fore,  as  keeping  fafc  Nmjfa^s  Ring.  [Exeum. 
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Miioft  thk  fervittide.    I  will  oo  loonr  caAut  jl^  tfiD^fli 
I  know  no  wife  &eflM4y  bow  to  tTOM  kt 

Etitir  Oliver. 

AJsm.  Yonder  comes  my  Mafter,  yomr  Brotber* 

OrU.  Go.apart^  AJsmf  aod  thou  ihalt  hear  how  lift  wil 
fliake  mt  up.  ^ 

OH.  Now»  Sir,  what  make  you  herf  ? 

QrU^  Nothing :  I  am  oot  taught  lo  male  any  chii^^ 

OU.  What  mar  you  then.  Sir? 

OrUk  Marry,  Sir,  I  am  helping  you  to  mar  that  which 
God  made,  a  poor  junworthy  Brother  of  your^  with  Idfe 
iiefs. 

on.  Many,  5ir»  be  better  employ'd^  ui4  be  t^uglf  a 
while. 

OrU.  Shall  I  keep  your  Hogs  and  eat  Husb  with  them? 
What  Prodigal  Portion  have  I  fpent,  that  I  ihould  come  id 
fuch  Penury  i 

on.  Know  you  where  you  are#  Sir? 

OrU.  O,  Sir,  very  well;  herein  your  Orchard# 

on.  Know  you  before  whom.  Sir? 

Or/4.  Ay,  better  than  him  I  am  before  know!  iMk  { 
blow  you  are  my  eldeft  Brother*  and  in  the  fcotft.  QmH^, 
tion  of  Blood  you  ihould  fo  know  me :  The  CowciiAl^ 
NatioQs  aUows  you  my  better,  in  that  you  are  tht  firft:  flmui 
but  the  fame  Tradition  takes  not  away  my  Blood^'  wmt  ||hm 
twenty  Brothers  betwixt  us ;  I  have  as  much  ot  aj  IMkcr 
in  m^  as  you ;  albeit,  I  confefi  your  coming  heme  wm  m 
nearer  to  his  Reverence. 

on.  What  Boy  f 

OrU.  Cooae,  come,  elder  Brother,  you  are  too  jmmf 
|n  this. 

on.  Wilt  thou  lay  Hands  on  me>  ViUaiu? 

OHi$.  I  am  no  Villain :  I  am  the  Youngeft  Son  of  Siff 
M$wiMd  de  Baji ;  he  was  my  Father,  and  he  is  thfant. 
Vilkin  that  fays  fuch  a  Father  begot  Villains.    Wert  than  awft 

3  Brother,  I  would  not  take  this  Hand  from  thy  Throgi^ 
this  other  had  pulPd  out  thy  Tongue  for  iaymgioi  thMa 
]«ftrairdpnthyiel& 

■AJ^im.  Sweet  Mafter»  be  ptfient,  for  your  Fadber's.  &0it 
Membtaiice,  be  at  Accord. 

on.  Let  me  go,  I  iay« 
f  CM** 
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Orl0.  I  will  not  'till  I  pittTe :  Yoti  fliall  hear  me.  Itfy  Fa- 
ther charged  you  in  his  WiU  to  give  me  good  Education  $ 
You  have  train'd  Itie  up  like  a  Peafanf^  obfctirin^  and  hiding 
from  me  all  Gentleman^'lfke  Q^ialities ;  the  Spirit  of  my  ¥%• 
ther  grows  ftfong  m  mu  and  t  will  no  longer  tfidure  it  t 
Therefore  allow  me  fuch  Exercifes  as  may  becoine  a  Gentle- 
man, or  give  me  the  poor  Altottery  my  Father  left  me  by 
Teftamenty  #ith  that  I  will  go  buy  my  Fortunes* 

Oik  And  what  wilt  thou  do  %  beg  when'  that  is  fpentt 
Well,  Sir,  get  you  in,  I  will  not  loog  be  troubled  with 
you  :  You  (hall  have  fome  part  of  your  Will^  I  pray  yott 
leave  me^ 

OrU.  I  will  no  further  offend  you^  than  becomes  nie  for 
ttiy  good. 

OU.  Get  you  with  him^  you  old  Dog« 

:444m.  Is  old  Dog  my  Rewai^?  Moft  true^  I  have  loft 
my  Teeth  in  yt>urService:  God  bewirhmy  old  Mafter#  he 
would  not  have  fpoke  fuch  a  word.       [£;ri>OrL4iyii/ Adam. 

OU.  Is  it  eren  fo  i  Begin  youjto  grow  upon  me  {  I  will 
Phyiick  your  Ranknefs^  and  yet  give  no  thouTand  Crowns 
neither.     HoHa,  D$nnis  I 

Ent€r  Dennis* 

Difh  Catts  your  Worftiip  ? 

OU.  Won  not  Ch^fitij  the  Duke's  Wreftler^  here  to  fpeak 
with  me? 

Den.  So  pkarfe  you,  he  is  here  at  the  door>  and  inopor* 
tunesr  accefs  to  you* 

OU.  Call  him  in ;  ^wiO  be  a  good  way  \  and  lo  morMir 
the  Wreftling  is* 

£/Mr  Charles. 

Quit.  Good  morrow  to  your  Wor (hip. 

OU.  Good  Moofieur  QfurUi  •  what's  the  new  News  at 
the  new  Court) 

CWr  TbeNfs  ao  News  at  the  Court,  Sirt  but  the  old 
New^  tint  is^  fhe  old  Duke  is  banifli'd  by  hfs  younger. 
Brother  the  new  Dufce^  and  three  or  four  loving  Lords  have 
pot  fhemfdves  i«ta  a  irolnnrary  Exile  with  him^  whofe 
Lands aadflevenses  enrich  the  new  Dtdce,  therefore  he  givei 
them  goodltam  to  wander. 

Ok.  Can  f  01  ten  if  R^fMind^  thft  l>^a^%  ^V>w^tsts'^^ 
banift^d  witbJMr  Hfkm  \  ^ 

K  4^  ^ 


[ 


Quu  One;  for  the  Dike's  Dauighter  h€r Coufitt  i»  lOM 
her,  being  ever  from  their  Cradles  bred  toeethcr,  dm  fte 
would  have  followed  their  ExilCf  or  have  died  to  iity  b^ 
hind  her;  (he  is  at  the  Cour^  and  no  le6  belovcil  of  licr 
*Unklc,  than  his  Own  Daughcer^  and  never  two  LadiM  loved 
as  they  do, 
.    6u.  Where  will  the  old  Duke  live  ? 

Cha.  They  fay  he  is  already  in  the  Foreft  of  jtrd^i  Mi 
:r many  merry  Men  with  him;  and  there  they  live  like  the 
.old  Robin  Hood  of  EngUnd;  they  fay  many  young  ^ende- 
;men  flock:  to  him  every  day»  and  fleet  the  time  cwdddy  ai 
they  did  in  the  golden  World. 
\yOlip  What,  you  wreftle  to  morrow  before  thenew  DiAe? 

Cha.  Marry  do  I,  Sir,  and  I  come  to  acquaint  you  with 
a  matter:  I  am  given,  Sir«  fecretly  to  .onderftandt  that  your 
:ybunger  Brother  Orlando  hath  a  difpofltion  tb  tMot  in 
jlifguis'd  again  ft  me  to  try  a  Fall;  to  morrow,  Sir,  I  wreftle 
/or  my  Credit,  and  he  that  efcapes  me  without  fome  bh>keo 
iLimb,  ftiall  acquit  him  well;  your  Brother  is  but  Voung 
^iidt^der,  and  for  your  love  I  would  be  loath  to  foil  himt 
as  I  muft  for  mine  own  Honour  if  he  come  io  •  therefore 
out  of  my  love  to  you,  I  came  hither  to  acquaint  you  with-* 
al,  that  either  you  might  ftay  him  from  his  intendmenty  or 
b  o^k  fuch  Difgrace  well  as  he  ihall  run  into,  in  that  iti%  a 
thing  of  his  own  fearcb,  and  altogether  againft  my  wiU# 
.  -  0/#.  Charles^  I  thank  thee  for.  thy  Love  to  me,  rwkfch 
thou  (halt  find  I  will  moft  kindly  requite:  I  had  my  felf 
4K)tice  of  iny  Brother's  purpoie  herein,  and  have  by  under- 
hand means  laboured  to  difTuade  him  from  it;;,  hut  he. is 
refolute.  I  tell  thee^  Charles,  be  is  the  ftubborneft  young 
Fellow  of  France,  full  of  Ambition,  an  envious  Emulator  of 
every  Man's  gopd  Parts,  a  fecret  and  villanous  Contriver 
againft  me  his  natural  Brother;  and  therefore  ufe  thy -Dii^ 
cretion^  I  had  as  lief  thou  didft  break  his  Neck  as  his.  Finger. 
And  thou  wert  beft  look  to't^  forif  thoudoft  him  wy 
flight  Di%race,  or  if  he  do  not  mightily  grace  himlelf  on 
thee^  he  will  pradice  againft  thee  by  Poifon »  to  entrap 
jthee  by  fome  treacherous  Device^,  and  never  leave  thee  *tiM 
he  hath  tz\n  thy  Life  by  fome  indureA  means  or  other  :B6r 
I^jSut  tht€%  ^^  almoft  with  Tears  I  fpeakit^  there,  is  not 
one '  /b  younS  ^^  ^^  villanous  this  day  living.  I  fpeak  but 
^  i  brotherly 
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brotherly  of  him ;  but  fliould  I  Anatomize  him  to  thee^  as 
he  is »  I  muft  blu(h  and  weep  •  and  thou  muft  look  pale 
and  wonder.  - 

Chd*  I  am  heartily  glad  I  came  hither  to  you :  If  become 
to  morrowy  I'll  give  him  his  Payment ;  if  ever  he  go  alone 
again.  Til  never  wreftle  for  Prize  more ;  and  fo  God  )^eep 
your  Worlhip.  .       {Exit. 

on.  Farewel,  good  Charles.  Now  will  I  ftirthis@ame* 
fter :  I  hope  I  (hall  fee  an  end  of  him,  for  my  SonU  yet  I 
know  not  wby«  hates  nothing  more  than  he;  yet  he's  gentle* 
-never  fchooPd,  and  yet  learned,  full  of  noble  Device,  of 
all  forts  enchantingly  beloved,  and  indeed  fo  much  the  Heart 
of  the  World,  and  efpecially  of  my  own  People,  who  beft 
know  him,  that  I  am  altogether  mifprifed;  but  it  fhall  not 
be  fb  long,  this  Wreftler  (hall  clear  all :  Nothing  remain^^ 
but  that  I  kindle  the  Boy  thither,  which  now  I'll  go  about. 

lExit. 

SCENE    11.      The  Duke's  Palace. 

£if/^r  Rofalind  a;gd  Celia. 

Cel.  I  pray  thee,  R^falind^  fweet  my  Coz,  be  merry.^ 

Rof.  Dear  Celin,  I  (how  more  Mirth  than  I  am  Miftrefi 
of)  and  would  you  yet  were  merrier ;  unlefs  you  could  teach 
me  to  forget  a  bani(h'd  Father,  you  muft  nor  learn  me  how 
to  remember  my  extraordinary  Pleafure. 
•  Cel.  Herein  I  fee  thou  lov'ft  me  not  with  the  full  weight 
that  I  love  thee;  if  my  Unkle,  thy  bani(hed  Father,  had 
bani(hed  thy  Unkle,  the  Duke  my  Father,  fo  thou  hadft 
been  ftill  with  me,  I  could  have  taught  my  Love  to  take 
thy  Father  for  mine;  fo  would'ft  thou,  if  the  truth  of 
thy  iiove  to  me  were  fo  righteoufly  tempered,  as  mine  is  to 
thee. 

Rof.  Well,  I  will  forget  the  Condition  of  my  Eftate,  to 
rejoyce  in  yours. 

CeL  You  know  my  Father  hath  no  Child  but  I,  nor  none 
is  like  to  have,  and  truly  when  he.  dies*  thou  (halt  be  his 
Heir;  for  wh^t  he  hath  taken  away  from  thy  Father  per- 
force, I  will  render  thee  again  in  AffeAion;  by  mine  Ho- 
nour I  wilh  and  when  I  break  that  Oathy  let  me  turnMon«- 
fter:  Therefore,  my  fweet  ^<»/f,  my  dear  Jf e>y?,  be  merry- 


^  Item  hcMdorel  wiU^  CM^  Ml  dflrift  %«|IN^{ 
|M  fecb  what  think  you  of  filing  ja  Lent  i 

CeL  Marry,  I  pretbee  do#  to  inake  Sport  iNtMl  ta| 
ioreMMan  in  good  etmcft,  nor  no  furtberHi 
tbiD  wkhlafecyofapurcUufli  thdsmqrlftiiHii 
off  again. 

Mrf:  What  (hall  be  the  Sport  then) 

CkL  Let  us  (it  and  mock  the  good  Houfavife  BortOR 
from  ker  WheeU  that  her  Gifti  oiay  hencefiNth  bo  beflowd 
equally. 

R^Ji  I  would  wecould  do  £>;  for  her  Benefito  tie  mi|h 
^ly  mifpiaced,  and  the  bodntiful  blind  Womaa  cloth  mtA 
mmake  in  her  Gifts  to  Women. 

&L  ^Tis  trues  for  tbofe  that  ihe  mabei  hooefi»  Am  Mfa 
very  iU-favourcdiy* 

R0f.  Nay*  now  thoU  goeft  from  Fortune's  Office  eo  Hh 
Ittffei:  Furcune  reigns  in  Gifts  of  the  Wcirldy  ndk  in  the 
Lineaments  of  Nacure4 

CmUt  Qaum. 

CtL  No  I  when  Nature  hach  made  a  fair  Creature^  may 
Hm  not  by  Fortune  fall  into  the  Fire{  The*  Nature  hnth  ti> 
Ventis  Wit  to  flout  at  Fortune,  hach  not  Fortune  fenMntmi 
iFool  to  cut  off  this  Argument  ? 

X^fi  (odeed«  Fortune  is  there  too  hard  for  NitiMne^  wkm 
l^^rtune  makes  Nature's  Natural  the  cutter  off  of  Natofg^t 
IVir. 

QL  Perad venture  this  is  not  Fortuned  Work  oeifiie^-lnit 
Kature's,  who  perceiving  our  naturtf  Wks  too  didl  to  imfa 
tif  fuch  uoddeffes,  hath  fent  this  Natural  for  our  Wh«l» 
fionei  For  always  theDuInefs  of  the  Fook  if  theWhetAeot 
irf*  the  Wits.    How  now,  whftberwaaderyoni 

a^  Miftre(s«  you  muft  come  away  to  your  FaAeK» 

XM.  Were  you  made  the  MelTenger  {  (fmu 

Gb«  No  by  mine  Honour,  hut  (  waa  bid  to  cbmv  Seh 

Rof.  Where  learned  you  that  Oath,  Foolt 

Ghi  Of  a  certain  Knight,  that  fwere  b^  his  Hmmor 
Ihey  were  good  Pancakes^  and  fw(»e  by  hia  Honofur  flu 
lluftard  was  nnuriit :  Now  111  ftandl  t»  i^  the  Fancahes 
urme  naoght^  and  die  Muftard  wat  goe^  andl  yet  wiient 
IheKuiKkfbrfwoni. 
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m     tcL  How  pcote  you  that  in  the  greatl4eap of  yottr Kaiow-  * 

ledge? 
E^      Mtf.  Ay  marry*  now  unmuzzle  your  Wifdom; 
■       Ck.  St^  you  both  forth  now;  ftroke  your  Chiost  and 
*f  fwear  by  your  Beards  that  I  am  a  Knave. 

CeL  By  our  Beards^  if  we  had  them,  thou  art. 

Ch.  By  my  Knavery,  if  I  had  it,  thsn  I  were;  but  if  you 
fwear  by  that  that  is  not^  you  are  not  forfworn ;  no  more 
was  this  Knight  fwearing  by  his  Honour^  for  he  never  had 
any;  or  if  he  had,  he  had  fwom  it  away»  before  ever  he  law 
chofe  Pancakes,  or  that  Muftard. 

Cel.  Prethee,  whg  is  that  thou  mean'ft  ? 

Cis.  One  that  old  Fndricl^your  Father  loves. 

MttP  My  Father's  Love  is  enough  to  honour  hi^i  enough  t 
(peak  no  more  of  him,  you^il  be  whipt  for  Taxation  one 
o£  thefe  Day  f » 

Cib.  The  more  pity  that  Foob  may  not  fpeak  wifely,  iHiaC 
wife  Men  do  fooUihly. 

OL  By  my  Troth  thou  fay 'ft  true;  for  fince  the  little 
Wit  that  Fools  have  was  filenc*d,  the  little  Foolery  that 
wife  Men  have  makes  a  great  Shew :  Here  comes  Moofieur 
Li  Bern. 

Enter  Le  Beu. 

R^f.  With  his  Mouth  full  of  News. 

OL  Which  he  will  put  on  us,  as  Pigeons  ieed  thcaf 
Young. 

Ro^  Then  (hall  we  be  News^cram'd. 

OL  Alt  the  better,  we  (hall  be  the  more  marketable^ 
tm^J9m  M^npem  U  Bt$^  what  News? 

L$  Bern.  Fair  Princefs, 
You  have  bft  nauch  Sport. 

OL  Sport;  of  what  Colour? 

Z#  Bern.  What  Colour*  Madam  ?  How  fhall  t  aafHrcr 
you? 

Xef.  As  Wit  and  Fortune  will. 

Cb.  Or  as  the  Defiinies  decrees. 

QL  Well  faid*  that  was  laid  on  with  a  Troweli 

CU.  Nay,  if  I  keep  not  my  Rank*-*-— 

£9f.  Thou  hkfk  Ay  old  SmeH. 

Le  Bern.  You  amafe  me.  Ladies :  I  wonild  kvitL  ts&Ai  ^^M^ 
of  good  Wreflling,  which  you  have  \o8t  i\ife  S^^x.  ^V. 
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MBf.  Yec  tel!  us  the  manner  of  the  Wreflliw.  ^  ."^  . , 

lAtm.  1  will  tell  you  the  Beginning,  and  if  it  pk^ 
your  Ladylhips*  you  may  fee  theEndyfoir  the  beftis  y^to 
do^  aod  here  where  you  are,  they  are  coming  to  perfejrai 
it. 

Cek  Well,  the  beginning  that  is  dead  and  buried*     ■ 
'  Ia  Jkaiu  There  comes  an  old  Man  and  his  three  Sons « 

Cr/.  I  would  match  this  beginning  with  an  old  Talc. 
y*  L€  Bem^  Three  proper  young  Men  of  excellent  Giowth 
and  Prcfence. 

Jttfi  With  Bills  on  their  Necb:  Be  it  known  mico  all 
Men  by  thefe  Prefents. 

JU  Bern.  1  he  eldeft  of  the  three  wreftled  with  CtuifUs 
die  Duke>  Wreftler,  which  Charles  in  a  Moroeoc  threw 
him,  and  broke  three  of  his  Rib$,  that  there  i&  little  Hope 
of  I^fe  in  him:  So  he  ferv'd  the  fccond,  and  fo  the  third: 
Yonder  they  lye,  the  poor  old  Man  their  Father,  making 
fuch  pitiful  Dole  over  them,  chat  all  the  Beholders  take  his 
Part  with  weeping. 

R^f.  Alas. 

da.  But  what  is  the  Sport>  Moniieur,  that  the  Ladies  haVe 

hift? 

LcBem.  Why  this  is  that  I  fpeak  of. 

C3!».  Thus  Men  grow  wifcr  every  Day.  It  is  the  firft 
time  that  ever  I  heard  of  breaking  of  Ribs  was  Sport  for 
Ladies. 

CcL  Or  L  I  promife  thee. 

Rtf^  But  is  there  any  elfe  longs  to  fee  this  broken  .Mu- 
fick  in  his  Sides?  Is  there  yet  another  doats  upon Kib4)reak- 
ing?  Shall  we  fee  this  wreftling,  Coufin) 

Le  Bcu^  You  muft  if  you  ftay  here^  for  here  is  the  PlacQ 
appointed  for  wreftling,  and  they  are  ready  to  perform 
it. 

Cel.  Yonder  fure  they  are  coming :  Let  us  now  ftay  and 
fee  it. 

•  -I 

fkmrip.    Enter  Duke  Fredcrickj  Lords,  Orlando,  Charley 

and  uittendants* 

Dmkf.  Come  on,  fince  the  Youth  will  not  bc^entreated» 
Htspwn  Peril  on  his  torwardnefs.  ^ 

Rtf.  Is  yonder  the  Man? 
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-J>  Hen.  Even  he,  Madam.  /  f 

Cel.  Alas,  he  is  too  young;  yet  he  looks  fuccefs fill Jy.  • 
Dukf.  Hojr  now.  Daughter  andCoufin,^ 
Are  you  crept  hither  to  fte  the  Wreftling? 
Rof.  Ay,  my  Liege,  fo  plcafe  you  give  us  leave, 
J)Hk!*  You  will  tike  little  Delight  in  it,  I  can  tell  vno, 
there  is  fuch  odds  in  the  Man :  In  Pay  of  tht  Challenger's 
Youth,  I  would  fain  diffiiade  him,  but  he  wi.l   not  be  en- 
treated. Speak  to  him.  Ladies,  fee  if  you  can  move  him. 
Cel.  Call  him  hither,  good  MonfieurX^fl^/i^.  '  -  — 

Dnkg*  Do  fo;  I'll  not  be  by.  .      .     i 

Le  BcH.  Moniieur  the  Challenger,  the  Princ.fs  calls  *for 
you. 

OrU.  I  attend  her  with  all  Refped  and  Duty. 

Rof.  Young  Man,  have  you  challenged  Charles  the  Wrcft- 

ler? 

.  Orla.  No,  fair  Princefs  ;  he  is  the  general  Challenger,  I 
come  but  as  others  do,  to  try  with  him  the  Strength  of  my 
Youth. 

CeL  Young  Gentleman,  your  Spirits  are  too  bold  for  your 
Years :  You  have  fecn  cruel  Proof  of  this  Man's  Strength.  If 
you  faw  your  felf  with  your  Eyes,  or  knew  your  fdf  with 
your  Judgment,  the  fear  of  your  Adventure  ^ould  coun- 
fel  you  to  a  more  equal  Enterprife.  We  pray  you  for  your 
own  Sake  to  embrace  your  own  Safety,  and  give  over  this 
Attempt. 

Rof.  Do,  young  Sir,  your  Reputation  fhall  not  therefoi*c 
be  mifprifed;  we  will  make  it  our  Suit  to  the  Duke,  that 
the  Wrefthng  might  not  go  fprward. 

Orla.  I  bcfeech  you  punifti  me  rot  with  your  hard 
Thoughts,  wherein  I  confefs  me  mi.ch  guilty  to  deny  fo 
fair  and  excellent  Ladies  any  thing  :  Bit  let  your  fair  E^rcs  . 
and  gentle  Wiflies  go  with  me  to  my  Trial,  v  herein  if  I 
be  foird,  there  is  but  one  fliam'd  that  was  never  Gracious; 
if  kill'd,  but  one  dead  that  is  willing  to  be  f<i:  I  (hall  do 
my  Friends  no  wrong,  for  I  have  none  to  lament  me ;  the 
Vit  World  no  Injury,  for  in  it  I  have  nothing;  only  in  the 
World  I  fill  Up  a  Place,  which  may  be  better  fupply'd  when 
I  ha^'e  made  it  empty, 

Rof.  The  little  Strength  I  have,  I  would  vt  ^^\^  ^'>:Sql 
you. 

Cf/^  And  mioc  ta  eek  out  hias^ 


Rof.  Fare  you  well;  pray  Heav*n  I  be  decdv^d  ^J^  1  1  \ 

Cel.  Your  Hearths  Deiires  be  with  you. 

Cbdr.  Come*  where  is  this  young  GiUint^  that  ft  A 
firou^  to  lye  with  his  Mother  Earth? 

OnU.  Ready  Sir,  but  his  Will  hath  in  it «  OMre  4idck| 
wcrkiiig. 

Dmkf.  You  flitU  fry  but  ope  Fall. 

Cbdr.  No,  I  warrant  your  Grice  ydu  (hall  not  mom 
him  to  a  fecond^  that  have  fo  miglitily  perfiiadcd  him  6m 
afirft. 

Orlf.  Vou  neaa  to  vocjc  me  after ;  you  flioulci  nockic 
modkt  before ;  but  come  your  ways. 

M0/.  Now  Ifcrcmles  be  thy  fpeect*  young  Man. 

OL  I  would  I  were  xnviiiblei  to  c^tf  h  the  ftrortf  Fel- 
low by  the  Leg.  [7%IW^ 

RpP  Ob  excellent  young  Man. 

dk  If  I  had  a  Thunderbolt  in  mine  Eye^  I  cw  td 
who  ihould  down. 

Dmkf.  Np  more,  no  more.  [Charles  is  $i 

OrU,  Yes,  I  befeech  your  Grace.  I  ^m  npc  yet    % 
hrtathed* 

Dmkf*  How  4o'ftt|iou,  Charlfsi 

LuBm^  He  cannot  fpeak,  my  Lord. 

DtJ^.  Bear  him  away. 
What  is  thy  Name,  young  Man  ? 

OrU.  Orlando^  my  Liege,  the  yoqngeft  Son  of  Sir 
famd  sk  B&ys. 

DtJ^.  I  would  thou  hadft  been  Son  to  feme  Mao  ei|e; 
irlie  World  efteem'd  thy  Father  honourable. 
But  I  did  find  htm  ftill  mine  Enemy : 
Thou  ihould'ft  have  better  pleas'd  me  wkh  this  Deed, 
Hadft  thou  defended  from  another  Houfe.. 
But  fare  thee  well,  thou  art  a  gallant  Youth,  \ 

I  would  tii^u  h^ft  told  me  of  another  Father.  t 

Ql.  Were  I  my  Father^  Cost.  wouM  I  do  this? 
Ckdk  I  am  m  f  s  proud  to  be  Sir  RmvUnJtt  SM» 
HBa  youogcft'  Son,  and  would  not  c|aii^  that  GallMBg! 
To  be  adopted  Heir  to  FraUrkt^ 

Mff.  My  Father  tov'd  Sir  Rmt^Md  as  his  SouJ^  j 

And  al^l  the  World  was  of  my  Faiher^s  Mindc 
HkI  I  before  kno\Yn  this  yoamg;  Itothafi  SaA^  it     ^ 

' '  t 
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|1  (Hoiildhave  given  him  Tean  unto  ]|^ptr€4tieS| 
'£-cr  he  Ihouid  r^us  have  vencui'd* 
L     GL  dencle  Coufin^ 
\jtt  lis  go  thank  him>  and  encourage  him ; 
My  Father's  rough  and  envious  pitpoHtion 
Sticks  mp  at  Heart*  Sir,  you  have  well  deferv'd, 
.  jf  you  do  keep  your  Promifes  in  Love, 
But  juftly  as  yoii  have  exceeded  all  in  fromifci 
^  Your  Miftrefs  (ball  be  |iappy. 
Rof.  Gentl^an, 
Wear  this  for  me ;  one  out  of  Sfuits  with  Fortune, 
That  could  give  more,  but  that  her  l^and  lacks  Means. 
Shall  we  go,  Co^? 

Cel  Ay ;  fare  you  well,  fair  Gentleman. 
OrU.  Can  I  not  fay,  I  thank  you  ?  My  better  Parts 
Are  all  thrown  down,  and  that  which  here  (lands  up 
f  s  but  a  Quintine,  a  more  livelefs  Block. 

Rof.  He  calls  us  b^k:  my  Pride  fell  with  myFprtunes. 
I'll  a^k  him  what  he  would.  Did  you  call  Sir? 
Sir,  you  have  wreftled  well>  and  overthrown 
More  than  yoqr  Enemies. 
Cr/.  Win  you  go,  Co?? 

Rof.  Have  with  you:  fare  you  well.   [[£jKf  Rof.4i»i2CeK 
Or  la.  What  Pai]^on  hangs  thefe  Weights  upon  my  ^origue  \ 
t  cannot  fpeak  to  her;  yet  (he  urg'd  CcMiference. 

£$$tir  Le  Beu. 
O  poor  Orlando !  thou  art  overthrown 
pr  Charlffy  or  Ibmething  weaker  mafters  thee* 

Li  Betf.  Good  Sir,  1  do  in  Friend(hip  counfel  yoi; 
To  leave  this  Place  s  Albeit  you  have  de(erv'd 
High  Commendation^  true  Applaufe»  and  Love; 
Tet  fucfa  is  now  the  Duke's  Condition, 
That  he  mifconfters  all  that  vou  hav«  done. 
The  I>uke  is  huQ^orous ;  wpat  he  is  indeed 
More  fuit$  you  to  conceive,  than  me  to  fpeak  of. 

Or  la.  I  tnank  you  Sir,  and  pray  you  tell  me  this^^ 
^^ich  of  thefe  twcf  was  Daughter  fo  tl|e  Quke^ 
That  here  was  at  the  Wreftling) 

Le  Bern.  Neither  his  Daughter,  if  we  {udge  by  MamierS| 

fut  yet  indeed  the  taller  is  his  Daughter; 
he  other  is  jj^oghtfr  to  the  fyni&i'i  Duk^  4 


And  here  detained  by  her  ufurping  Uncle 

To  keep  his  Daughter  Company,  whofe  Loves 

Are  dearer  than  the  natural  Bond  of  Sifters: 

But  I  can  tell  you^  that  of  late  this  Duke 

Hath  ta'en  Dirphafure  'gainft  his  gentle  Ncice^ 

Grounded  upon  no  other  Argument, 

But  that  the  People  praifc  her  for  her  Virtues, 

And  pity  her  for  her  good  Father's  fikc; 

And  on  my  Life  his  Malice  'gainft  the  Lady 

Will  fuddenly  break  forth.  Sir,  fare  you  welU 

Hereafter  in  a  better  World  than  this, 

I  (hall  defire  more  Lcive  and  Knowledge  of  you,        [^Exit, 

OrU.  I  reft  much  bounden  to  you :  Fare  you  weli  f 
Thus  muft  I  from  the  Smoke  into  the  Smother; 
From  Tyrant  Duke,  unto  a  Tyrant  Brother  ; 
B ut  heavenly  R^fAlind !  [f^^i 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Celia  ^w^Rofalind. 

Cel.  Why  Coufin,  why  Rojalind*,  Cupid  have  Mercy  j  ^ot 
a  word  1 

Hop  Not  one  to  throw  at  a  Dog. 

CeL  No,  thy  words  are  too  precious  to  be  caft  away  upon 
Curs,  throw  fome  of  them  at  me  i  come,  lame  me  witn  Rea-*^ 
fons. 

Hof.  Then  there  were  two  Coufins  laid  up,  when  theone 
ftiould  be  lam'd  with  Reafons^  and  the  other  mad.  without 
any. 

CeL  But  is  all  this  for  your  Father? 

Rof.  No,  fome  of  it  is  for  my  Child's  Father.  Qh  how 
full  of  Briers  is  this  working-Day-world. 

CeL  They  arfe  but  Burs,  Coufin,  thrown  upon  thee  in. 
Holiday  Foolery ;  if  we  walk  not  in  the  trodden  Paths,  bur 
very  Petticoats  will  catch  them. '  ' 

RoJ2  I  could  (hake  them  off  my  Coat;  thefe  Burs' arc  fn 
my  Heart.  -        '         ' 

Cel.  Hem  them  away. .  ,  * 

Xof.  I  would  try,  if  I  could  cry  Hem,  and  have  him.     ^ 

CeL  Come,  come,  wreftle  with  thy  Affeftions. 


^ ■  ^" ~^ — " 
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Rof.  O  they  take  the  Part  of  a  better  Wreftkr  than  my^ 
felf. 

Ccl.  0|  a  good  Wifli  upon  you ;  you  will  try  in  time  in 
defpightof  a  Fall;  but  turning  thefe  Jeftsout  of  Service,  let 
us  talk  in  good  earnefl:  :  Is  it  poffible  on  fuch  a  fudden  you 
ihould  fall  into  fo  ftcaoge  a  liking  with  old  Sir  RowUnds 
youngeft  Son  ? 

R^.  The  Duke  my  Father  lov'd  his  Father  dearly. 

CeL  Dorfi  it  therefore  enfue  that  you  ftiould  love  his  Son 
dearly  ?  By  this  kind  of  Chafe  I  (hould  hate  him,  for  my 
Father  hated  his  Father  dearly ;  yet  I  hate  not  OrloMdo. 

Rof.  No  Faitb^  hate  him  not  for  my  Sake^ 

CeL  Why  ihould  I  not?  Doth  not  he  defcrvc  well? 

Enter  Duks  y^ith  Lsrds. 

Rof.  Let  me  love  him  for  that*  and  do  you  loVe  himi 
Becaufe  I  do.     Loc*,  here  comes  the  Duke. 

CeL  With  his  Eyes  full  of  Anger. 

Bnke.  Miftrefsj  difpatch  you  with  your  fafeft  haftcj; 
And  get  you  from  otir  Court. 

ifo/:  Me,  Uncle! 

jD^^.You,  Coufin* 
Within  thefe  ten  Days  if  that  thou  beeft  found 
So  near  our  publick  Court  as  twenty  Miles, 
Thou  dieft  for  it. 

Rof.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace 
Let  me  the  Knowledge  of  my  Fault  bear  with  me  / 
If  with  my  felf  I  hold  Intelligence, 
Or  have  Acquaihtance  with  my  own  Def]res> 
If  that  I  do  not  dream,  or  be  not  frantick^ 
As  I  do  truft  I  am  not*  then  dear  Uncle, 
Never  fo  much  as  in  a  Thought  unborn 
Did  I  eHF^nd  your  Highnefs. 

Duke.  Thus  do  all  Traitors, 
If  their  Purgation  did  confift  in  Words^ 
They  are  as  innocent  as  Grace  it  fdf ; 
Let  it  fuffice  thee  that  I  truft  thee  not. 

Rof.  Yet  your  Miftruft  can  not  make  me  a  Trtitor ; 
Tell  me  whereon  the  likelihood  depends* 

D$ikf.  Thou  art  thy  Fathef's  Daughter,  there's  enough. 

Rof  So  was  i  when  you^  Highne6  took  hii  DN&R&sstJk^ 
So  was  I  when  your  Highnefs  VnmftCAVwBi^ 
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Treafon  is  not  inherited,  my  Lord, 
Or  if  we  did  derive  it  from  our  Friends, 
What's  that  to  me,  my  Father  was  no  Traitor : 
Then  vood  my  Licgc,  miftake  me  not  (o  much* 
To  think  my  Poverty  is  treacherous. 

CeL  Dear  Soveraign  hear  me  fpcak. 

Dnke.  Ay  CtUa,  we  ftaid  her  for  your  fike. 
Life  had  (he  with  her  Father  rang'd  along. 

Ccl.  I  did  not  then  entreat  to  have  her  ftay; 
I  was  too  young  that  time  ro  value  her. 
Rut  now  I  know  htr;  if  ihc  be  a  Traitor, 
Why  fb  am  I;  we  ft  ill  have  flept  together, 
Rofe  at  an  Inftant,  learned,  plaid,  eat  together. 
And  whereloe'cr  we  went,  like  Jhim%  Swans, 
Still  we  went  coupled  and  infeparable. 

Bukc.  She  is  too  fubtile  for  thee,  and  her  Smoothnefi, 
Her  very  Silence,  and  her  Patience, 
Speak  to  the  People,  and  they  pity  her: 
Thou  art  a  Fool,  (he  robs  thee  of  thy  Name, 
And  thou  wilt  ihow  more  bright,  and  feem  more  virttioiu 
When  (he  is  gone;  then  open  not  thy  Lips, 
Firm  and  irrevocable  is  my  Doom, 
Which  I  have  part  upon  her ;  ftie  is  banifh'd. 

Ccl.  Pronounce  that  Sentence  then  on  me,  my  Liege, 
I  cannot  live  out  of  her  Company, 

Dukjs^  Yoii  are  a  Fool;  you  Neice  provide  your  fclfi 
If  you  out-ftay  the  time,  upon  mine  Honour, 
And  in  the  Greatnefs  of  my  Word,  you  die. 

{Exit  Duke,  fj^u 

CeL  O  my  poor  Rofalindj  whither  wilt  thou  go? 
Wilt  thou  change  Fathers?  I  will  give  thee  mine: 
I  charge  thee  be  not  thou  more  grieved  than  I  am« 

Rof.  I  have  more  Caufe. 

CeU  Thou  haft  not,  Coufin, 
Prethce  be  cheerful;  know'ft  thou  not  the  Duke 
Hath  baniih'd  me  his  Daughter  ? 

Rojl  That  he  hath  not. 

CeL  No,  hath  not?  Rofalindhcks  then  the  Love 
Which  teacheth  thee  that  thou  and  I  am  one;        ;. 
Shall  we  be  fundred?  Shall  we  parr,  fweet  Girl? 
Ko,  let  my  Father  feek  another  Heir. 

Therefore 
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Therefore  devife  lO^ith  me  how  we  may  fly. 
Whither  to  go,  and  what  to  bear  with  us, 
And  do  not  feek  to  take  your  Charge  upon  you. 
To  bear  your  Griefs  your  felf,  and  leave  me  out  x 
For  by  this  Heav'n,  now  at  our  Sorrows  pale* 
Say  what  thou  canft,  I'll  go  along  with  thee. 

Rof.  Why,  whither  ftiall  we  go? 

CeL  To  feek  my  Uncle  in  the  Foreft  of  jirden. 

Rof.  Alaf^  what  Danger  will  it  be  to  us, 
Maids  as  we  are,  to  travel  forth  fo  far  I 
Beauty  provoketh  Thieves  fooner  than  Gold. 

CeL  rU  put  my  felf  in  poor  and  mean  Attire, 
"  And  with  a  kind  of  Umber  fmutch  my  Face, 
The  like  do  you,  fo  ihall  we  pafs  along. 
And  never  ftir  Affailants. 

Rof.  Were  it  not  better, 
Becaufe  that  I  am  more  than  common  tall^ 
That  I  did  fuit  me  all  Points  like  a  Man; 
A  gallant  Curtelax  upon  my  Thigh, 
A  Bore-fpear  in  my  Hand,  and  in  my  Heart 
Lie  there  what  hidden  Woman's  Fear  there  will; 
We'll  have  a  fwaflling  and  a  martial  Outfide, 
As  many  other  manniih  Cowards  have. 
That  do  outface  it  with  their  Semblances. 

CiU  What  (hall  I  call  thee  when  thou  art  a  Man  } 

Rof.  I'll  have  no  worfe  a  Name  than  Jov€*%  own  Page^ 
And  therefore  look  you  call  me  Ganimedi 
But  what  will  you  be  call'd  ? 

CeL  Something  that  hath  a  Reference  to  my  State : 
No  longer  Celia^  but  ^Uena^ 

Ref.  But  Coufin,  what  if  we  aflfaid  to  fteal 
The  clowniih  Fool  out  of  your  Father's  Court : 
Would  he  not  be  a  Comfort  to  our  Travel  { 

CeL  He'll  go  along  o'er  the  wide  World  with  ffle. 
Leave  me  alone  t6  woo  him  i  let's  away. 
And  get  our  Je\(ds  and  our  Wealth  together; 
Devife^.the  fitte^  time,  and  fafeft  way 
To  hide  us  Mm  Purfuit  that  will  be  made 
After  my  Flight :  Now  go  we  in^  Content 
To  Liberty,  and  not  to  Banilhmcm.  ^*tii«x%   J 
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A  C  T  IL     SCENE    L 

S  C  E  N  E  i^  Forefi. 

Enter  Duke  Seni$r^  Amfens,  Md  tW9  #r  Ate  L^rds 

likf  Foreficrs. 

Duke  «S^if.1^0W  my  Co-mates,  and  Brothers  in  Ssife 


Hath  not  old  Cuftom  made  this  Life 
fwect 
Than  that  of  painted  Pomp  {  Are  not  thefe  Woods 
More  free  from  Peril  than  the  envious  Court  { 
Here  feel  we  not  the  Penalty  of  Adam^ 
The  Seafon's  Difference,  as  the  Icie  pbang  ' 
And  churlifli  chiding  of  the  Winter's  Windi 
Which  when  it  bites  and  blows  upon  my  Body^ 
Even  'till  I  (hrink  with  C6ld,  I  fmik,  and  fay^ 
This  is  no  Flattery :  Th^fe  are  CounfeUors 
That  feelingly  pierfuade  me  what  I  am. 
Sweet  are  the  Ufes  of  AdverfitVf 
Which  like  the  Toad,  ugly  ana  venemou^ 
Wears  yet  a  precious  Jewel  in  his  Head: 
And  this  our  Life  exeofipt  from  publick  Haunt^* 
Finds  Tongues  in  Trees,  Books  in  the  running  Brooby 
Sermon^  in  Stores,  and  Good  in  every  thing* 

Amien.  I  would  not  change  it ;  happy  is  ]rour  Grac6 
That  can  tranflate  the  Stubbornnefs  of  Fortune 
Into  h  quiet  and  fo  fweet  a  Style. 

Buks  Sen.  Come,  (hall  we  go  and  kill  us  Veqilbn? 
And  yet  it  irks  me,  the  poor  dapled  Foolsj 
Being  native  Burghers  of  this  defart  City, 
Should  in  their  own  Confines  with  forked  Heads^ 
Have  their  round  Haunches  goar'd* 

I  Lord.  Indeed^  my  Lord, 
The  melancholy  ^aqnef  grieves  at  that, . 
And  in  that  kind  fwears  you  do  more  ufurp. 
Than  doth  your  Brother  that  hath  baniih'd  you: 
To  Day  my  Lord  of  Amiens,  and  my  felf. 
Did  ftnl  behind  him  as  he  lay  along 
Under  an  Oak,  whofe  antick  Root  peeps  out 


As  you  Uhif.  ^i] 

Vpon  the  Brook  th^t  brawls  along  this  Wood, 
To  the  which  PUce  a  poor  fequeftred  Stag 
That  from  the  Hunters  Aim  had  ta'en  a  Hurt> 
Did  come  to  languish ;  ^nd  inid^dy  my  Lord, 
The  wretched  Animil  heiv'd  foith  fuch  Gr(XKi5> 
i^hat  their  Difchargie  did  .fif ecicb  fai$  leathern  Coat 
AimofI:  to  burfling,  and  t^e  big  fpond  Tears 
Cours'd  one  ^^oditt  down  hi$iiV90Cisnt  Nofe 
In  piteous  Chafe ;  aod  thus  the  Ut^iry  F00I9 
Much  marked  of  the  melanchoHy  J^f^s, 
Stood  on  tfa*  atumnik  Verge  ^  (be  fyiif^  SfQP^ 
AMgaaenfiag  it  with  Tears. 

Dnke  Sen^  But  what  Tajd  J^iff^csi 
Did  he  not  moralize  this  Sfiye^dei 

1  Lord.  O  yes^  into  a  thouiaod  $mili«ii« 
Firft,  for  his  Wecpisg  iJEo  the  oeedlefs  Stream; 
Poor  Deer,  quoth  he,  thou  nak'fi:  a  Teftain^ot 
As  Worldlings  do>  f  iWng  thy  Sttfn  of  more 
To  that  which  had  too  mucb^  Then  b^^iog  aigiift^ 
Left  and  abandoned  o^hif  veliret  Friends; 

Tis  I'ight,  quoch  he,  thus  Mifery  doth  p4rt 
The  Flux  of  Conjpauy :  Ajaon  a  carelefs  H?rd 
Full  of  the  Pafture,  jumps  abng  by  \1im9 
And  never  ftays  to  grcft  him :  Ay,  quotb  J^quch 
SwAep  on^  you  fat  and  grtajcy  Citi^/ens, 
•Tis  juft  the  Faftiion;  wherefore  do  you  look 
Upon  that  poor  and  broken  Bankrupt  thi^re? 
Thus  moft  inveftively  he  pierceth  through 
The  Body  of  the  Cowotry,  City,  0>)irty 
Yea,  and  through  this  our  Life,  fwearing  th^t  we 
Are.jgKer  Uppers,  Tyrapts;  ^od  wh^ts  y.orfc. 
To  fright  the  Animals,  and  to  k|H  th^n;^  1^ 
In  their  aljign'd  fuid  native  AmlUpg  PU^e. 
DukeS^.  And  did  you  leave  hm  in  this  ContempIf^tipnS 

2  Lord.  We  did,  jjny  I^prd,  w wpiog  and  WWIPcnjtiDg 
TLJpon  the  fobbing  Djeer. 

DnkeSen.  Sho-jv  jpe  f  he  Place^ 
I  love  td  cope  km  m  thefc  OMIcp  Fits, 
For  then  hc*s  full  of  M^r. 

%  Lnd.  ril  briog  you  to  hioi  ftraif^t»  ^xtw^w 


SCENE    11.  The  Palace. 

Enter  Duke  with  Lords, 

Dukg.  Can  it  be  poflible  that  no  Man  faw  them? 
Ic  cannot  be  ;  fome  Villains  of  my  Court  ^ 

Are  of  Confent  and  Sufferance  in  this. 

f  Lord.  I  cannot  hear  of  any  that  did  fee  her* 
The  Ladiess  her  Attendants  of  her  Chamber^ 
Saw  her  abed,  and  in  the  Morning  early 
They  found  the  Bed  untreafur'd  of  their  Miftrefs. 

2  Lord.  My  Lord,  ths  roynifli  Clown,  at  whom  (boft 
Your  Grace  was  wont  to  laugh,  is  alfo  milling : 
UifperUt  the  Princcfs  Gentlewoman, 
Confcffcs  that  (he  fecretly  o'er-hcard 
Your  Daughter  and  her  Coufin  much  commend 
The  Parts  and  Graces  of  the  Wreftler 
That  did  but  lately  foil  the  finowy  Chdi^Sj 
And  ftie  believes  where-ever  they  are  gone. 
That  Youth  is  furely  in  their  Company. 

Duke.  Send  to  his  Brother,  fetch  that  Gallant  hither^ 
If  he  be  abfent,  bring  his  Brother  to  me, 
I'll  make  him  find  him;  do  this  fuddenly. 
And  let  not  Search  and  Inquifition  quail 
To  bring  again  thefe  fooliih  Runaways.  [jExgmHm 

SCENE  ni.  Oliver'/  Houfe, 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 

OrU.  Who*?  there? 

Adam.  What  my  young  Mafter,  oh  my  gentle  Mailef^ 
Oh  my  fweet  Mafter,  O  you  Memory 
Of  old  Sir  RowUndl  Why,  what  make  you  here? 
Why  are  you  virtuous?  Why  do  People  love  you? 
And  wherefore  are  you  gentle,  ftrong,  and  valiant? 
Why  would  you  be  fo  fond  to  overcome 
The  bonny  Prifer  of  the  humorous  Duke  ? 
Your  Praife  is  come  too  fwiftly  Home  before  you* 
Know  you  not, Mafter,  to  fome  kind  of  Men 
Thtir  Graces  fervtf  thetn  but  as  Eneipies; 


As  ym  hike  it.  6i^ 

No  more  do  yours;  your  Virtues,  gentle  Mafter 
Are  fanftified  and  holy  Traitors  to  you : 
Oh  what  a  World  is  this,  when  what  is  comely 
Envenoms  him  that  bears  it ! 

OrU.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

jidam.  O  unhappy  Youth, 
Come  not  within  thefe  Doors;  within  this  Roof 
The  Enemy  of  all  your  Graces  lives : 
Your  Brother——  no,  no  Brother,  yet  the  Son, 
Yet  not  the  Son,  I  will  not  call  him  Son, 
Of  him  I  was  about  to  call  his  Father, 
Hath  heard  your  Praifes,  and  this  Night  he  means 
To  bum  the  Lodging  where  you  ufe  to  lye,    . 
And  you  within  it;  if  he  fail  of  that 
He  will  have  other  Means  to  cut  you  off; 
I  overheard  him,  and  his  PraAices : 
This  is  no  Place,  this  Houfe  is  but  a  Butchery; 
Abhor  it,  fear  it,  do  not  enter  it. 

Orla.  Why,  whither  ^^^w  would  ft  thou  have,  me  go? 

Adam.  No  matter  whither,  fo  you  come  not  here. 

OrU.  What,  wouldft  thou  have  me  go  and  beg  my  Food, 
Or  with  a  bafe  and  boiftrous  Sword  enforce 
A  thievi(h  living  on  the  common  Road  ? 
This  I  muft  do,  or  know  not  what  to  do : 
Yet  this  I  will  not  do,  do  how  I  can ; 
I  rather  will  fubjeft  me  to  the  Malice 
Of  a  diverted  Blood,  and  bloody  Brother. 

Adam.  But  do  not  fo,  I  have  five  hundred  Crowns, 
The  thrifty  Hire  I  fav'd  under  your  Father, 
Which  I  did  ftore  to  be  my  fofter  Nurfe, 
When  Service  fhould  in  my  old  Limbs  lye  lame. 
And  unregarded  Age  in  Corners  thrown ; 
Take  that,  and  he  that  doth  the  Ravens  feed. 
Yea  providently  caters  for  the  Sparrow, 
Be  Comfort  to  my  Age;  here.is  the  Gold, 
All  this  I  give  you,  let  me  be  your  Servant, 
Tho'  I  look  old,  yet  I  am  ftrong  and  lufty. 
For  in  my  Youth  I  never  did  apply 
Hot  and  rebellious  Liquors  in  my  Blood, 
Nor  did  I  with  uiibalhful  Forehead  woq  . 

TJj£  Means  of  Weaknefs and  Debility?  \ 
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Therefore  my  Age  is  as  a  iufty  Winter, 
Frofty^  but  kindly;  let  me  go  with  you^ 
I'll  do  the  Service  of  a  younger  Man 
In  all  your  BuOnefs  and  Neceffities, 

OrU.  Oh  good  old  Man,  how  well  in  thee  appears 
The  conftant  Service  of  the  antick  World; 
When  Service  fwcat  for  Duty,  not  for  Need  I 
Thou  art  not  for  the  Faihion  of  thefe  times* 
Where  none  will  fweat*  but  for  Promotion* 
And  having  that,  do  choak  their  Service  up^ 
Bven  with  the  having ;  it  is  not  fo  with  thee ; 
But  poor  old  Man,  thou  prun'ft  a  rotten  Tree^ 
That  cannot  fo  much  as  a  Bloffom  yield* 
In  lieu  of  all  thy  Pains  and  Husbandry ; 
But  come  thy  ways,  well  go  along  together. 
And  e'er  we  have  thy  youthful  Wages  fpent. 
We'll  light  upon  fome  fetled  low  G>ntent. 

Ad^m.  Mafter  go  on,  and  I  will  follow  thee 
To  the  laft  Gafp  with  Truth  and  Loyalty. 
From  feventeen  Years  'till  now  almoft  fourfcore 
Here  lived  I,  but  now  live  here  no  more. 
At  feventeen  Years  many  their  Fortunes  feek, 
But  at  fourfcore*  it  is  too  late  a  Week; 
Yet  Fortune  cannot  recompence  me  better 
fThan  to  die  weU,  and  not  my  Mafter's  Debter.      \Ex€9m^ 

SCENE  IV.  ThcFmfi. 

Bnter  Rofalind  in  Bays  Cloathsfor  Ganimed,  Celia  drejl  Ukg 
d  Shepherdefs  fir  Aliena,  4nd  Clown. 
Rof.  O  JupitcTj  how  merry  are  my  Spirits  % 
Clo.  I  care  not  for  my  Spirits,  if  my  Legs  were  not 

weary. 

Rof  I  could  find  in  my  Heart  to  difgrace  my  Man's  Ap?* 
parel,  and  cry  like  a  Woman ;  .but  I  muft  comfort  the  weak** 
cr  Veffcl,  as  Doublet  and  Hofe  ought  to  (how  it  felf  Coui 
rageous  to  a  Petticoat ;  therefore  Courage,  good  jiUema. 

CeL  I  pray  you  bear  with  me,  I  can  go  no  further. 

Clo.  For  my  part,  I  had  rather  bear  with  you,  than  bear 
you;  yet  I  (hould  bear  no  Crofs  if  I  did  bear  you,  for  I 
think  you  have  no  Mony  in  your  Purf^, 

:R*fr 
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^pf.  Well,  this  is  the  Foreft  of  jird$»n 

Cloivn.  Ay>  now  am  I  in  Arden^  the  more  Fool  {,  when 
i  was  at  home  I  was  in  a  better  Place;  but  Travellers  muft' 
be  content* 

Enter  Corin  and  Silvias. 

Rof.  Ay  J  be  fo^  good  Touchfione ;  look  you  wHp  CQcnei 
here,  a  young  Man  and  an  old,  in  folemn  talk. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  make  her  fcorn  you  ftill. 

SiL  O  Cerin^  that  thou  knew'ft  how  I  do  love  her, 

Or.  I  partly  guefs,  for  I  have  lov'd  e'er  now. 

SiL  No  Corin^  being  old,  thou  can'ft  not  guefs» 
Tho'  in  thy  Youth  thou  waft  as  true  a  ILovcr, 
As  ever  figh'd  upon  a  Midnight  Pillow ; 
But  if  thy  Love  were  ever  like  to  mipe^ 
As  fure  I  think  did  never  Man  love  fo ; 
How  many  Anions  moft  ridicubus 
Haft  thou  been  drawn  to  by  thy  Faotafie  ? 

Cor.  Into  a  thoufand  that  I  have  forgotten, 

SU.  Oh  thou  didft  then  ne'er  love  fo  heartily ; 
If  thou  remembreft  not  the  flighted  Folly 
That  ever  Love  did  make  thee  run  into. 
Thou  haft  not  lov'd ; 
Or  if  thou  haft  not  fate  as  I  do  now. 
Wearying  thy  Hearer  in  thy  Miftrefs  Praife, 
Thou  haft  not  lov'd. 

Or  if  thou  haft  not  broke  from  Company, 
Abruptly  as  my  Paflion  now  makes  me. 
Thou  haft  not  lov'd. 
O  Pheh^j  Phebe,  Phehe.  [Exit^ 

Rof.  Alas  poor  Shepherd  I  fearching  of  thy  Wound, 
X  have  by  hard  Adventure  found  mine  own. 

Clo.  And  I  mine?;  I  remember  when  I  was  in  Love,  I 
broke  my  Sword  upon  a  Stone,  and  bid  him  take  that  for 
coming  a  Nights  to  Jane  Smile  i  and  I  remember  the  Kif« 
fing  of  her  Satler,  and  the  Cow's  Dugs  that  her  pretty 
chopt  Hands  had  milk'd ;  and  I  remember  the  wooing  of  a 
Peafcod  inftead  of  her,  from  whom  I  took  two  Cods,  and 
giving  her  them  again,  faid  with  weeping  Tear^,  we^r  thefe 
tor  my  fake;  we  that  are  true  Lovers  run  into  firange  Ca« 
pers ;  but  all  is  Mortal  in  Naturet  ib  is  all  Natut^  \tw V.ks^^^ 
mortal  to  FoUy^i 


'\^mw       ^^i«ri>w        mtf* 


Rof.  Thou  fpcak'ft  wifer  than  thou  art  ware  of.  •    ■ 

Clo.  Nay,  I  fhali  ne'er  be  ware  of  mine  own  Wit,  "till  { 
break  my  Shins  againft  it. 

Rof.  Jove !  Jove  I  this  Shepherd's  Paffion 
Is  much  upon  my  Fafliion. 

Clo.  And  mine,  but  it  grows  fomething  ftale  with  mc« 

Cel.  I  pray  you,  one  of  you  qacftion  yond  Man, 
If  he  for  Gold  will  give  us  any  Food, 
I  faint  almoft  to  Death. 

Clo.  Holla;  you  Clown. 

Rof.  Peace  Fool,  he's  not  thy  Kinfman, 

Cor.  Who  calls? 

Clo.  Your  Betters,  Sir. 

Cor.  Elfe  they  arc  wretched. 

Rof.  Peace  I  fay ;  good  Even  to  you,  Frieod. 

Gr.  And  to  you,  gentle  Sir,  and  to  you  aU. 

Rof.  I  prethee.  Shepherd,  if  that  Love  or  Gold 
Can  in  this  defert  Place  buy  Entertainment ; 
Bring  us  where  we  may  reft  our  felves,  and  feed ; 
Here's,  a  young  Maid  with  Travel  much  opprcfTed, 
And  faints  for  Succour. 

Cor.  Fair  Sir,  I  pity  her> 
And  wifti  for  her  fake,  more  than  for  mine  own. 
My  Fortunes  were  more  able  to  relieve  her; 
But  I  am  a  Shepherd  to  another  Man, 
And  do  not  flieer  the  Fleeces  that  I  graze ; 
My  Matter  is  of  churlifh  Difpofition, 
And  liulc  wreaks  to  find  the  way  to  Heav'n 
By  doing  Deeds  of  Hofpitality : 
Befides,  his  Coat,  his  Flocks,  and  Bounds  of  feed 
Are  now  on  Sale,  and  at  our  Sheep-coat  now. 
By  reafon  of  his  ^bfence,  there  is  nothing 
That  you  will  feed  on;  but  what  is,  come  fee. 
And  in  my  Voice  moft  welcome  fhall  you  be. 

Rof.  What  is  he  that  fliall  buy  his  Flock  and  Pafture? 
Cor.  That  young  Swain  that  you  faw  here  but  c*er  while^ 
That  little  cares  for  buying  any  thing. 

Rof  I  pray  thee,  if  it  ftand  with  Honefty, 
Buy  thou  the  Cottage,   Pafture,  and  the  Flock, 
And  thou  (halt  have  to  pay  for  it  of  us. 

CoL 
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CeL  And  wc  will  mend  thy  Wages; 
^.  I  like  this  place^  and  willingly  could 
Wafte  my  time  in  ir. 

Cor*  AfTuredly  the  thing  is  to  be  fold ; 
Go  with  me,  if  you  like  upon  Report, 
II  The  Soil,  the  Profit,  and  this  kind  of  J-ifc, 
I  will  your  very  faithful  Feeder  be> 
And  buy  it  with  your  Gold  right  fuddenly,  \^Ex€mti. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

I 

Enter  Amiens,  Jaques,  49id  others^ 

(  SONG, 

Zhfder  the  greeenhood  Tree, 

Who  loves  to  Ije  with  me^ 
And  turn  his  merry  Note^ 

Vnto  the  fweet  Bird's  Throat; 
Come  hither^  come  hither,^  come  hither^ 

Here  Jhall  he  fee  no  Enemjy 
But  Winter  and  rough  Weather. 

Jaq.  More,  more,  I  pretheee,  more. 

Ami.  It  will  make  you  melancholy,  Mounfitur  y^ijjMi, 

Jaq.  I  thank  it;  more,  I  prethee,  more, 
I  can  fuck  Melancholy  out  of  a  Song, 
^s  a  Weazel  fucks  Eggs:  More,  I  prethee,  more. 

Ami.  My  Voice  is  rugged,  I  know  I  cannot  plcafe  you, 

Jaq.  I  do  not  defire  you  to  pleafe  me, 
I  do  defire  you  to  fing; 
Come,  come,  another  Stanzo:  Call  you 'em  Stanzo's? 

Ami.  What  you  will,  Mounfieur  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Nay,  1  care  not  for  their  Names,  they  owe  me  no- 
thing.    Will  you  fing  ? 

Ahui.  More  at  your  requeft,  than  to  plcafe  my  felf. 

Jaq.  Well  then,  if  ever  I  thank  any  Man,  1*11  thank  you; 
but  that  they  call  Complement  is  like  th'  Encounter  of  two 
Dog-Apes.  And  when,  a  Man  thanks,  me  heartily,  me- 
thinks  I  have  given  him  a  Penny,  and  he  renders  me  the 
beggarly  Thanfe.  Gome  fing,  and  you  tKix.  '^vVV  tv^x>  VJs.^ 
your  Toneue$#  '    >     * 


i\  Well^  ril  eod  the  Song.  Sirs,  cover  dhc  irUeu 
the  Duke  will  Dine  under  this  Tree;  he  hath  been  lU  #1 
day  to  look  you. 

3^^.  And  I  have  been  all  this  day  to  avoid  hittu 
He  is  too  difputable  for  my  Company : 
I  think  of  as  many  Matters  a$  he»  but  I  give 
Heav'n  thanks,  and  make  no  Boaft  ^f  wtm. 
Qoifkc,  warblef  come* 

SONG. 

ff%»  doth  Ambition  Jhun^ 

And  loves  to  Ijo  fth*  Sunf 
Seeking  the  Food  he  eatSy 

And  pleased  with  what  he  gets ; 
Come  hither^  come  hither ^  come  hither  ^^ 

Here  Jhall  joh  fee^  no  Enemy » 
But  Winter  and  rough  Weather. 

Ja^  I'll  give  you  a  Vcrfe  to  this  Note, 
[That  I  made  yefierday  in  defpight  of  my  Inveotion* 
Ami.  And  I'll  fing  it. 
Jaej.  Thus  it  goes. 

If  it  do  come  to  pafs. 
That  any  Man  turn  Afs  ; 
Leaving  his  Wealth  and  Eafe^ 
Afiubborn  Will  topUa/iy 
Ducdamoj  Ducdame^  Ducdame; 
Here  Jhall  he  fee^  grofs  Fools  as  he. 
And  if  he  will  come  to  me. 

Ami.  What's  that  Ducdame  \ 

Jaq.  'Tis  a  Greek  Invocation,  to  call  Fools  jato  t  Ctcck* 
rU  go  fleep  if  I  can ;  if  I  cannot.  Til  rail  againfl:  all  the  Fkft- 
horn  of  Egypt^ 

Ami.  And  I'll  go  feek  the  Duke> 
His  3sinquet  is  prepared.  {EM^m^* 

S  C  E  N  E    VL 

Enter  Orlando  and  Adam. 
'Adam*  Dear  Mafter,  I  can  go  no  further: 


P I  die  (ot  Food  I  Here  lye  I  down. 


An,! 


t 
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\  And  meafure  out  my  Grave.    Farewell  kind  Maften 
•        OrL  Why  how  now^  jidam  !   no  greater  Heart  ia  thtet 
Live  a  little>  comfort  a  little,  cheer  thy  felf  a  little. 
If  this  uncouth  Foreft  yield  any  thing  Savage, 
I  will  either  be  Food  for  it,  or  bring  it  for  Food  to  thee^ 
Thy  Conceit  is  nearer  Death,  than  thy  t^owers* 
For  my  fake  be  comfortable,  hold  Death  a  while 
At  the  Arm's  end  :  I  will  be  here  with  thep  prefently# 
And  if  I  bring  thee  not  fomething  to  eat,         , 
I  will  give  thee  leave  to  die.     But  if  thou  dieft 
Before  I  come,  thou  art  a  mocker  of  my  Labour: 
Well  faid)  thou  look'ft  cheerly. 
And  ril  be  with  thee  quickly  ;  yet  thou  lieft 
In  the  bleak  Air.     Come,  I  will  bear  thee 
To  fome  Shelter,  and  thou  fhalt  not  die 
For  lack  of  a  Dinner; 
If  there  live  any  thing  in  this  De/art. 
Cheerly,  good  Adam.  lExmntl 

SCENE    VII.      . 

Enter  Dnkf  Sen.  and  Lords.  [A  Table  fet  ouU 

Dnke  Sen.  t  think  he  be  transformed  into  a  Beaft, 
For  I  can  no  where  find  him  like  a  Man. 

I  Lord.  My  Lord,  he  is  but  even  now  gone  hencf^ 
Here  was  he  merry,  hearing  of  a  Song. 

JDuke  Sen.  If  he,  compad  of  Jars,  grow  Muficaly 
We  ftiall  have  ftiortly  Difcord  in  the  Spheres : 
Go  feek  him,  tell  hint  I  would  fpeak  with  hrm. 

£n$er  Jaques. 

t  Lord.  He  faves  my  Labour  by  his  own  approach. 

Dfil^e  Sem  Wl^  how  now,  Monfieur,  what  a  Lift  is  thi^ 
That  your  poor  Friends  muft  woo  your  Company? 
What,  yott^look  merrily. 

Jaq.  A  Fool^  a  Fool,  I  met  a  Fool  i'th'  Foreft, 
A  motley  Fool;  a  miferable  World  I 
As  I  do  live  by  Food,  I  met  a  Fool, 
Who  laid  him  down,  and  bask'd  him  ih  the  Sui^ 
And  rail'd  on  Lady  Fortune  in  good  terms. 
In  good  fet  terms,  and  yet  a  motley  Fool. 
(Bood  morrowi  Fool,  quoth  I :  No>  S^x^  cj^c^^Vv 


Call  me  not  Fool,  •till  Hcav'n  hath  fcnt  mc  Fortune  i 

And  then  he  drew  a  Dial  from  his  Poak, 

And  looking  on  it,  with  lacHuftre  EyC| 

Says,  very  wifely,  it  is  ten  a  Clock : 

Thus  we  may  fee,  quoth  he,  how  the  world  wags  : 

*Tis  but  an  hour  ago  fince  it  was  nine. 

And  after  one  hour  more  'twill  be  eleven. 

And  fo  from  hour  to  hour,  we  ripe,  and  ripe. 

And  then  from  hour  to  hour,  we  rot,  and  ror. 

And  thereby  hangs  a  Tile*     When  I  did  hear 

The  motley  Fool  thus  moral  on  the  time, 

My  Lungs  began  to  crow  like  Chanticleer, 

That  Fools  ftiould  be  fo  deep  contemplative  : 

And  I  did  laugh,  fans  intermiflion, 

An  hour  by  his  Dial.     O  noble  Fool, 

A  worthy  Fool.     Motley's  the  only  wear. 
Duke  Sen.  What  Fool  is  this  ? 
Jaq.  O  worthy  Fool;  one  that  hath  been  a  Couiticr, 

And  fays,  if  Ladies  be  young  and  fair. 

They  have  the  Gift  to  know  it :  And  in  his  Brain, 

Which  is  as  dry  as  the  remainder  Bisket 

After  a  Voyage,  he  hath  ftrange  places  cram*d 

With  Obfervation,  the  which  he  vents 
In  mangled  Forms.    O  that  I  were  a  Fool, 

I  am  ambitious  for  a  motley  Coar. 
Duki  Sen.  Thou  (halt  have  one, 
y^c.  It  is  my  only  Suit, 
Provided  that  you  weed  your  better  Judgments 
Of  all  Opinion  that  grows  rank  in  them. 
That  I  am  Wife.     I  muft  have  liberty 
Withal,  as  large  a  Charter  as  the  Wind, 
To  blow  on  whom  I  pleafe,  for  fo  Fools  have; 
And  they  that  arc  moft  gauled  with  my  Folly, 
They  moft  muft  Laugh:  And  why.  Sir,  muft  they  fo?    ' 
The  why  is  plain,  as  way  to  Parilh  Church; 
He  that  a  Fool  doth  very  wifely  hit. 
Doth  very  fooliflily,  altho*  he  fmart* 
Seem  fenfclefs  of  the  Bob,    If  not. 
The  wife  Man's  Folly  is  Anatomiz'd 
Even  by  the  (quandring  Glances  of  a  Fooh 
"^nveft  nie  in  the  motley,  give  me  leave 

T« 


As  ym  Like  it.  C%i 

.  To  fpeak  cay  Mind,  and  I  will  through  and  through 
'   Cleanfe  the  foul  Body  of  th'infeftcd  World, 
If  they  will  patiently  receive  my  Medicine* 

Dfike  Sen.  Fie  on  thee,  I  can  tell  what  thou  wouldft  do, 

Jacf.  What,  for  a  Counter,  would  I  do,  but  good? 

Duke  Sen.  Mod  mifchievous  foul  Sin,  in  chiding  Sin : 
For  thou  thy  felf  haft  been  a  Libertine, 
As  fenfual  as  the  brutilh  Sting  it  felf. 
And  all  th'  imboifed  Sores,  and  headed  Evils, 
That  thou  with  licenfe  of  free  foot  haft  caught, 
Would'ft  thou  difgorge  into  the  general  World« 

Jaq.  Why  who  cries  out  on  Pridci 
That  can  therein  tax  any  private  Party : 
Doth  it  not  flow  as  hugely  as  the  Sea, 
'Till  that  the  weary  very  means  do  cbU 
What  Woman  in  the  City  do  I  name. 
When  that  I  fay  the  City  Woman  bears 
The  coft  of  Princes  on  unworthy  Shoulders? 
Who  can  come  in,  and  fay  that  I  mean  her. 
When  fuch  a  one  as  (he,  fuch  is  her  Neighbour? 
Or  what  is  he  of  bafeft  Fundion, 
That  fays  his  Bravery  is  not  on  my  coft. 
Thinking  that  I  mean  him,  but  therein  futes 
His  Folly  to  the  mettle  of  my  Speech, 
There  then,  how  then,  what  then,  let  me  fee  wherein 
My  Tongue  hath  wrong*d  him ;  if  it  do  him  right, 
Then  he  hath  wrong'd  himfclf ;  if  he  be  free. 
Why  then  my  taxing  like  a  wild  Goofe  flies 
Undaim'd  of  any  Man.     But  who  comes  here? 

Enter  Orlando. 

Orla.  Forbear,  and  eat  no  more. 

Jaq.  Why  I  have  eat  none  yet. 

Orla.  Nor  (halt  nor,  'till  Neceflity  be  ferv'd. 

yaq.  Of  what  kind  (hould  this  Cock  comei 

Duke  Sen.  Art  thou  thus  bolden'd,  Man,  bythy  Diftrefs? 
Or  elfe  a  rude  Defpifer  of  good  Manners, 
That  in  Civility  thou  feem'ft  fo  empty? 

OrL  You  touch'd  my  Vein  at  firft,  the  thorny  Point 
Of  bare  Diftrefs,  that  hath  ta'en  from  me  the  (hew 
Of  fmooth  Civility  ;  yet  am  I  Inland  bred, 
A^id  know  fome  Nurture:  But  forbear,  I  fay. 


He  dies  that  touches  any  of  this  Fruit, 
'Till  I  and  my  Affairs  are  aofwered. 

J^ci.  And  you  will  not  be  anfwered  with  Reafbo^ 
I  mult  die. 

Dnkf  Sen.  What  would  you  have  { 
Your  Genclenefs  (hall  force,  more  than  your  Force 
Move  us  to  Gentlenefsi 

Orla^  I  almoft  die  for  Food>  and  let  me  have  it* 

DfikfSen.  Sit  down  and  feed,  and  welcome  to  our  Tj^e> 

OrU,  Speak  you  fo  gently?  Pardon  me*  I  pray  you^ 
I  thought  that  ail  things  had  been  Savage  here» 
And  therefore  put  I  on  the  Countenance 
Of  ftern  commandment.     But  whatever  you  are 
That  in  this  Defart  inaccefllble. 
Under  the  (hade  of  melancholy  Boughs, 
Lofe  and  negleft  the  creeping  Hours  of  Time ; 
If  ever  you  have  look'd  on  better  Days; 
If  ever  been  where  Bells  have  knoll'd  to  Church; 
If  ever  fate  at  any  good  Man's  Feaft ; 
If  ever  from  your  Eye-lids  wip'd  a  Tear, 
And  know  what  'tis  to  pity,  and  be  pitied ; 
Let  Gentlenefs  my  ftrong  enforcement  be^ 
In  the  which  hope  I  blufh  and  hide  my  Sword. 

DnkeSen.  True  is  it  that  we  have  feen  better  Day^ 
And  have  with  holy  Bell  been  knoll'd  to  Church, 
And  fate  at  good  Mens  Feafts,  and  wip^d  our  Eyes 
Of  drops,  that  facred  Pity  hath  engendred : 
And  therefore  (it  you  down  in  gentlenefs. 
And  take  upon  command  what  help  we  have. 
That  to  your  wanting  may  be  miniflred. 

Orla^  Then  but  forbear  your  Food  a  little  while^ 
WhileSi  like  a  Doe,  I  go  to  find  my  Fawn, 
And  give  it  Food.     There  is  an  old  poor  Man, 
Who  after  me  hath  many  weary  ftep 
Limp'd  in  pure  Love ;  *till  he  be  firft  fuffic*d, 
Opprefs'd  with  two  weak  Evils,  Age  and  Hunger^ 
I  will  not  touch  a  bit. 

Dnks  Sen.  Go  find  him  out. 
And  we  will  nothing  wafte  'till  you  return. 

OrU.  I  thank  ye»  and  be  blefs'd  for  your  good  Comfbrr. 

7^- 


As  you  Like  it.  Ci$ 

t>HkfSen.  Thou  feeft  we  are  not  all  alone  unhappy: 
/This  wide  and  univerfal  Theatre 
V  Prefents  more  woful  Pageants  than  the  Scene 
Wherein  we  play. 

Jaq.  All  the  World^s  a  Stage, 
And  all  the  Men  and  Women  mcerly  Players  J 
They  have  their  Exits  and  their  Entrances* 
\  And  one  Man  in  his  time  plays  many  parts ; 
*i  His  Ads  being  feven  Ages.     At  firft  the  Infant* 
f  Mewling  and  puking  in  the  Nurfe's  Arms : 
Then*  the  whining  School-boy  with  his  Satchel^ 
And  ftiining  Morning-face,  creeping  like  Snail 
Unwillingly  to  SchooK     And  then  the  Lover, 
Sighing  like  Furnace*  with  a  woful  Ballad 
Made  to  his  Miftrcfs's  Eye-brow.     Then  a  Soldier^ 
Full  of  ftrange  Oaths*  and  bearded  like  the  Pard, 
Jealous  in  Honour,  fudden  and  quick  in  Quarrel, 
Seeking  the  bubble  Reputation* 
Even  in  the  Canon's  Mouth.     And  then  the  Juftice 
In  fair  round  Belly,  with  good  Capon  lin'd. 
With  Eyes  fevere*  and  Beard  of  formal  cur> 
Full  of  wife  Saws,  and  modern  Inflances, 
And  fo  he  plays  his  parr»     The  fixth  Age  (hifts 
Into  the  lean  and  flipper *d  Pantaloon, 
With  Speftacles  on  Nofe*  and  Pouch  on  fide; 
His  youthful  Hofe  well  fav'd^  a  world  too  wide 
For  his  flirunk  Shank,  and  his  big  manly  Voice 
Turning  again  toward  childilh  trebble  Pipes* 
And  whiftles  in  his  found.     Lad  Scene  of  allp 
That  ends  this  ftrange  eventful  Hiftofy, 
Isfecond  Childi(hnefs*  and  meet  Oblivion^ 
Sans  Teeth,  fans  Eyes,  fans  Tafte,  fans  every  thingj 

Enter  Orlando  tvith  Adam* 

Duks  Sen.  Welcome :  Set  down  your  venerable  Burtheo» 
and  let  him  feed* 

Oria.  I  thank  you  moil  for  him. 

jidam.  So  had  you  need, 
I  fcarce  can  fpeak  to  thank  you  for  my  felf* 

Duke  Sen*  Welcome,  fall  too :  1  will  not  trouble  yoUt 
As  yet  to  quefiion  you  about  your  Fortunes. 
Give  us  feme  Mufick^  and  (ood  Coufin,  fiog. 

Vol.  IL  M  ^0^^» 
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Blaw^  hlinv^  thou  Winter  Wimd^ 
Thou  drt  n9t  Jo  unkind,  as  Man*s  lugrntitrnde  ; 
Thy  Tooth  is  not  Jo  keen,  becaufe  thou  dri  t$0i  Jttn^ 

Altho*  thy  Breath  be  rude. 
Heigh  ho,  Jmg  heigh  ho^  unto  the  green  HoUj  ; 
Mofi  Friendjhip  isjeigning;  moji  Loving  meer  FMj: 

Then  heigh  ho^  the  Hollj, 

This  Life  is  mofl  Jollj^ 

Friez^e,  Friezx^  thou  hitter  Sky 9  that  doji  not  bite  fi  m^ 

As   Benrjits  Jorgot  : 
Tho*  thou  the  Waters  warp,  thy  Sting  is  not  fo  Jbmrf^ 

As  Friend  remembred  noty 
Heigh  ho,  Jing,  &c. 

Jiuke  Sen.  If  that  you  were  the  good  Sir  RowUmts  Son> 
ks  you  have  whifper'd  faithfully  you  were» 
Ind  as  mine  Eye  doth  his  Effigies  witnefi, 
4[oft  truly  limn'd>  and  living  in  your  Face, 
ie  truly  welcome  hither.     I  am  the  Duke 
That  lov'd  your  Father :  The  refidue  of  your  Fortune, 
So  to  my  Cave  and  tell  me.    Good  old  Man, 
rhou  arc  right  Welcome,  as  thy  Mafter  is ; 
iupport  him  by  the  Arm ;  give  mo  your  Hand* 
^nd  let  me  all  your  Fortunes  underftand.  [Exeunt. 


ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 

SCENE  tJbe  Talace. 

Enter  Duke^  Lords,  and  Oliver. 

My^^l^OT  feehimfince?  Sir,  Sir,  that  cann©t  be : 
xN  But  were  I  not  the  better  part  made  Mprcy* 
'  (hould  not  feek  an  abfent  Argument 
3f  my  Revenge,  thou  prefcnt :  But  look  to  it> 
«ind  put  thy  Brother  wherefoe'er  he  is, 
»eek  him  with  Candle ;  bring  him  dead  or  living, 
V'ithin  this  Twelye-njonth,  or  turn  thou  no,  more 
Co  k^  4  Living  in  our  Territory* 
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Thy  Lands  and  all  things  that  thou  doft  call  thiDe* 

Worth  fcizurc,  do  wc  feize  into  our  hands, 

•Till  thou  caiift  quit  thee  by  thy  Brother's  Mouth, 

"^    Of  what  we  think  againft  thee, 

0/#.  Oh  that  your  Highnefs  knew  my  Heart  in  this: 

,    I  never  lov'd  my  Brother  in  my  Life. 

"t       Duke.  Mbre  Villain  thou.    Well,  pufh  him  out  of  Doors, 
And  let  my  Officers  of  fuch  a  nature 
Make  an  Extent  upon  his  tioufe  and  Lands : . 

^  Do  this  expediently,  and  turn  him  going.  [E^if$nu  , 

^  S  C  E  N  E    11.     7*i?  Forejt. 

Enter  Orlando. 
OrU.  Hang  there  my  Vcrfe,  in  witnefs  of  my  Love, 

.<    And  thou  thrice  Crowned  Queen  of  Night  furvey* 
With  thy  chaft  Eye,  from  thy  pale  Sphere  above> 
Thy  Huntrefs  name,  that  my  full  Life  doth  fway. 
O  Rofalindy.  t\i^(t  Trees  (hall  be  my  Books, 
And  in  their  Barks  my  Thoughts  I'll  CharaAer, 
That  every  Eye,  which  in  this  Foreft  looks. 
Shall  fee  thy  Virtue  witnefs'd  every  where. 
Run,  run,  Orlando^  carve  on  every  Tree, 
The  fair,  the  chaft,  and  unexpreffive  (he.  [Exit^ 

Enter  Coren  and  Clown. 

'  Cor.  And  how  like  you  this  Shepherd's  Life,  Mr.  TcHchfi§Hel' 
CUwH.  Truly,  Shepherd,  in  refpeft  of  it  felf,  it  is  a  good 
Life;  but  in  refped  that  it  is  a  Shepherd's  Life,  it  is  naught* 
In  refped  that  it  is  folitary,  I  like  it  very  well ;  but  in  ns- 
fpeft  that  it  is  private,  it  is  a  very  vile  Life.  Now  in  re(peA 
it  is  in  the  Fields,  it  pleafeth  me  well ;  but  in  refped  it  is 
not  in  the  Courr>  it  is  tedious.     As  it  is  a  fpare  Life,  look* 

-  yx>u,  it  fits  my  Humour  well ;  but  as  there  is  no  more  pled- 
ty  in  it,  it  goes  much  againft  my  Stomach.  Has't  any  Phi« 
lofophy  in  thee.  Shepherd? 

Cor.  No  more,  but  that  I  know  the  more  one  ficketis,  the 
worfe  at  eafe  he  is:  And  that  he  that  wants  Mony,  Meatfs^- 
and  Content,  is  without  three  good  Friends;  That  the 
Property  of  Rain  is  to  wet^  and  Fire  to  burn :  That  gookl 
Pafture  makes  flit  Sheep ;  and  that  a  great  caufe  of  the  Ni^^' 
irtfae  lack  of  the  Sun  :  That  he  that  hath  Uaixtltd  xm^NHvl 
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by  Nature^  nor  Ait>  may  complain  of  good  Bc€edia|b  ^ 
comet  of  a  very  doll  Kindred.    - 

Clcwn.  Such  a  one  is  a  natural  Phibibplier. 
Was*c  ever  in  Court,  Shepherd  i  / 

Cor.  No  truly. 

CUwM.  Then  thou  art  Damned. 

Ciw\  Nay,  I  hope 

Clffum.  Truly  thou  art  Damn*d,  like  an  iU-roafted  E^  d 
on  one  fide* 

Cor.  For  not  being  at  Court  ?  Your  reafon. 

Chfiim.  Why,  if  thou  never  waft  at  Court,  thou  nenr 
fiw'ft  good  Manners;  if  thou  never  faw*ft  good  MamMOi 
then  thy  Manners  muft  be  wicked ;  and  Wickedncfs  is  %v^ 
and  Sin  is  Damnation :  Thou  art  in  a  parlous  State,  Shep- 
herd. 

Cor.  Not  a  whit,  Touchftom :  Thofe  that  hare  good 
Manners  at  the  Court,  are  as  ridiculous  in  the  Couotry*  s 
the  behaviour  of  the  Country  is  moft  mockable  at  the  CMrt 
You  told  me,  you  Salute  not  at  the  Court,  but  you  Ki6 
your  Hands;  that  Courtefie  would  be  uncleanly,  ifCMirtien 
were  Shepherds. 

Clffwn.  Inftance,  briefly;  come,  inftance. 

Or.  Why,  we  are  ftiU  handling  our  £wes»  and  their  Febi 
you  know>  are  greafie. 

^  Qown.  Why,  do  not  your  Courtiers  Hands  fweat?  And 
is  not  the  Greafe  of  Mutton  as  wholfome  as  the  Sweat  of  a 
M<^{  Shallow^  fhallow,  a  better  Inftance,  I  fay:  Come* 

Cor.  Befides,  our  Hands  are  hard. 
Clown.  Your  Lips  will  feel  them  the  iboner.  Shallow  agaio;- 
Amore  founder  Inftance^  come.  ^ 

Cor.  And  they  are  often  tarr'd  over  with  the  fUrgery  df 
our  Sheep;  ^nd  would  you  have  us  kifs  Tar?  The .Coiutiers 
Hands  are  perfumed  with  Civet. 

CUwH.  Moftihallow,  Man:  Thou  Worms-meat^  inie* 
Iped  of  a  good  piece  of  Flefti  indeed ;  learn  of  the  Wift 
and  Perpend;  Civet  is  of  a  bafer  birth  than  Tar^  the 
vety  uncleanly  Flux  of  a  Cat*  Mend  the  Inftance,  Shqp« 
herd. 
Cor.  You  h^ve  too  Courtly  a  Wit  for  me;  V\\  reft^ , .  , 
Q$wn^  Wilt  thou  reft  Damn'd?  ©od  help  die^  ^tifUffy 
Mmi  ^fd  make  incifion  in  thee^  thou  art  ra^,»  ';  ^  .^ 
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Cor.  Sir,  I  am  a  true  Labourer,  I  earn  that  I  eat;  get 
that  I  wear;  owe  no  Man  Hate,  envy  no  Man's  Happinefs; 
glad  of  other  Mens  good,  content  with  my  harm;  and  the 
greateft  of  my  Pride,  is  to  fee  my  Ewes  graze,  and  my 
Lambs  fuck. 

Clown.  That  is  another  (imple  Sin  in  you,  to  bring  the 
Ewes  and  the  Rams  together,  and  to  offer  to  get  your  Li- 
ving by  the  Copulation  of  Cattle,  to  be  a  Bawd  to  a  Bell-' 
weather,  and  to  betray  a  She-Lamb  of  a  Twelve-month  to 
a  crooked  Pated  old  Cuckoldly  Ram,  out  of  all  reafonable 
Match.  If  thou  be*ft  not  Damn'd  for  this,  the  Devil  him- 
felf  will  have  no  Shepherds;  I  cannot  fee  how  thou(hould*ft 
.^fcape. 

Cor.  Here  comes  Mr.  Gdnimedy  my  new  Miftrcfs*$  Bro^ 
ther. 

Enter  Rofalind  with  a  Paper. 

Rof.  From  the  Eafl  to  Wefiern  Inde, 

No  Jewel  is  likf  Rofalind, 
Her  Worth  being  mounted  on  the  Wind^ 

Through  all  the  World  bears  Rofalind* 
jlll  the  PiS fires  fairefi  Lind^ 

Are  bm  blacky  to  Rofalind ; 
Let  no  Face  be  kfpt  in  mind. 

But  the  mo fi  fair  Rofalind. 

Clown.  I'll  Rhime  you  fo,  eight  years  together;  dinners, 
and  fuppers,  and  flecping  hours  excepted :  It  is  the  right 
Butter-womens  rank  to  Market. 

Rof.  (9ut  Fool. 

Clown.  For  a  tafte. 

If  a  Hart  doth  lacJ^  a  Hindy 

Let  him  feel^  out  Rofalind. 
If  the  Cat  will  after  Kindy 

So  be  fure  will  Rofalind. 
Winter  Garments  mnfl  be  lindy 

So  mufi  fender  Rofalind. 
Thej  that  Reap  mufi  fheaf  and  bind^ 

Then  to  Cart  with  Rofalind. 
Sweetefi  Meat  hath  fywreft  Rind, 

Smh  4  Nh$  u  Rofalind. 


H9  tbdt  Jweetifi  Rofe  will  fiful^ 
Aimfi  find  Lovts  frick^  amd  Rofalind. 

This  b  the  very  falfe  gallop  of  Verfes;  why  do  you  iofed 
your  felf  with  tnem} 

Rof.  Peace>  you  dull  Fool,  I  found  them  on  a  JTree. 

Clown.  Truly,  the  Tree  yields  bad  Fruit. 

Rof  I'll  graff  it  with  you,  and  then  I  (haU  graflP  it  with 
a  Medler  ;  than  it  will  be  the  earlieft  Fruit  i'th*  Country; 
for  you'll  be  rotten  e'er  you  be  half  ripe,  and  that's  the  right 
Vertue  of  the  Medlen 

CUw9f.  You  have  faid ;  but  whether  wifely  or  no^  let  the 
Foreft  judge. 

Enter  Celia  with  a  Writing. 

R§Jl  Peace,  here  comes  my  Sifter  reading,  ftaod  afide. 

Ccl.   ^7  Jhould  this  a  Defart  be  ? 

for  it  is  Ht^eofUd.     No ; 
Tongnes  fll  h^ng  on  every  Tree, 

That  Jhall  civil  Sayings  Jbow. 
Some,  how  brief  the  Life  of  Man 

Runs  his  erring  Pilgrimage^ 
That  thejhetching  of  a  Spany 

Buckles  in  his  fum  of  Age. 
Some  of  violated  Vbwsy 

^Twixt  the  Souls  of  Friend  and  Friend^ 
Hut  upon  the  fairefl  Boughs, 

Or  at  every  Sentence  end^ 
WiU  I  Rofalinda  write ; 

Teaching  all  that  ready  to  kpeiw 
This  Quinteffenee  of  every  fpr it Cy 

Heaven  would  in  little  Jbow. 
Therefore  Heaven  Nature  char£dy 

That  one  Body  Jhould  be  filled 
With  all  the  Graces  wide  enlar£d\ 

Nature  prefently  diJtilVd 
Mclcn'i  Cheeksy  but  not  her  Hearty 

Cleopatra'/  Majefiy\ 
Atalanta'/  better  part; 

Sad  LucretiaV  Modejlj. 
1hi$s  Rofalind  of  many  partSy 

^1  heafnly  Synod  wa^  de^iidp 
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Of  manfj  Fdcttj  Ejes  and  Heafu^ 

To  have  tht  toHches  dearefi  prizfd. 
Heaven  wonld  that  jhe  th^Je  ^tfts  jhbuU  knvft. 

And  I  to  live  and  die  her  Slavt* 

kof.  O  moft  gentle  Jupiter  !  what  tedious  Homily  6F 
Love  have  you  wearied  your  Pariifaioners  withal,  and  never 
Cry*d,  Have  Patience>  good  People  ? 

Cel.  How  now>  back  Friends,  SheplieVd  go  oS  a  Itttle ; 
Go  with  bim»  Sirrth. 

Chivn.  Come,  Shepherd,  let  us  make  an  HonotiraWe  Ifle- 
treat>  tho'  not  with  Bag  and  Baggage^  yet  with  Scri|>  and 
Scrippage.  [Exit Cor.  and  Ciown. 

CeL  Didft  thou  hear  thefe  Verfes  ? 

Rof.  O  yes,  I  heard  them  all>  and  more  too,  for  fome 
of  t;hem  had  in  them  more  Feet  than  the  Verfes  would  bear. 

CH.  That's  no  matter;  the  Feet  might  bear  the  Veriest 

Rojl  Ay,  but  the  Feet  were  lame,  and  could  not  bear 
themfelves  without  the  Verfe,  and  therefore  ftood  lamely  in 
the  Verfe, 

CeL  But  didft  thou  hear  without  wondring,  how  tliy 
Nameftiouldbehang'd  and  carv'd  upon  thefe  I'rees? 

Rof.  I  was  feven  of  the  nine  days  out  of  wonder^  before 
you  came:  For  look  hete  what  I  found  on  a  Palm-tree j  I 
was  never  fo  berhim*d  (ince  Pjthagoras\  time,  that  I  wis  an 
Irijh  Rat,  which  T  can  hardly  remember. 

Grf.  Tro  you,  who  hath  done  this? 

Rof.  Is  it  a  Man  ? 

Cel.  And  a  Chain  that  you  once  wore,  abdut  his  Neck  : 
Change  you  colour  ? 

je«/r  I  prcthec  who  ? 

Cel.  O  Lord,  Lord,  it  is  a  hard  matter  for  Friends  to 
meet ;  but  Mountains  may  be  remov'd  with  Earthquakes^ 
and  fo  encounter* 

Rof.  Nay,  but  who  is  it  ? 

Cel.  Isitpoffible? 

R9f.  Nay»  I  prethee  now»  with  moft  petitionary  vehe- 
menor,  tell  die  who  it  is. 

CeU^  O  wonderful,  :wopderfut,^  and  moft  wonderful  woto* 
derful^  and  y^t  again  wonderlul,  and  after  that  out  of  alt 
Jhoping, 
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R§f.  Good  my  Complexion,  doft  thou  thialr,  tbougli  I 
am  ^aparifon'd  like  a  Man,  I  have  a  Doublet  and  %  HoTe  is 
my  difpofition  ?  One  inch  of  delay  more,  is  a  South  Sea  of 
difcovery .  I  prethee  tell  me,  who  is  it,  quickly,  and  fpeal 
apace  ?  I  would  thou  could*ft  ftammer,  that  thou  mighflt 
pour  this  concealed  Man  out  of  thy  Moutk,  as  Wine  comes 
out  of  a  narrow  mouth'd  Bottle ;  either  too  much  at  ooce^ 
or  none'  at  alh  I  prethee  take  the  Cork  out  of  thy  Moud)} 
that  I  may  drink  thy  tidings. 

CeU  So  you  may  put  a  Man  in  your  Belly. 
Rof  Is  he  of  God's  making?  What  manner  of  Man? 
Is  his  Head  worth  a  Hat?  or  his  Chin  worth  a  Beard? 
CeL  Nay,  he  hath  buc  a  little  Beard. 
Rof.  Why  God  will  fend  more,  if  the  Man  will  be  thank- 
ful; let  me  (lay  the  growth  of  his  Beard,  if  thou  delay  oe 
not  the  knowledge  of  his  Chin. 

Cd.  It  is  young  Orlandoy  that  trip*d  up  the  Wreftlcr's 
HeelF,  and  your  Heart,  boih  in  an  inftanr. 

Rof.  Nay,  but  the  Devil  take  mocking ;  fpeak,  ftd  BroWi 
and  true  Maid. 

CeL  rfaith,  Coz,  'tis  he. 
Rof.  Orlando  ? 
CeL  Orlando. 

Rof  Alas  the  day,  what  fhall  I  do  with  my  Doublet  and 
Hofe  ?  What  did  he  when  thoufaw^ft  him  ?  What  faid  he? 
How  look'dhe?  Wherein  went  he?  What  makes  he  hot? 
Did  he  ask  for  me  ?  Where  remains  he  ?  How  parted  be 
with  thee$  And  when  (halt  thou  fee  him  again?  Anfwer 
me  in  one  Word. 

CeL  You  muft  borrow  me  Gargantna^s  Mouth  firft ;  Itis 
a  Word  too  great  for  any  Kfouth  of  this  Age's  fire:  To  fay 
ay  and  no  to  thefe  particulars,  is  more  than  to  anfwer  in  a 
Catechifm. 

Rof.  But  doth  he  know  that  I  ana  in  this  Foreft,  and  in 
Man's  Apparel  ?  Looks  he  as  fre(hly  as  he  did  the  day  he 
wreftled  ?  ' 

CeL  I^  is  as  eafle  to  count  Atoms  as  to  refolve  the  Pro- 
pofitions  of  a  Lover ;  but  take  a  tafle  of  my  finding  him, 
^d  relilh  it  with  good  obfervancet  I  found  him  under  4 
Tree  %  $  dropped  Acorn. 
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Rof  It  may  well  be  call'd  Jove%  Tree,  when  \%  drop$ 
forth  fuch  Fruit. 

CeU  Give  me  Audience,  good  Madam. 

E$f.  Proceed.  . 

Ccl.  There  lay  he  ftrctch'd  along  like  a  wounded 
Knight. 

Rof.  Tho*  it  be  pity  to  fee  fuch  a  fight,  it  well  becomie^ 
the  Ground. 

Crj.  Cry  halla,  to  thy  Tongue,  I  prethee ;  it  curvets  um 
feafonably.     He  was  furnifti*d  like  a  Hunter. 

Rof.  O  ominous,  he  comes  to  kill  my  Heart. 

Cel.  I  would  fing  my  Song  without  a  burthen ,  thou 
bring'ft  me  out  of  tune, 

Rof.  Do  you  not  know  I  am  a  Woman,  when  I  think  I 
muft  fpeak  :  Sweet,  fay  on. 

Enter  Orlando  and  Jaques. 

Cel.  You  bring  me  out.     Soft,  comes  he  not  here? 

Rof  'Tishe,  (link  by,  and  note  him. 

Jaci.  I  thank  you  for  your  Company ;  but  good  faith,  I 
had  as  lief  have  been  my  felf  alone. 

OrU.  And  fo  had  I;  but  yet,  for  fa  (h  ion  fake, 
I  thank  you  too,  for  your  Society. 

Jaq*  God  b'w*  you,  let's  meet  as  little  as  we  can. 

Orla.  I  do  defire  we  may  be  better  Strangers. 

Jaq.  I  pray  you  raarr  no  more  Trees  with  writing  Love- 
Songs  in  their  Barks. 

Orla.  I  pray  you  marr  no  more  of  my  Verfes  with  read- 
ing them  ill-favouredly. 

Jaq.  Rofalind  is  your  Love's  name? 

Orla.  Yes,  Juft. 

Jaq.  I  do  not  like  her  Name. 

Orla.  There  was  no  thought  of  pleafing  you  when  (he 
was  Chriften^. 

Jaq.  What  Stature,  is  (he  of? 

Orta.  Juft  as  high  as  my  Heart. 

Jaq.  You  arc  full  of  pretty  Anfwers;  have  you  not  been 
acquainted  with  Goldfmiths  Wives,  and  conn'd  them  out  of 
Rings. ' 

OrU.  Not  fo  :  But  I  anfwer  you  right,  painted  Cloth, 
from  whence  you  have  ftudied  your  Queftiorv^\ 

Jatr.  You  have  a  iiiinblc  Wit;  IxVdtkvx  hi^  m-v.^^  ^^ 


AtaldHi^s  Heels.  Will  you  (it  down  with  me,  and  it 
two  will  rail  againft  our  Miftrcfs  the  World,  and  all  oat 
Mifery. 

Orla.  I  will  chide  no  Brother  in  the  World  but  my  fcK 
againft  whom  I  know  no  faults. 

Jdq.  The  worft  fault  you  have,  is  to  be  in  Love. 

OrUm  'Tis  a  fault  I  will  not  change  for  your  beft  Virrae: 
lam  weary  of  you. 

Jdq.  By  my  troth,  I  was  fceking  for  a  Fool^  when  I 
found  you. 

OrU.  He  is  drown'd  in  the  Brook,  look  but  £09  and  you 
ihall  fee  him. 

y4^.  There  I  (hall  fee  mine  own  Figure. 

OrU.  Which  I  take  to  be  either  a  Fool,  or  a  Cypher. 

3^4^.  I'Uftay  no  longer  with  you;  farewel,  good  Signior 
Love.  [Exit, 

OrU.  I  am  glad  of  your  Departure :  Adieu^  good  Moo- 
Heur  Melancholy. 

Rofl  I  will  fpeak  to  him  like  a  fawcy  Laquey,  and  under 
that  Habit  play  the  Knave  with  him :  Do  you  near,  Foreftcr. 

OrU.  Very  well,  what  would  you  ? 

Rof.  I  pray  you,  what  is't  a  Clock? 

OrU.  You  ihould  ask  me  what  time  o'  day  ;  there's  00 
Clock  in  the  Foreft. 

Hof.  Then  there  is  no  true  Lover  in  the  Foreil,  el/e  figh- 
ing  every  minute,  and  groaning  every  hour,  would  deteft  th« 
lazy  Foot  of  Time,  as  well  as  a  Clock. 

OrU.  And  why  not  the  fwift  Foot  of  Time  ?  Had  not 
that  been  as  proper  ? 

Ref.  By  no  means.  Sir;  Time  travels  in  divers  Places, 
yith  divers  Perfbns;  I'll  tell  you  who  Time  ambles  withal, 
.who  Tifne  trots  withal,  who  Time  gallops  withal,  and  who 
he  ftands  ft  ill  withal. 

OrU.  I  prethee,  whom  doth  he  trot  withal  ? 

Rcf.  Marry,  he  trots  hard  with  a  young  Maid,  between 
^he  Contraft  of  her  Marriage,  and  the  Day  it  is  SoIeixiniz'd> 
If  the  interim  be  but  a  fennighr.  Time's  pace  is  fo  hard  that 
jit  feems  the  length  of  feven  years. 

OrU.  Who  ambles  Time  withal  ? 

jRo/^  With  a  Prieft  that  lacks  Latin,  and  a  rich  Mao  that 
j^tk  tiQ^  ^lic  Gout;  for  the  one  fteeps  eafily  bccaufe  he  cin« 


lot  ftudy,  and  the  other  lives  merrily,  becaufe  he  feels  no 
>ain  :  The  one  lacking  the  burthen  of  lean  and  wafteful 
Learning ;  the  other  knowing  no  burthen  of  heavy  tedious 
Penury.     Thefe  Time  ambles  withal. 

OrU.  Whom  doth  he  gallop  withal  ? 

Rof.  With  a  Thief  to  the  Gallows :  For  though  he  go 
IS  foftly  as  foot  can  fall>  he  thinks  himfelf  too  foon  there. 

OrU.  Whom  ftays  it  ftill  withal  ? 

Rof.  With  Lawyers  in  the  Vacation ;  for  they  fleep  be- 
tween Term  and  Term,  and  then  they  perceive  not  how 
Time  moves. 

OrU.  Where  dwell  you,  pretty  Youth  ? 

Raf.  With  this  Shepherdefs,  my  Sifter;  here  in  the  Skirts 
of  the  Foreft,  like  Fringe  upon  a  Petticoat. 

OfU.  Are  you  Native  of  this  Place  ? 

Rof.  As  the  Cony  that  you  fee  dwell  where  flie  is  kind- 
led. 

OrU.  Your  Accent  is  fomething  finer,  than  you  could 
purchafe  in  fo  removed  a  dwelling. 

Ref.  I  have  been  told  fo  of  many ;  bur  indeed,  an  old  re- 
ligious Unkle  of  mine  taught  me  to  fpeak,  who  was  in  his 
Youth  an  Inland  Man,  one  that  knew  Coutfhip  too  well ; 
for  there  he  fell  in  Love.  I  have  heard  him  read  many  Le- 
&ures  againft  xu  I  thank  God«  I  am  not  a  Woman>  to  be 
touch'd  with  fo  many  giddy  Offences  as  he  hath  generally 
tax'd  their  whole  Sex  withal. 

OrU.  Can  you  remember  any  of  the  principal  Evils  th^t 
he  laid  to  the  Charge  of  Women  ? 

Rof.  There  were  none  Principal,  they  were  aH  like  one 
another,  as  half-pence  are,  every  one's  fault  feeming  mon- 
ftrous,  'till  his  fellow  fault  came  to  match  it. 

OrU.  I  prethee  recount  fom^  of  them. 

Rof  No;  I  will  not  caft  away  my  Phyfick,  but  on  thofe 
that  are  Sick.  There  is  a  Man  haunts  the  Foreft,  that 
abufes  our  young  Plants  with  carving  Rofrlind  on  their 
Barks;  hangs  Odes  upon  Hawthorns,  and  Elegies  on  Bram* 
bles;  all,  forfooth,  deifying  the  Name  of  Rofdind.  If 
[  could  meet  that  Fancy-monger^  I  would  give  him  fom,ec 
good  Counfely  for  he  feems  to  \iV(9  the  Quotidian  of  Love, 
fippn  liim, 
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OrU.  I  am  he  that  is  fo  Love-(hak'd;  Iprajyou,  tdliie' 
your  Kemedy. 

Rof.  There  is  none  of  my  Unkle's  Marks  upon  you>  he 
taught  me  how  to  know  a  Man  in  Love;  in  which  Cage  of 
RuflieSy  I  am  Aire  you  are  not  Prifoner. 

OrU.  What  were  his  Marks  ? 

R§f.  A  lean  Cheek,  which  you  have  not ;  a  blue  Eye  uA 
funken,  which  you  have  not;  an  unqueftionable  Spirit, 
which  you  have  not ;  a  Beard  negleded,  which  you  have 
not;  but  I  pardon  you  for  that,  for  fimply  your  having  no 
Beard,  is  a  younger  Brother's  Revenue  ;  Then  your  Hofc 
ihould  be  ungarter*d,  your  Bonnet  unhanded,  your  Sleeve 
unbuttonM,  your  Shoo  untied,  and  every  thing  about  you 
demonftrating  a  carclefs  Defolation;  but  you  are  no  fuch 
Man,  you  are  rather  Point  device  in  your  AccoutremeDts^ 
as  loving  your  felf,  than  feeming  the  Lover  of  any  other. 

Orla.  Fair  Youth,  I  would  I  could  make  thee  believe  I 
Love. 

R9f.  Me  believe  it  ?  You  may  as  foon  make  her  that  you 
jlove  believe  ir,  which  I  warrant  (he  is  apter  to  do,  than  to 
confefs  fhc  does;  that  is  one  of  the  Points,  in  the  which 
Women  ftill  give  the  Lie  to  their  Confciences.  But  in  good 
footb,  are  you  he  that  hangs  the  Verfcs  on  the  Trees,  where- 
in RofaUnd  is  fo  admired  ? 

Orla.  I  fwear  to  thee.  Youth,  by  the  white  Hand  of  ^«- 
falindy  I  am  he,  that  unfortunate  he. 

Rof.  But  are  you  fomuch  in  Love,  as  your  Rhimes  (peak? 

OrU,  Neither  Rhime  nor  Reafon  can  exprefs  how  much. 

Rof.  Love  is  mcerly  a  Madnefs,  and,  I  tell  you,  deferves 
as  well  a  dark  Houfe,  and  a  Whip,  as  mad  Men  do :  And 
the  reafon  why  they  are  not  fo  punifh'd  and  cured,  is,  that 
the  Lunacy  is  fo  ordinary,  that  the  Whippers  are  in  love 
too  :  Yet  I  profefs  curing  it  by  Counfel. 

OrU.  Did  you  ever  cure  any  fo? 

Rof.  Yes  one,  and  in  this  manner.  He  was  to  imagine 
me  his  Love,  his  Miftrefs:  and  I  fet  him  every  day  to  woo 
me.  At  which  time  would  I,  being  but  a  moonifh  Youth, 
grieve  j  be  effeminate,  changeable,  longing,  and  liking, 
proud,  fantaftical,  apiih,  (hallow,  inconftant,  *  full  of  Tears, 
full  of  SiQi/es ;  for  every  Paffion  fomething,  and  for  no  Paf- 
fion  truiy  0y  thing,  as  Boys  and  Women  are  for  the  moft 
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part  Cattle  of  this  Colour;  would  now  like  hiroj  now  loath 
'  him;  then  entertain  him,  then  forfwcar  him;  now  weep  for 
him>  thenfpit  at  him;  that  Idrave  this  Suitor  from  his  ma4 
Humour  of  Love,  to  a  living  Humour  of  Madnefs,  which 
was  to  forfwear  the  full  Stream  of  the  World,  and  to  live 
in  a  Nook  meerly  Monaftick;  and  thus  I  cur'd  him,  and 
this  way  will  I  take  upon  me  to  wa(h  your  Liver  as  clear  as 
a  found  Sheep's  Heart,  that  there  (hall  not  be  one  Spot  of 
Love  in'r. 

OrU.  I  would  not  be  cur'd,  Youth. 

Rof.  I  would  cure  you  if  you  would  but  call  me  Rofi* 
lindj  and  come  every  Day  to  my  Cote,  and  woo  me. 

Orla.  Now  by  the  Faith  of  my  Love,  I  will ;  tell  me 
where  it  is. 

Rof.  Go  with  me  to  it,  and  I  will  (hew  it  you ;  and  by 
the  way  you  (hall  tell  me  where  in  the  Foreft  you  live: 
Will  you  go? 

Orla.  With  all  my  Heart,  good  Youth. 

Rof.  Nay,  nay,  you  muft  call  me  Rofalindi  ComeSifter» 
will  you  go  ?  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Clown,  Audrey  and  Jaques. 

Clo.  Come  apace,  good  Audrej,  I  will  fetch  up  your 
Go^t^^  Audrey^  znd  now,  Audrey j  am  I.the  Man  yet  ?  Doth 
my  fimple  Feature  content  you  ? 

Aud.  Your  Features,  Lord  warrant  us ;  what  Features  ? 

Clo.  I  am  here  with  thee,  and  thy  Goats,  as  the  moft 
capricious  Poet  honeft  Ovid  was  among  the  Goths. 

Jaq.  O  Knowledge  ill  inhabited,  worfc  than  Jove  in  a 
Thatch't  Houfe. 

Clo.  When  a  Man's  Verfes  cannot  be  underftood,  nor  a 
Man's  good  Wit  feconded  with  the  forward  Child,  Under- 
ftanding;  it  ftrikes  a  Man  more  dead  than  a  great  Reckon- 
ing in  a  little  Room  ;  truly,  I  would  the  Gods  had  made 
thee  PoeticaL 

Aui.  I  do  not  know  what  Poetical  is;  is  it  honed  in 
Deed  and  Word;  is  it  a  true  thing  ? 

CU.  No  truly ;  for  the  trueft  Pocty  \%  the  moft  feigning,, 
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and  Lovers  are  given  to  Poetry;  and  what  chey  fweirii| 
Poetry,  may  be  Taid  as  Lovers,  they  do  feign. 

jind.  Do  you  wifli  then  that  the  Gods  fiad  made  itt] 
Poetical  ? 

Clo.  I  do  truly;  for  thou  fwear'ft  ro  roe  thou  art  hooeft:! 
now  if  thou  wert  a  Poet,  I  might  have  feme  hope  thou  I 
didft  feign. 

And.  Would  you  not  have  me  honed? 

Clo.  No  truly,  unlefs  thou  were  hard-favour'd;  for  Ho- 
nefty  coupled  to  Beauty,  i%  to  have  Honey  a  Sauce  to  Sa- 

gar. 

jaij.  A  materia]  Fool, 

And.  Well,  I  am  not  fair,  and  therefore  I  pray  the  Gods 
make  me  honeft. 

Clo.  Truly,  and  to  caft  away  Honefty  upon  a  fbuTSluti 
were  to  put  good  Meat  into  an  unclean  Di(h. 

And.  I  am  not  a  Slur,  though  I  thank  the  Gods  I  am 
foul. 

Clo.  Well,  praifedbethe  Gods  for  thy  Foulnefs;  Slut- 
tifhnefs  may  come  hereafter :  But  be  it  as  it  may  be,  I 
will  marry  thee;  and  to  that  end  I  have  been  with  Sir  0/^ 
v€r  Mar'-ttxt^  the  Vicar  of  the  next  Village,  who  hath  pro- 
mised to  meet  me  in  this  Place  of  the  Pored,  and  to  couple 
us* 

Jaq.  I  would  fain  fee  this  Meeting. 

And.  Well,  the  Gods  give  us  Joy. 

Qo.  Amen.  A  Man  may,  if  he  were  of  a  fearful  Heart, 
fiag^er  in  this  Attempt;  for  here  we  have  no  Temple  but 
the  Wood,  no  Affembly  but  Horn-beafts.  But  what  tho'  ? 
Courage.  As  Horns  are  odious,  they  are  neceffary.  It  is 
faid,  many  a  Man  knows  no  End  of  his  Goods;  right  .*  ma^ 
ny  a  Man  has  good  Horns,  and  knows  no  End  of  them* 
Well,  that  is  the  Dowry  of  his  Wife,  'tis  none  of  his  own 
getting;  Horns?  evenfo—  poor  Men  alone —— no,  no,  the 
nobleft  Deer  hath  them  as  huge  as  the  Rafcal :  Is  theFfiogle 
Man  therefore  bleffed?  No.  As  a  wall'dTown  is  more  wor- 
thier than  a  Village,  fo  is  the  Forehead  of  a  married  ^Man 
more  honourable  than  the  bare  Brow  of  a  Batchelor;  and 
hy  how  much  Defence  i%  better  than  no  Skill,  fo  mach  is  a 
^ow  njore  precious  than  to  want. 


As  you  Like  it.  <>  J5> 

Enter  Sir  diver  Mar-text. 
^  *  Here  comes  Sir  Oliver :  Sir  Oliver  Mur^texty  you  are  well 
met.     Will  you  difpatch  us  here  under  this  Tree,  or  (hall 
we  go  with  you  to  your  Chappel? 

Sir  Oli.  Is  there  none  here  to  give  the  Woman? 

Clo.  I  will  not  take  her  on  Gift  of  any  Man. 

Sir  Oli.  Truly  ftie  muft  be  given,  or  the  Marriage  is  not 
lawful. 

Jaq.  Proceed,  proceed !  I'll  give  her. 
\        ho.  Good  Even,  goodM.  What  ye  call't:  How  do  you 
'*•    Sir,  you  are  very  well  met :  Godild  you  for  your  laft  Com- 
pany, I  am  very  glad  to  fee  you,  even  a  Toy  in  Hand  here 
Sir:  Nay;  pray  be  covered. 

ya(j.  Will  you  be  married,  Motleyi 

Clo.  As  the  Ox  hath  his  Bow,  Sir,  the  Horfe  his  Curb, 
and  the  Falcon  his  Bells,  fo  Man  hath  his  Defire;  and  as 
Pigeons  bill,  fo  Wedlock  would  be  nibling. 

yaq.  And  will  you,  being  a  Man  of  your  Breeding,  be 
married  under  a  Bu(h  like  a  Beggar?  Get  you  to  Cliurch» 
and  have  a  good  Prieft  that  can  tell  you  what  Marriage  is; 
this  Fellow  will  but  join  you  together  as  they  join  Wain- 
fcot>  then  one  of  you  will  prove  a  flirunk  Panne),  and  like 
Timber,  warp,  warp. 

Clo.  I  am  not  in  the  Mind>  but  I  were  better  tO|be  mar« 
ried  of  him  than  of  another;  for  he  is  not  like  to  marry  me 
well ;  and  not  being  well  married^  it  will  be  a  good  Excufe' 
for  me  hereafter  to  leave  my  Wife. 

Jaq.  Go  thou  with  me. 
And  let  me  counfel  thee. 

Clo.  Come>  fweet  jiudrey^ 
We  muft  be  married,  or  we  muft  live  in  bawdry: 
Farewel  good  lAv.OUver;  not  O  iweet  Oliver^  O  brave 
Oliver,^  leave  nie  not  behind  thee :  But  wind  away^  be  gone 
I  fay,  I  will  not  to  wedding  with  thee. 

Sir  Oli.  *Tis  no  matter;  ne*er  a  fantaftical  Knave  of  them 
til  Qi^l  floyt  me  out  of  my  Calling,  lExeMnf. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Rofalind  and  Celia« 

kof.  Never  talk  to  me,  I  will  weep. 

Cel.  Do  I  prethee,  but  yet  have  the  Grace  to  confide  { 
that  Tears  do  not  become  a  Man. 

R§f.  But  have  I  not  Caufe  to  weep  ? 

CeL  As  good  Caufe  as  one  would  de(ire> 
Therefore  weep. 

Rof.  His  very  Hair 
Is  of  the  diflfembling  Colour. 

CeL  Something  browner  than  Judas' s  :  i 

Marry,  his  Kiffcs  are  Jndais  own  Children* 

Rof.  I 'faith  his  Hair  is  of  a  good  Colour. 

CeL  An  excellent  Colour : 
Your  Chcfnut  was  ever  the  only  Colour. 

Rof.  And  his  Kifling  is  as  full  of  Sandity, 
As  the  touch  of  holy  Bread. 

Cel.  He  hath  bought  a  Pair  of  chafte  Lips  of  DianM^  a  Non 
of  Wifitet^s  fifterhood  Kifles  not  more  religioufly;  the  very 
Ice  of  Chaftity  is  in  them. 

Rof.  But  why  did  he  fwear  he  would  come  this  Morn- 
ing»  and  comes  not  ? 

CeL  Nay>  certainly  there  is  no  Truth  in  him. 

Rof  Do  you  think  {q! 

CeL  Yes,  I  think  he  is  not  a  Pick-purfe,  nor  a  Horfc- 
ftealer;  but  for  his  Verity  in  Love,  I  do  think  him  as  con- 
cave as  a  cover 'd  Goblet,  or  a  worm-eaten  Nut. 

Rof  Not  true  in  Love? 

CeL  Yes,  when  he  is  in,  but  I  think  he  is  pot  in. 

Rof  You  have  heard  him  fwear  downright  he  wasJ 

CeL  Was,  is  not,  is;  befides,  the  Oath  of  a  Lover  is  do 
ftronger  than  the  Word  of  a  Tapfter ;  they  arc  both  the 
Connrmer  of  falfe  Reckonings ;  he  attends  here  in  the  Forcft 
on  the  Duke  your  Father. 

Rof  I  met  the  Duke  Yefterday,  and  had  much  queftioo 
with  him:  He  askt  me  of  what  Parentage  I  was;  I  told  him 
of  as  good  as  he;  fohe  laugh'd,  and  let  me  go.  But  what 
talk  we  of  Fathers,  when  there  is  fuch  a  Man  as  OrUmdoi 
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CeU  O  that's  a  brave  Man,  he  writes  brave  Vcrfcs,  fpeakf 
brave  Words^  fwears  brave  Oaths,  and  breaks  them  bravely, 
quite  travers  athwart  the  Heart  of  his  Lover,  as  a  puifny 
Tilter,  that  fpurs  his  Horfe  but  on  one  Side,  breaks  his  Staff 
like  a  noble  Goofe ;  but  alFs  brave  that  Youth  mounts,  and 
^^  Folly  guides:  Who  comes  here? 

Enter  Corin* 
Cor.  Miftrefs  and  Mafter,  you  have  oft  enquired 
After  the  Shepherd  that  complain'd  of  Love, 
Whom  you  faw  fitting  by  me  on  the  Turf, 
Praifing  the  proud  difdainful  Shepherdefs  \ 

That  was  his  Miftrefs. 
'        CcL  Well,  and  what  of  him  ? 

Cor.  If  you  will  fee  a  Pageant  truly  plaid 
Between  the  pale  Completion  of  true  Love, 
And  the  red  Glow  of  Scorn  and  proud  Difdain; 
Go  hence  a  little  and  I  (hall  condud  you. 
If  you  will  mark  it* 
Rof.  O  come  let  us  remove, 
(     The  Sight  of  Lovers  feedeth  thofe  in  Love: 
I    Bring  us  to  this  Sight,  and  you  (hall  fay 

I'll  prove  a  bufie  Aftor  in  their  Play«  [ExiUfff. 

i 

S  C  E  N  E   V. 

Enter  Silvius  and  Phebe. 

Sil.  S^ttt  Hebe  do  not  fcorn  me,  do  not,  Phebei 
Say  that  you  love  me  not,  but  fay  not  fo  | ; 

In  bitternefs ;  the  common  Executioner,  I 

Whofe  Heart  th'  accuftom'd  Sight  of  Death  makes  hard. 
Falls  not  the  Ax  upon  the  humbled  Neck,  'j 

But  firft  begs  Pardon:  Will  you  ftemer  be  "^ 

Than  he  that  dies  and  lives  by  bloody  Drops  \ 

Enter  Kofalind,  CeUa  and  Corin* 

Phe.  I  would  not  be  thy  Executioner, 
I  fly  thee,  for  I  would  not  injure  thcer 
Thou  tell'ft  me  there  is  Murthcr  in  mine  Eyes; 
•Tis  pretty  fure,  and  very  probable. 
That  Eves  that  are  the  frairft  and  fofteft  things* 
Who  fljf ut  their  coward  Gates  on  Atomies, 
Should  be  called  Tyrants,  Butchers,  Murthcrers. 

Vol.  II.  N  ^wa 
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N0W9  I  do  frown  00  thee '  with  all  my  Heart, 

And  if  mine  Eyes  can  wounds  now  let  them  kill  thee  •* 

Now  counterfeit  to  fwound,  why  now,  fall  down. 

Or  if  tkou  can'ft  not,  oh  for  Shame,  for  Sbame^ 

Lie  pot,  to  fay  naiae  £yes  are  Muriherers. 

Now  (hew  the  Wound  mipe  Eye  hath  made  in  thee; 

Scratch  thee  but  with  a  Pin^  and  there  remains 

Some  Scar  of  it ;  lean  but  upon  a  Rufh« 

The  Cicatrice  and  capable  ImprefTure 

Thy  Palm  fome  Moment  keeps :  But  now  mijpe  Byes 

Which  I  have  darted  at  thee«  hurt  thee  not; 

Nor*  I  am  fure,  is  there  no  fuch  force  in  £yes 

That  can  do  hurt. 

Sil.  Odezr  Phibe, 
If  ever,  as  that  ever  may  be  near,  . 
You  met  in  fome  frefli  Cheek  the  Power  of  Fancy, 
Then  ihall  you  know  the  Wounds  inviiible 
That  Love's  keen  Arrows  make. 

Phe.  But  *till  that  time 
Come  thou  not  near  me;  and  when  that  time  comes, 
Afflift  me  with  thy  Mocks,  pity  me  notf 
iU  'till  that  time  I  ihall  not  pity  thee. 

JioJ2  And  why  I  pray  you,  who  might  be  your  Mother 
That  you  infuk,  exuh,  and  ^  at  once 
Over  the  wretched  ?  What  though  you  have  no  Beauty, 
As,  by  my  Faith,  I  fee  no  more  in  you 
Than  wichput  Candle  oiay  go  dark  to  B^: 
Muft  you  be  therefore  proud  and  pitilefs  i 
Why  what  means  this?  Why  dp  you  look  oa  imi 
I  fe^  no  more  in  you  than  in  the  Ordinary 
Of  Nature's  Sale-work  i  'ods  my  little  Lue^ 
I  think  fhe  means  to  tangle  min^^  Eyes  too : 
No  Faith,  proud  Miftrefe,  hope  not  after  it, 
*Tis  not  your  inky  Brows*  your  black  (ilk  Hair* 
Your  bugle  Eye-ball^  nor  yoar  Cheek  of  Cream 
That  can  entame  my  Spirits  to  your  Worihip. 
You  fooliih  Shepherd*  whj^refero  do  you  follow  hor 
Like  foggy  South,  puffing  with  Wind  and  Kvnh 
You  are  a  thousand  times  a  properer  Man 
Than  ihe  a  Woman.    'Tis  fiAch  Fook  aj^  yqu 
That  makes  tl»  WonU  fuU  q£  iJJt^f VQUr'a  ChiUse^i 


As  you  Lih  it.  ^45 

*Tis  not  her  Ghfs,  but  you  that  flatters  hsr. 
And  out  of  you  Ihe  fees  her  fclf  more  proper 
Than  any  of  her  Lineaments  can  ftiow  her. 
But  Miftrefs,  know  your  felf,  down  on  your  Knees, 
And  thank  Heaven,  fading*  for  a  good  Man's  Love; 
For  I  muft  tell  you  friendly  in  your  Ear, 
Sell  what  you  can,  you  are  not  tor  all  Markets. 
Cry  the  Man  Mercy,  love  him,  take  his  Offer, 
Foul  is  mod  foul,  being  foul  to  be  a  Scoffer: 
So  take  her  to  thee.  Shepherd,  fare  you  well. 

Phc^  Sweet  Youth,  I  pray  you  chide  a  Year  together; 
I  had  rather  hear  you  chide  than  this  Mm  woo, 

Rof  He's  fairn  in  love  with  your  Foulnefs,  and  (he'll 
Fall  in  love  with  my  Anger,    If  it  be  fo,  as  fail 
As  (he  anfwers  thee  with  frowning  Looks,  I'll  faucc 
Her  with  bitter  Words:  Why  look  you  fb  upon  me  ? 
Phc.  For  no  Ill-will  I  bear  you. 
£0/1  I  pray  you  do  not  fall  in  love  with  me. 
For  I  am  falfer  than  Vows  made  in  Wine ; 
Befides,  I  like  you  not.    If  you  will  know  my  Houfe, 
*Tis  at  the  Tuft  of  Olives,  here  hard  by : 
Will  you  go.  Sifter?  Shepherd,  ply  her  hard : 
Come  Sifter;  Shepherdefs,  look  on  him  better. 
And  be  not  proud;  tho'  all  the  World  could  fee, 
None  could  be  fo  abus'd  in  Sight  as  he. 
Come  to  our  Flock*  [£^l/* 

Phe.  Deed  Shepherd*  now  I  find  thy  Saw  of  Might, 
Who  ever  lov'd,  that  lov'd  not  at  firft  Sight  i 

SiL  Sweet  Pheh. 

Phe.  Hah:  What  fayft  thou,  Silviusi 

SiL  Sweet  Phebe^  pity  mie, 

Phi^  Why  I  am  forry  for  thee,  gentle  Silvins. 

Sil.  Where-cver  Sorrow  is.  Relief  would  be,* 
If  you  do  forrow  at  my  Grief  in  Love, 
By  giving  Love,  your  Sorrow  and  my  Grief 
Were  both  extermin'd, 

Phe.  Thou  haft  ipy  Love ;  is  not  that  neighbouriy  V 

SiU  I  would  have  you. 

Phe.  Why  that  were  Covetoufncfi. 
SilviHS^  the  time  was,  that  I  hated  thee ; 
Jtnd  yet  it  is  not  that  I  bear  thee  Love; 
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But  fince  that  thou  canft  talk  of  Love  fo  weH, 
Thy  Company,  which  erft  was  irklome  to  me# 
I  will  endure;  and  I'll  employ  thee  too: 
But  do  not  look  for  further  Recompence, 
Than  thine  own  Gladnefs  that  thou  art  imploy*d« 

Sil.  So  holy  and  fo  pcrfcft  is  my  Love, 
And  fuch  a  Poverty  of  Grace  attends  it. 
That  I  (hall  think  it  a  mod  plenteous  Crop 
To  glean  the  broken  Ears  after  the  Man 
That  the  main  Harveft  reaps :  Lofe  now  and  then 
A  fcattered  Smiley  and  that  I'll  liv^  upon. 

Phe.  Know'ft  thou  the  Youth  that  fpoke  tome  e'er  whiles 

SiL  Not  very  w^ll,  but  I  have  met  him  oft. 
And  he  hath  bought  the  Cottage  and  the  Bounds 
That  the  old  Carlof  once  was  Mafter  of. 

Phe*  Think  not  I  love  him,  tho'  I  ask  for  him ; 
*Tis  but  a  peevifli  Boy,  yet  he  talks  well. 
But  what  care  I  for  Words?  Yet  Words  do  well. 
When  he  that  fpeaks  them  pleafes  thofe  that  hear  .* 
It  is  a  pretty  Youth,  not  very  pretty ; 
But  fure  he's  proud,  and  yet  his  Pride  becomes  him ; 
He'll  make  a  proper  Man ;  the  beft  thing  in  him 
Is  his  Complexion ;  and  fafter  than  his  Tongue 
Did  make  Offence^  his  Eye  did  heal  it  up  : 
He  is  not  very  tall,  yet  for  his  Years  he's  tall ; 
His  Leg  is  but  fo  f6>  and  yet  'tis  well; 
There  was  a  pretty  Rednefs  in  his  Lip, 
A  little  riper,  and  more  lufiy  red 
Th^n  that  mix'd  in  his  Cheek ;  'twas  juft  the  Di£Ference 
Betwixt  the  conftant  Red  and  mingled  Damask. 
There  be  fome  Women,  Silvinsy  had  they  mark'd  him 
In  Parcels  as  I  did,  would  have  gone  near 
To  fall  in  Love  with  him ;  but  for  my  part 
I  love  him  not,  nor  hate  him  not;  and  yet 
I  have  more  Caufe  to  hate  him  than  to  love  him : 
For  what  had  he  to  do  to  chide  at  me? 
He  faid  mine  Eyes  were  black,  and  my  Hair  blacky 
And  now  I  am  remembred,  fcorn'd  at  me ; 
I  marvel  why  I  anf^srtr'd  not  again. 
But  that's  all  on^;  Omittance  is  no  Quittance. 
I'll  write  to  him  a  very  taunting  Letter, 
And  thou  ihalc  bear  it,  wilt  thou,  SUvimi  Sil 
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SiL  Phebe,  with  all  my  Heart. 

Phc.  I'll  write  it  ftraight; 
The  Matter's  in  my  Head,  and  in  my  Heart* 
I  will  be  bitter  with  him,  and  paffing  (hort; 
Go  with  me,  Silvins.  [Exitmt. 


A  C  T  IV.    S  C  E  N  E  I. 

SCENE  theForeft. 

Enter  Kofalind,  Celia  and  Jaques. 

Jdif.  T  Prithee,  pretty  Youth,  let  me  be  better  acquainted 
X  with  thee. 

Rof.  They  fay  you  are  a  melancholly  Fellow, 

J^q.  I  am  fa;  I  do  love  it  better  than  Laughing, 

RoJ.  Thofe  that  are  in  Extremity  of  either,  are  abomina- 
ble Fellows,  and  betray  thcmfelves  to  every  modernf  Cenlure, 
worfe  than  Drunkards. 

ydq.  Why,  'tis  good  to  be  fad,  and  fay  nothing. 

Roji  Why  then  'tis  good  to  be  a  Poft. 

yaq.  I  have  neither  the  Scholars  Melancholly,  which  is 
Emulation;  nor  the  MuHcians,  which  is  fantaftical;  nor  the 
Courtiers,  which  is  proud;  nor  the  Souldiers,  which  is  am* 
bitious;  nor  the  Lawyers,'  which  is  political ;  northe  Ladies, 
which  is  nice;  nor  the  Lovers,  which  is  all  thefe;  but  it  is 
a  Melancholly  of  mine  own,  compounded  of  many  Simples, 
extraded  from  many  Objeds,  and  indeed  the  fuodry  Con- 
templations of  Travels  in  which  my  often  Rumination  wraps 
me  in  a  mofl:  humorous  Sadnefs. 

Rof.  A  Traveller  1  by  my  Faith  you  have  great  Realbn 
to  be  fad :  I  fear  you  have  fold  your  own  Lands,  to  fee  o« 
tfaer  Mens;  then,  to  haveTeen  much,  and  to  have  fiothing,  is 
to  have  rich  Eyes  and  poor  Hands. 

Jsq.  Yes,  I  liave  gain'd  Experience* 

Entir  Orlando^ 
,  Rof.  And  your  i^xperience  makes  you  £id:  Ihad  rathei^ 
have  a  Fool  to  make  me  merry,  than  Experience  to  make  me 
fad,  and  to  travel  for  it  too^ 

OrU.  Good  Day,  and  Happinefs,  dear  RoJaUnd. 

N$  liuV 


Jaq.  Nay,  then  God  b'w'y  you,  and  you  talk  in  blank 
Vcrfe*  [Exiu 

Rof.  FareweljMonfieur  Traveller;  look  you  li/p*  and  wear 
ftrange  Suits;  difabie  all  the  Benefits  of  your  own  Country; 
be  our  of  love  with  your  Nativity,  and  almoft  chide  God 
for  making  you  that  Countenance  you  are,  or  I  will  fcarce 
think  you  have  fwam  m  a  Gondallo.  Why  how  now  Or^ 
Unio,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while?  You  a  Lover? 
And  you  ferve  me  iuch  another  Trick,  never  come  in  my 
Sight  more; 

Orla.  My  fair  Rofalind^  I  come  within  an  Hour  of  my 
Promife. 

Rof.  Brfak  an  Hour's  Promife  in  Love  ?  He  that  will  di« 
vide  a  Minute  into  a  thoufand  Parts,  and  break  but  a  Part 
of  the  thoufandth  Part  of  a  Minute  in  the  Affairs  of  Love,  it 
may  be  faid  of  him,  that  Cupid  hath  clapt  him  o'th' 
Shoulder,  but  Til  warrant  him  Heart-whole. 

Orla.  JPardon  mc»  dear  Rofalind* 

Rof.  Nay,  and  you  be  fo  tardy,  come  no  more  in  my 
Sig- 1,  r  had  as  lief  be  woo*d  of  a  Snail. 

Orla.  Of  a  Snail  ? 

Rof.  Ay,  of  a  Snail ;  for  tho'  he  comes  flowly,  he  carries 
his  Houfe  on  his  Head  :  A  better  Jointure,  I  think,  than  you 
make  a  Woman;  btfides  he  brings  his  Deftiny  with  hxm. 

Orla.  What's  that/ 

Rof.  Why  Horns;  which  fuch  as  you  are  fain  to  bchoK 
ding  to  your  Wives  for;  but  he  comes  armed  in  his  For- 
tune, and  prevents  the  Slander  of  his  Wife. 

Qrla.  Virtue  is  no  Horn-maker ;  and  my  RofaUnd'n  vir* 
tuous. 

Rof.  And  I  am  your  Rofalmd^ 

Ql.  It  pleafes  him  to  call  you  fo ;  but  he  hath  a  Rofalind 
of  a  better  Leer  than  you. 

Rof  Come,  woo  me,  woo  me;  for  now  I  am  in  aHoIw 
day  Humour,  and  like  enough  to  confent:  What  would 
you  fay  to  mc  now,  and  I  were  your  very,  very  R^a» 
fifsd. 

Orla.  I  would  kifs  before  I  fpoke* 

Rof  NAy^  you  were  better  fptak  BrQ,  and  when  yoi| 
were  gravell'^  for  lack  of  matter^  you  mig^t  ts^e  Qc(ifi.QQ 
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to  kifs.  Very  good  Orators,  when  the }r  ire  oub  they  #ill 
fpit;  and  for  Lovers  lacking,  Ood  warn  us,  mttter,  the 
cleanlieft  Shift  is  tokifs. 

OrU.  How  if  the  Kifs  be  denied? 

Rof.  Thtti  (he  puts  you  td  Entreaty,  and  there  begink 
new  Matter* 

OrU.  Who  could  be  out,  being  before  his  beloved  Mi- 
ftrcfs? 

Rof.  Marry  that  fhould  you  if  I  were  ydur  Miftrtfi,  or  I 
fliould  think  my  Honeftjr  ranker  than  my  Wit. 

Oris.  What^  of  my  Suit? 

Rof.  Not  out  of  your  Apparel,  and  yet  out  of  ybur 
Suit. 
Am  not  I  your  Rcfalind  f 

Odd.  I  take  fome  Joy  to  fay  y6U  are,  becauft  I  would  be 
talking  of  her. 

Rofl  Well,  in  her  Perfon,  I  fay  I  will  not  have  you. 

Orla.  Then  in  mine  oWn  Pfcrfon  I  die. 

Rof.  No  Faith,  die  by  Attorney;  the  poor  Wofld  is  al- 
moft  fix  thoufand  Years  old,  and  in  all  this  tikne  there  wai 
not  any  Man  6\kA  in  his  owd  Per/on,  ^ideUceh  in  a  Lovd 
Caufe  •*  Troiltis  had  his  Brains  dafh'd  out  with  a  GrecUn 
Club,  yet  he  did  what  he  could  to  die  before^  and  he  is  one 
of  the  Patterns  of  Love,  Ltmndiri  he  would  have  liV*d  many 
a  fair  Year,  tho*  Hero  had  turn'd  Nun,  if  it  had  not  been  f  or 
a  hot  Midfummer-night;  for,  good  Youth,  he  went  but 
forth  to  Waih  in  thfe  HelUfpom^  and  being  taken  with  the 
Craflip,  was  drcwn'd ;  and  the  foolifh  Chroniclers  of  that 
Age^  found  it  wds  Hero  6f  Seft^i.  But  thefe  are  tU  Lies^ 
Med  hive  died  ftom  tiide  to  time^  add  Worms  have  eateii 
them,  but  not  for  Love. 

OrU*.  I  would  not  have  my  fight  Ro/klind  of  thi^  Mind^ 
for  i  proteft  her  Frown  tnight  kill  tncd 

Rof.  By  this  Hand  it  will  hot  kill  a  Flie;  but  Come  nb^ 
I  ^ill  be  yoUi*  Ro/kUnU  in  k  Itiore  coming-on  Difpbfitidn  9 
and  ask  what  you  will,  I  will  grdnc  it* 

OrU.  Then  love  me,  Rofalind. 

Rof.  Yes  Faith  will  I,  Fridajs  and  StiMdajs^  add  alL 

OrU.  And  wilt  thou  have  me  ? 

Rof  Ajf  «nd  tVenty  fttch« 

N  4  OrU. 


OrU.  What  faift  thou? 

Rof,  Are  you  not  good  i 

OrU*  I  hope  fo. 

Rof.  Why  then,  can  one  defire  too  much  of  a  good 
thing  I  Come,  Sifter*  you  (hall  be  the  Prieft*  aad  marry 
us.  Give  me  your  Hand,  Orlando :  What  do  you  fay 
Sifter. 

Orla.  Pray  thee  marry  us. 

Ccl.  I  cannot  fay  the  Words. 

JRof.  You  muft  begin.  Will  you  OrUndo. 

CeL  Go  to ;  will  you  OrUnd§  have  to  Wife  this  Rofib^ 
Und  ? 

OrU.  I  will. 

Rof.  But  when. 

OrU.  Why  now,  as  faft  as  flie  can  marry  us. 

Rof.  Then  you  muft  fay,  I  take  thee  RofaUnd  for 
Wife. 

OrU.  I  take  thee  Rofalind  for  Wife. 

Rof.  I  might  ask  you  for  your  Commiffion, 
But  I ,  do  take  thee  OrUndo  for  my  Husband :  There's  a 
Girl  goes  before  the  Prieft,  and  certainly  a  Woman -s  Thought 
runs  before  her  Aftions. 

OrU.  So  do  all  Thoughts ;  they  are  wing*d. 

Rof.  Now  tell  me  how  long  you  would  have  her,  after 
you  have  poffeft  her  ? 

OrU.  For  ever  and  a  Day. 

Rof.  Say  a  Day  without  the  ever :  No,  no,  OrUnd^^  Men 
are  ^pril  when  tney  woo,  December  when  they  wed ;  Maids 
are  May  when  they  are  Maids,  but  the  Sky  changes  when 
they  are  Wives ;  I  will  be  more  jealous  pf  thee  than  a  Barbary 
Cock-Pigeon  over  his  Hen,  more  clamorous  than  a  Parrot  a^ 
gainfl  Rain ;  more  new-fangled  than  an  Ape ;  more  giddy  in 
my  Defires  than  a  Monkey ;  I  will  weep  for  nothing  like 
DUna  in  the  Fountain,  and  I  will  do  that  when  you  are 
difpos'd  to  be  merry  ;  I  will  laugh  like  a  Hyen,  and  that 
when  thou  art  inclined  to  fleep. 

OrU.  But  will  my  Rofalind  do  fo  ? 

Rof.  By  my  Life  (he  will  do  as  I  do, 

prU.  O  but  (he  is  wife. 

Rof.  Qt  elfe  ihe  could  not  h»ve  (he  Wit  to  do  this;  the 
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wifer,  the  way  warder :  Make  the  Doors  upon  a  Woman's 
Wit»  and  it  will  out  at  the  Cafement;  (hut  that,  and  'twill 
out  at  the  Key-hole;  ftop  that,  it  will  fly  with  the  fmoak 
out  at  the  Chimney. 

OrU^  A  Man  that  had  a  Wife  with  fuch  a  Wit^  he  might 
fay.  Wit  whither  wilt  ? 

Rof.  Nay,  you  might  keep  that  check  for  it,  -till  you  met 
your  Wife's  Wit  going  to  your  Neighbour's  Bed. 

Orla.  And  what  Wit  could  Wit  have  to  excufe  that? 

R^f.  Marry  to  fay,  ihe  cameto  feek  you  there:  You  (hall 
never  find  her  without  her  Anfwer,  unlefs  you  take  her 
without  her  Tongue.  O  that  Woman,  that  cannot  make  her 
fault  her  Husband's  occafion,  let  her  never  nurfe  her  Child 
her  felf,  for  (he  will  breed  it  like  a  Fooh 

OieU.  For  thefe  two  hours,  Rofalindj  I  will  leave  thee. 

Rof.  Alas,  dear  Love,  I  cannot  lack  thee  two  hours. 

Orla.  I  muft  attend  the  Duke  at  Dinner,  by  two  a  Clock  I 
will  be  with  thee  agaia. 

Rof.  Ay,  go  your  ways,  go  your  ways ;  I  knew  what  yoa 
would  prove,  my  Friends  told  me  as  much,  and  I  thought 
no  lefs;  that  flattering  Tongue  of  yours  won  me;  'tis  but 
one  caft  away,  and  fo  come  Death :  Two  o'th'  Clock  is  your 
hour  ? 

Orla.  Kjj  fweet  Rofalind. 

Rof.  By  my  troth,  and  in  good  earne((,  and  (b  God 
mend  me,  and  by  all  the  pretty  Oaths  that  are  not  dangerous^ 
if  you  break  one  jot  of  your  Promife,  or  come  one  minute 
behind  your  hour,  I  will  think  you  the  moft  pathetical  Break- 
Promife,  and  the  moft  hollow  Lover,  and  the  moft  unworthy 
of  her  you  call  Rofalindj  that  may  be  choren  out  of  the  grofs 
Band  of  the  Unfaithful ;  therefore  beware  my  Cenfure,  and 
keep  your  Promife. 

Orla.  With  no  lefs  Religion,  than  if  thou  wert  indeedg 
my  Ro/alind;  fo  adieu. 

Rof.  Well,  Time  is  the  old  Juftice  that  examines  all  fuch 
Ofi^enders,  and  let  Time  try.     Adieu.  [Exit  Orh. 

Cel.  You  have  fimply  mifus'd  our  Sex  in  your  Love-prate : 
we  muft  have  your  Doublet  ^nd  Hofe  pluck'd  over  your 
Head,  and  (hew  the  World  what  the  Bird  hath  done  to  her 
f)wn  Nc((, 


f%^      w» 


Xufi  O  Cos,  Co2,  C02,  my  pretty  little  Coz^  that  thou 
liidft  know  how  many  fathom  deep  I  am  in  Love;  but  it  cin- 
not  be  (bunded  ;  My  Affedion  hath  an  unknown  bottom^ 
like  the  Bay  o^PortHgal. 

Cd.  Or  rather  bottomlefs*  that  as  fall  as  you  pour  AflFe- 
Aion  in,  it  runs  out. 

Rof.  No,  that  fame  wicked  Baftard  of  Finns,  chat  Was 
begot  of  Thought,  conceiv'd  of  Spken,  and  born  of  Mad« 
iiefs>  that  blind  raically  Boy,  that  abu(e$  every  ones  Byes, 
becaufe  his  own  are  out,  let  him  be  Judge,  how  de€(^  I 
am  in  Love ;  III  tell  thee,  ^liena^  I  cannot  be  out  of  the 
fight  of  OrUmdc :  I'll  go  find  a  Shadow,  and  figh  *tiU  he 
come* 

Gi:  And  111  Heep.  ^ExHrn. 

SCENE     11. 

Enter  Jaqucs,  Lords^  and  Forefiers. 

Joij.  Which  is  he  that  kill'd  the  Deer  ? 

L^d.  Sir>  it  was  I. 

yaq.  Let's  prefent  him  to  the  Duke  like  a  Roman  Con* 
queror,  and  it  would  do  well  to  fet  the  Deer's  Horns  upon 
his  Head,  for  a  branch  of  Viftory ;  have  you  no  Song^  Fo- 
reftcr,  for  this  purpofe  ? 

F^.  Yes,  Sir. 
.  Jaq.  Sing  it :  'Tis  no  matter  how  it  be  in  tune«  (o  it 
|Dake  noife  enough, 

Mufick,  Song. 

What  Jhall  he  have  that  kjU'd  the  Deet  f 

His  Leather  Skin  and  Horns  t§  wear ; 

Then  png  him  homey  the  reft  Jhall  hear  this  bmnhemi 

Take  thoH  nefcorn  to  wear  the  Horti^ 

it  was  a  Crefi  e^er  then  waft  born,  *     .. 

Thj  Father* s  Father  wore  it^ 

And  thj  Father  bore  ity  . : 

'^e  Horny  the  Horn^  the  Inftj  Hoth^ 

is  not  4  thiisi  to  lamgh  to  Sc^tijt.  \JE^Ht0^- 

sce^e; 


;*■>    . 
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SCENE     III. 

Enter  Kofaltnd  and  Celia. 

^       Rof.  How  fay  you  now,  is  it  not  paft  two  a  Qock{ 
And  here  much  OrUftdc. 

I       Ccl.  I  warrant  you,  with  pure  Love  aod  troubled  Brtion 

Enter  Sylvius. 

.    He  hath  ta*en  his  Bow  and  Arrows,  and  is  gone  forth 
To  fleep :  Look  who  comes  here. 

SjL  My  Errand  is  to  you,  fair  Youths 
My  gentle  Phebe  bid  me  give  you  this  t 
I  know  not  the  Contents,  but,  as  I  guefi. 
By  the  ftern  Brow,  and  wafpifh  Adtion 
Which  (he  did  ufc  as  (he  was  Writing  of  if. 
It  bears  an  angry  tenure  ;  pardon  me, 
I  am  but  as  aguiltUfs  Meflenger. 

Rof.  Patience  her  felf  would  ftartle  at  this  Letter, 
And  play  the  Swaggerer;  bear  this,  bear  ail* 
She  fays  I  am  not  fair,  that  I  lack  Manners, 
She  calls  me  proud,  and  that  (he  could  not  love  me 
Were  Man  as  rare  as  Phenix:  'Od's  my  will, 
Her  Love  is  not  the  Hare  that  I  did  hunt. 
Why  writes  (he  fo  to  me?  Well,  Shepherd,  well> 
This  is  a  Letter  of  your  own  device* 

SjL  No,  I  proteft,  I  know  not  the  Contents, 
Pheie  did  write  it. 

Ra/l  Come,  come,  you  are  a  Fool, 
Andturn'd  into  the  extremity  of  Love, 
I  faw  her  Hand,  (he  has  a  leathern  Hand, 
A  Free-ftone  coloured  Hand ;  I  verily  did  think 
Thfkt  her  old  Gloves  were  on,  but  'twas  her  Hands ; 

'.    Shcf^has  a^Hufwife's  Hand,  but  that's  no  matter; 

^^    1/^9  ^e  never  did  idvent  this  Letter, 

^«  Tjpl^is  «  MaaV  Invention,  and  his  Hand. 
%...  >55fc  Sure  it  is  hen, 
i^.i^A  Why,-  His  i  boifterous  and  a  cruel  Stile, 

•  VA -jtile  for  ChaHehgen;  why,  ihe  defies  me, 

[    ILjke  3%n^  to  Chriftianj  Woman's  gentle  Brain 
f^M  iKjit  drop  forth  fuch  giant  rude  Invention^ 


•;:-^ 
'*•* 
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Such  Ethiof  words,  blather  in  their  £ffeft 

Than  in  their  Countenance;  will  you  hear  the  Letter? 

Syl.  So  pleafe  you,  for  I  never  heard  it  yet ; 
Yet  heard  too  much  of  Phebe*s  Cruelty. 

R0/2  She  Phetcs  me ;  mark  how  the  Tyrant  writes^ 
{^Reads^]  ^rt  then  God,  to  Shepherd  turnd^ 
That  a  Maidens  Heart  hath  bnrttd  f 
Can  a  Woman  rail  thus. 

SjU  Call  you  this  Railing  ? 

Rof.  [Reads.]  Wl^^  thj  Godhead  laid  a^rt^ 
War* ft  thoH  with  a  Woman  s  Heart  i 
Did  you  ever  hear  fuch  Railing  \ 
Whiles  the  Eje  of  Man  did  woo  me^ 
Thatcostld  do  no  Fengeance  to  me. 
Meaning  me  a  Beaft. 
If  the  Scorn  of  jonr  bright  Ejne 
Have  power  to  raife  juch  Love  in  minc^ 
jtlackj  in  me  J  what  Jirange  effeU   , 
Wotdd  the  J  work-in  mild  ^Jpetl  f 
Whiles  joH  chide  me,  I  did  love, 
Hmif  then  might  your  Prayers  move\ 
He  that  brings  this  Love  to  thee. 
Little  kpows  this  IfOve  in  me  : 
And  bj  him  Jeal  ftp  thy  Mind^ 
yVhetber  that  thy  Touth  and  Kind 
Will  f he  faithful  Offer  take 
Of  me,  and  all  that  I  can  make ; 
Or  elfe  by  him  my  Love  deny. 
And  then  flljlndy  how  to  die. 

SyU  Call  you  this  chiding  ? 

CeL  Alas,  poor  Shepherd } 

Rof  Do  you  pity  him  ?  No,  he  deferves  no  pity :  Wilt 
thou  love  fuch  a  Woman?  What  to  make  thee  an  Inftru* 
snent,  and  play  falfe  Strings  upon  thee  I  Not  to  be  endured. 
Well,  go  your  way  to  her»  for  I  fee  Love  hath  made  thee 
a  tame  Snake,  and  fay  this  to  her.  That  if  (he  love  me,  I 
charge  her  to  |ove  thee :  If  (he  will  not,  I  will  never  have 
iier,  unlefs  thou  entreat  for  her.  If  you  be  a  true  Lover, 
hence,  and  not  a  word ;  for  here  comes  more  Company « 

\Exit.  Sy\, 

Enter 
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Enter  Oliver. 

OU.  Good  morrow,  fair  ones:  Pray  you,  ifyouhx)^. 
Where  id  the  Purlews  of  this  Foreft  ftands 
A  Sheep-coat,  fenc'd  about  with  Olive-trees. 

Cel.  Weft  of  this  place  down  in  the  Neighbour  bottom. 
The  rank  of  Ofiers^  by  the  murmuring  Stream 
Left  on  your  Right-hand,  bring  you  to  the  place ; 
But  at  this  hour  the  Houfe  doth  keep  it  felf. 
There's  none  within,   . 

OU.  If  that  an  Eye  may  profit  by  t  Tongue, 
Then  ftiould  I  know  you  by  Defcription, 
Such  Garments,  and  fuch  Years  ;  The  Boy  is  fair. 
Of  female  Favour,  and  beftows  himfelf 
Like  a  ripe  Sifter:  But  the  Woman  low. 
And  browner  than  her  Brother.    Are  not  you 
The  Owner  of  the  Houfe  I  did  enquire  for? 

Gf/.  It  is  no  boaft,  being  ask'd,  to  fay  we  are. 

OU.  Orlando  doth  commend  him  to  you  both. 
And  to  that  Youth  he  calls  his  RofaUnd^ 
He  fends  this  bloody  Napkin.     Are  you  he? 

Rof,  I  am;  what  muft  we  underftand  by  this? 

OU.  Some  of  my  Shame,  if  you  will  know  of  me 
What  Man  I  am,  and  how,  and  why>  and  where 
This  Handkerchief  was  ftain*d* 

Cd.  I  pray  you  tell  it. 

OU.  When  laft  the  young  Orlando  parted  from  yoUf 
He  left  a  promife  to  return  again 
Within  an  hour;  and  pacing  through  the  Foreft, 
Chewing  the  Food  of  fweet  and  bitter  Fancy, 
Lo  what  befel  I  he  threw  his  Eye  afide. 
And  mark  what  ObjeA  did  prefent  it  felf 
Under  an  old  Oak,  whofe  Boughs  were  mofs*d  withAg^ 
And  high  Top  bald  with  dry  Antiquity ; 
A  wretched  ragged  Man,  o'er-grown  with  Hair, 
Lay  fleeping  on  his  Back ;  about  his  Neck 
A  2reen  and  gilded  Snake  had  wreathed  it  felf. 
Who  with  her  Head,  nimble  in  threats,  approach'd 
The  opening  of  his  Mouth;  but  fuddenly 
Seeing  Orlando,  it  unlink'd  it  felf. 
And  with  indented  glides  did  flip  away 


Into  t  Bu(h|  under  whofe  Bufhes  fhade 

A  Liof>e6»  with  Udders  all  drawn  dry. 

Lay  couching  Head  on  Ground,  with  Catlike  watch 

When  that  the  deeping  Man  (hould  ftir ;  for  *cis 

The  Royal  Dtfpomion  of  that  Beaft 

To  prey  on  nothing  that  doth  feem  as  dead; 

This  feen,  OrUm^U  did  approach  the  Man, 

And  found  it  was  his  Brother,  his  elder  Brother. 

CeL  Ol  have  heard  him  (peak  of  that  fame  Brother^ 
And  he  did  render  him  the  mofl  uanatural. 
That  liv'd  amongft  Men. 

Oli.  And  weU  he  might  io  do, 
For  well  I  know  he  was  unnatural. 

Rof.  But  to  Orlando  \  did  he  leave  bira  there 
Food  to  the  fuck'd  and  hungry  Lionefs : 

Oli.  Twice  did  he  turn  his  Back,  and  purpos'd  fo; 
But  Kindnefs  nobler  ever  than  Revenge, 
And  Nature  ftronger  than  his  juft  OccaHon, 
Made  him  give  Battel  to  the  Lionefs, 
Who  quickly  fell  before  him,,  in  which  hurtling 
From  miferable  Slumber  I  awak'd. 

CeL  Ave  yov  his  Brother  ? 

Rof.  Was't  you  he  refcu'd  ? 

GU  Was't  you  that  did  fo  oft  contrive  to  kiff  faioi  ? 

Oli.  'Twas  I;  but  *tis  not  I;  I  do  not  (hame 
To  tell  you  what  I  Was,  fince  my  Converfion 
So  fweetly  taftes,  being  the  thing  I  am. 

Rof.  But  for  the  bloody  Napkin  ? 

Oli.  By  and  by. 
When  from  the  hrft  to  laft,  betwfxt  us  two. 
Tears  our  recountmenrs  had  moft  kindly  bath'd, 
A$  how  I  came  into  that  defkrt  Place* 
In  brieC  he  led  me  to  the  gentle  Duke, 
Who  gave  me  fvefti  Array  and  Entertainment, 
Committing  me  unto-  my  Brother's  Love, 
Who  led  me  inftancly  unto  his  Cave, 
There  ftrip'd  himrerlf,  and  here  upon  his  Arm 
The  Lionefs  had  tpm  (eme  Flelh'  away. 
Which  all  this  while  had  bled ;  and  now  he  feinted^ 
And  cry*d  in  fainting  upon  R9fMinJk 

Brief, 
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Brief,  I  recovered  him,  bound  up  his  Wound, 
And  after  fome  fmall  fpace,  being  firong  at  Heai^ 
He  fent  me  hither.  Stranger  as  I  am, 
To  tell  this  Story,  that  you  might  acufe 
His  broken  Promife,  and  to  give  this  Napkin, 
Dy'd  in  his  Blood,  unto  the  SlDiepherd  Youth, 
That  he  in  fport  doth  call  his  Rofalind. 

&i.  Why,  how  now  Gammed^  fweet  Gs»imedf 

Oli^  Many  will  fwoon  when  they  do  look  on  Blood» 

Get.  There  is  no  more  in  it  :  Coufin  Ganimid  ! 

OIL  Lpok,  he  recovers. 

Sof  I  would  I  were  at  home. 

CeL  Well  lead  you  thither. 
I  pray  you  take  him  by  the  Arm. 

on.  Be  of  good  cheer.  Youth ;  you  a  Mao  ? 
You  lack  a  Man's  Heart. 

Rofn  I  do  fo,  I  confefs  it. 
Ah,  Sirra,  a  body  would  think  this  was  well  cayoterfdtiajt 
I  pray  you  teH  your  brother  how  well  I  coumevfcked  ^ 
Heigh-ho. 

OU.  This  was  not  counterfeit^  th^re  is  too  groat  Tefti* 
mony  in  your  Complexion,  that  it  W4$  paflion  of  Earatft. 

Ro/l  Counterfeit,  I  aifiire  you. 

CHi.  Wdt  then,  take  a  good  heart,^  and  countecfeiir  to  be 
a  MsLtr. 

Rojl  So  I  do :  But  i'faith,  I  Should  have  been  %  Woimtit 
by  right, 

Cel.  Come,  you  look  paler  and  paler;  pray  you  4iRaw 
homewards ;  good  Sir,  go  with  u^ 

Olu  That  wilf  F;  for  I  muft  beat  anfwer  back# 
How  you  excufe  my  Brother,  RofiUvd^ 

Rof.  I  (hall  devife  fomething ;  but  I  pray  you»  ootomwlk 
my  counterfeiting  to  him :  Will  you  ^  i  ££jfi 
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ACTV.     SCENE  I. 

S  C  E  N  E  /)&^  For  eft. 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey, 
0b«\T7E  (hall  find  a  time,  jtmdrej;  ^ciencci   gentle 

And.  Faith  the  Prieft  was  good  enough,  for  all  the  old 
Gentleman's  faying. 

Clo.  A  moft  wicked  Sir  Oliver^  jitidnj,  a  moft  vile  Mar* 
text.  But  Andrejy  there  is  a  Youth  here  in  the  Foreft  layi 
claim  to  you. 

And.  Ay,  I  know  who  'tis ;  he  hath  4)alntereft  in  mcin 
the  World;  here  comes  the  Man  you  mean. 

Enter  William. 

Clo.  It  is  Meat  and  Drink  to  me  to  fee  a  Clown ;  by  my 
troth,  we  that  have  good  Wits  have  much  to  anfwer  iot  i 
we  (hall  be  flouting  $  we  cannot  hold. 

WilL  Good  Ev*n,  Andrej. 

And.  God  ye  good  Ev'n,  William* 

WiU.  And  good  Ev'n  to  you.  Sir. 

CU.  Good  Ev'n,  gentle  Friend.  Cover  thy  Head,  cover 
thy  Head ;  nay,  prethee  be  covered.  How  old  are  you. 
Friend  $ 

WilL  Five  and  twenty.  Sir. 

Clo.  A  ripe  Age :  Is  thy  Name  William  f 

Will,  miiam.  Sir. 

Clo.  A  fair  Name.    Was't  born  i'th'  Foreft  here? 

WiU.  Ay»  Sir,  I  thank  God. 

Clo.  Thank  God :  A  good  anfwer : 
Art  Rich  ? 

Wifl.  Taith,  Sir.  fo,  Co. 

Qq.  SOy  fo«  isgood.  verygo^d,  very  excellent  good;  and 
yet  it  is  not ;  it  is  but  fb,  fo. 
Art  thou  wife  ? 

WilL  Ay,  Sir,  I  have  a  pretty  Wit. 

Gfa.  Why,  thou  fay'ft  well :  I  do  now  remember  a  Say« 
ing.  The  Fool  doth  think  he  is  wife,  but  the  Wife  Man 
knows  himfelf  to  be  a  Fool.     The  Heathen  Philofppher, 

when 
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when  he  had  a  Defire  to  eat  a  Grape,  would  open  his  L'lpst 
when  he  put  it  into  his  Mouth*  meaning  thereby^  that 
Grapes  were  made  to  eat,  and  Lips  to  open. 
You  do  love  this  Maid  ? 

mil.  I  do.  Sir. 

Clo.  Give  me  your  Hand:  Art  thou  learned?  ^ 

Will.  No,  Sir^ 

Clo.  Then  learn  this  of  me ;  To  have,  is  to  have.  For  it  is 
a  Figure  in  Rhetorick,  that  Drink  being  poured  put  of  a 
Cup  into  a  Glafs,  by  filling  the  one  doth  empty  the  other. 
For  all  your  Writers  do  confenr,  that  ip/i  is  he :  Now  you 
are  not  ip/i ;  for  I  am  he. 

mil.  Which  he.  Sir? 

Clo.  He,  Sir,  that  mud  marry  this  Woman;  therefore  you 
Clown,  abandon ;i^ich  is  in  the  Vulgar*  leave  the  Society; 
which  in  the  Boorifli*  is  Company,  of  this  Female;  which 
in  the  Common,  is  Woman;  which  together,  is*  abandon  the 
Society  of  this  Female;  or,  ClowA,  thou  perifti eft;  or  to 
thy  better  Underftanding,  dieft ;  or,  to  wit,  I  kill  thee,  make 
thee  away*  tranflate  thy  Life  into  Death,  thy  Liberty  into 
Bondage;  I  will  deal  in  Poyfon  with  thee,  or  in  Baftioado* 
or  in  Steel ;  I  will  bandy  with  thee  in  Fadion,  I  will  o'er* 
run  thee  with  Policy*  I  will  kill  thee  a  hundred  and  fifty 
^ays;  therefore  tremble  and  depart. 

^ftd.  Do*  good  William. 

Will.  God  reft;  you  merry.  Sir.  [Exif. 

Enter  Corin.    •  . 

Cor.  bur  Mafter  and  Miftrefe  ^cd^vyou;  come  away*  a- 
way. 

Clo.  Trip  Audrey^  trip  Audrtj ;  I  attend, 
I  attend.  \ExctMt. 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  Orlando  4iy^  Oliver. 

OrU.  Is*t  poffible,  that  on  fo  little  Acquaintance  you 
(hould  like  her?  That*  but  feeing>  you  fliould  love  her? 
And  loving*  woo?  and  wooing,  flie  ihould  grant?  And  will 
you  perfeverc  to  enjoy  her? 

Oli.  Neither  call  the  Giddincfs  of  it  ib  queftion,  the 
Poverty  of  her,  the  fmall  Acquaintance,  my  fudden  Wooing* 

V^L.  IL  O  .  ^N»^ 
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nor  her  fuddcn  confenting;  but  fay  with  me,  I  love  .yJluMd; 
fay  with  her^  that  ftie  loves  me;  confent  with  both,  tharwe 
may  enjoy  each  other;  it  (hall  be  to  your  good: -For  m\  Fa- 
ther's Houfe,  and  all  the  Revenue,  that  was  old  Sir  Row- 
land's^  will  I  eft  ate  upon  you,  and  here  live  and  die  a  Shep- 
herd. 

Emcr  Rofalind.. 

« 

Orla.  You  have  my  Confent, 
Let  your  Wedding  be  to  Morrow;  thither  will  I 
Invite  the  Duke,  and  airs  contented  Followers: 
Go  you,  and  prepare  jiluna\  for  look  you. 
Here  comes  my  Rofalind. 
Rof.  God  fave  you,  Brother. 
OrU.  And  you,  fair  Sifter. 

Rof.  Oh  my  dear  OrUndo^  how  it  grieves  mc  to  fee  thee 
wear  thy  Heart  in  a  Scarf. 
Orla.  It  is  my  Arm. 

Rof.  I  thought  thy  Heart  had  been  wounded  with  the 
Claws  of  a  Lion. 

Orla.  Wounded  it  is,  but  with  the  Eyes  of  a  Lady. 
Rof  Did  your  Brother  tell  you  how  1  counterfeited  to 
fwound,  when  he  ftiew'd  me  your  Handkerchief? 
Orla.  Ay,  and  "greater  Wonders  than  that. 
Rof  O,  I  know  where  you  are  ••  Nay,  'tis  true  :  There 
was  never  any  thing  fo  fudden,  but  the  Fight  of  two  Rams, 
and  Cafars  Thrafonical  Brag,  of,  I  came,   faw,   and  over- 
came: For  your  Brother,  and  my  Sifter,  no  fooner  met,  but 
they  look'd;   no  fooner  looked,  but  they  lov'd;  no  (boner 
lov'd,  but  they  figh'd;  no  fooner  figh'd,  but  they  ask'd  one 
another  the  Reafon;  no  fooner  knew  the  Reafon,  but  they 
fought  the  Remedy;    and  in  thefe  Degrees  have  they  miade 
a  Pair  of  Stairs  to  Marriage,  which  they  will  climb  incon> 
tinenr,  or  elfe  be  incontinent  before  Marriage;  they  arc  in 
the  very  Wrath  of  Love,  and  they  will   together.     Clubs 
cannot  part  them* 

Orla.  They  (hall  be  married  to  Morrow ;  and  I  wjll  bid 
the  Duke  to  the  Nuptial.  But  O,  how  bitter  a  thing  it  is 
to  look  into  Happinefs  through  another  Man's  £yes;^y  fo 
much  the  more  (hall  I  to  Morrow  be  at  the  Height  of  lleart- 
Heavinefs  ^y  ^^w  much  I  (hall  think  my  Brother  happy> 
?n  hiving  what  he  wifties  for.- 


As  you  Like ^ it.  C$9 

Rof.  Why  then  to  Morrow  I  cannot  ferve  your  Turn  for 

Rojalindl 

Of  la.  I  can  hVe  no  longer  by  thinking. 

Rof.  I  will  weary  you  then  no  longei;  with  idle  Talking, 
Know  of  me  then,  for  now  I  fpeak  to  feme  purpofe,  that  I 
know  you  are  a  Gentleman  of  good  Conceit.  I  fptak  not 
this,  that  you  (hould  bear  a  good  Opinion  of  my  Knowledge; 
infomuch,  I  fay,  I  know  what  you  are;  neither  do  I  labour 
for  a  greater  Efteem  than  may  in  fome  little  Meafure  draw 
a  Belief  from  you  to  do  your  felf  good,  and  not  to  grace 
me.  Believe  then,  if  you  pleafe,  that  I  can  do  ftrarge  things ; 
I  have,  fince  I  was  three  Years  old,  converft  with  a  Magi- 
cian, moft  profound  in  hix.Arr,  and  yet  not  damnable.  If 
you  do  love  RofaUnd  fo  near  the  Heart,  as  your  Gefturc 
cries  it  our,  when  your  Brother  marries  jiliena  you  (hall 
marry  her.  I  know  into  what  Streighrs  of  Fortune  Ihe  is 
driven,  and  it  is  not  impoflible  to  me,  if  it  appear  not  in- 
convenient to  you,  to  fet  her  before  your  Eyes  to  Morrow; 
Human  as  (he  is,  and  without  any  Danger* 

Orla.  Speak'lt  thou  in  fober  Meanings? 

Rof.  By  my  Life  f  do^  which  I  tender  dearly,  tho'Ifay 
I  am  a  .Mae^ician :  Therefore  put  you  in  your  beft  Array, 
bid  your  Friends :  For  if  you  will  be  married  to  Mprrow, 
you  fliall,  and  to  Rofilind^  if  you  will. 

Enter  Silvius  and  Phebe. 

Look,  here  comes  a  Lover  of  mine,  and  a  Lover  of  hers. 

Phe.  Youth,  you  have  done  me  much  ungentlenefs. 
To  fhew  the  Letter  that  I  writ  to  you. 

Rof.  I  care  not  if  I  have  ••  It  is  my  Study 
To  feem  defpiteful  and  ungentle  to  you  .• 
You  are  there  followed  by  a  faithful  Shepherd ; 
Look  upon  him,  love  him;  he  wor(hips  you. 

Phe.  Good  Shepherd,  tell  this  Youth  what  'tis  to  love. 

Sil.  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  Sighs  and  Tears, 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phcbe. 

Phe.  And  I  for  Ganimed. 

Orla.  And  I  for  RofaUnd. 

Rof.  Afid  I  for  no  Woman. 

SiL  It  is  to  be  made  all  of  Faith  and  Service ; 
And  fo  am  I  f6f  Pheb^. 


^Co  As  you  Like  it. 

Phe.  And  I  for  Gdnimcd. 

OrU.  And  I  for  RofaUnd. 

Rof.  And  I  for  no  Woman* 

SiU  It  is  to  be  ^11  made  of  Fantafie, 
All  made  of  Paflion^  and  all. made  of  Wiflies, 
All  Adoration,  Duty  and  Obfcrvancc, 
All  Humblenefs,  all  Patience*  and  Impatience^ 
All  Purity,  all  Trial,  all  Obfervance ; 
And  fo  am  I  for  Phebe. 

Phe.  And  fo  am  I  for  Gdnimed. 

OrU.  And  fo  am  I  for  RofdUnd. 

Rof.  And  fo  am  I  for  no  Wolfaan.  ^ 

Phe.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you? 

SiL  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  iiie  to  love  you  ?  ^ 

OrU.  If  this  be  fo,  why  blame  you  me  to  love  you  ? 

Rof.  Who  do  you  fpcak  to^  Why  blame  you  me  to 
love  you? 

OrU.  To  her  that  is  not  here^  nor  doth  not  hear. 

Rof.  Pray  you  no  more  of  this;  'tis  like  the  Howling  of 
/r//&  Wolves  againft  the  Moon;  I  will  help  you  if  I  can;  I 
would  love  you  if  I  could:  To  Morrow  meet  me  all  toge- 
ther; I  will  marry  you,  if  ever  I  marry  Woman>  and  I'll 
be  married  to  Morrow ;  I  ^lU  fatisfy  you,  if  ever  I  fatisfy'd 
Man,  and  you  fhall  be  married  to  Morrow ;  I  will  content 
you,  if  what  pleafes  you  contents  you,  and  you  (hall  be 
married  to  Morrow.  As  you  love  RofaUnd  meet,  as  you 
love  Phebe  meet,  and  as  I  love  no  Woman,  I'll  meet.  So 
fare  you  well;  I  have  left  you  Commands^ 

SiL  ril  not  fail,  if  I  live. 

Phe.  Nor  h 
•    OrU.  Nor  I.  ^      [Extmnt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey* 

Clo.  To  Morrow  is  the  joyful  Dly,  jiudrej ;  tb  l$t(aart:ow 
will  we  be  married.  >. 

jiud.  I  do  defire  it  with  all  my  Heart;  and  I  lidper  ft  is 
no  diflioneft  Defire,  to  defire  to  be  a  Woman  of  tbf  V^Id. 
Here  come  two  of  the  banifli'd  Duke's  Pagei»    .    '&1^?  - 


"1  »  « 
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Enter  two  Tages. , 

1  T4ge.  Well  met,  honeft  Gentleman. 

Clo.  By  my  troth  well  met :  come,  fit,  fit,  and  a  Song. 

a  f4g€.  We  arc  for  you,  fit  i'th*  middle. 

^i  Page.  Shall  we  clap  into't  roundly,  without  hauking,  or 
fpitting,  or  faying  we  are  hoarfe»  which  are  the  only  Pro- 
logues to  a  bad  Voice. 

2  ?4ge.  rfaith,i'faith,andbothinaTune,  like  two  (j^p/w 

onaHorfe.  ' 

SONG. 

It  v^Ms  a  Lover  dnd  tns  Ldfs^ 

With  4  hej^  Mnd  a  ho^  dnd  4  hej  nonino^ 
^Thdt  •  V  the  green  Corn-field  did  pafs 

In  the  Spring  time ;  the  only  pretty  rdng  fime, 

When  Birds  do  Jing^  hej  ding  a  ditfg$  ding. 

Sweet  Lovers  love  the  Spring. 

And  therefore  tdkf  the  prefent  time^ 

With  4  hey^  and  d  hff,  and  d  hey  nonino; 

For  Love  #>  tr owned  with  the  prime , 
In  th^  Spring  time^  Sec. 

Between  the  Acres  of  the  Rje^  \ 

With  d  hej  J  dnd  d  ho^  and  d  hey  nonino ; 

Thefe  pretty  Country^ folks  would  Ije^ 
In  the  Spring  time^  Sec. 

The  Carrol  they  begdn  thdt  hoftr^ 

With  d  hejy  dndd  ho^  dnd  d  hej  nonino ; 

How  thdt  d  Life  wds  bm  d  Flower^ 
In  the  Spring  time 9  &c. 

Clo.  Truly,  young  Gentlemcnj^  though  there  was  no  great 
.matter  in  the  ditty,  yet  the  Note  was  very  untunable. 

iPdge.  You  are  deceived.  Sir,  we  kept  time,  we  loft  not 
our  time.  ^ 

Q^.  JBy  my  troth,  yes :  I  count  it  but  time  loft  to  hear 
fuch  a  fo0li(h  Song.  God  b%'y  you^  and  God  mend  your 
yf^f}^'  ^^^»  -^^drej.  \Exemnt. 


,v 
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SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Dnkf  Senior^  Amiens,  JaqucJ,  Orlando,  01iver» 

and  Celia. 

Dh^  Sen.  Doft  thou  believe,  OrUndo^  that  the  Bay 
Can  do  all  i his. that  he  hath  promifed?  i 

Orla.  r  fometimes  do  believe,  and  fometimes  do  not ; 
As  thofe  that  fear  they  hope,  and  know  they  fear. 
Enter  Rofalind,  Sylvius,  and  Phebe. 
Rof.  Patience  once  more,  whiles  our  Compafl:  is  urg'd: 
You  fay,  if  I  bring  in  your  Rofalind^  \T9the  Dukf. 

You  will  bcftow  heron  Orlando  here? 

Duke  Sen.  That  would  I,  had  I  Kingdoms  to  give  with  her. 
jRof.  And  yqu  fay  you  will  havp  her  when  I  bring  her? 

[To  Orlando. 
Orla.  That  would  I,  were  I  of  all  Kingdoms  King. 
Rof.  You  fay  you'll  Marry  me,  if  I  be  willing.     [T^^Phc. 
/*/?^'  That  will  I,  fliould  I  die  the  hour  after. 
Ro/t  But  if  you  do  refufe  to  marry  roe, 
Ypu'lJ  give  your  felf  to  this  moft  faithful  Shepherd. 
Phe.  So  is  the  Bargain. 

Rof.  You  fay,  that  you'll  have  ^A^^^,  if  (he  will?    [ZiSyl. 
SyL  Tho'  to  have  her  and  Death  were  both  one  thing* 
Rof  I  have  promised  to  make  all  this  matter  even : 
Keep  you  your  word,  O  Duke,  to  give  your  Daughter  j 
You  yours,  Orlandoy  to  receive  his  Daughter: 
Keep  you  your  word,  Phel?ey  that  you'll  marry  me; 
Or  elfe  refufing  me,  to  wed  this  Shepherd. 
Keep  your  word,  SjhifUy  that  you'll  marry  her, 
If  (he  refufe  me;  and  from  hence  I  go 
To  make  thefe  Doubts  all  even.  [Exit  Rof.  ^W Celia# 

Duk^e  Sen.  I  do  remember  in  this  Shepherd- Boy, 
Some  lively  roaches  of  my  Daughter's  Favour. 

Orla.  My  Lord,  the  firft  time  that  I  ever  faw  him, 
Mcchought  he  was  a  Brother  to  your  Daughter; 
Bur,  my  good  Lord,  this  Boy  is  Foreft  born, 
And  hath  been  tutor'd  in  the  Rudiments 
Of  many  defperare  Studies  by  his  Unkle, 
Who  he  reports  ro  he  a  great  Magician, 

Enter  Clown  and  Audrey. 
\Obfcaredin  the  Circle  of  this  i^oreft.  '  ^a«1% 


^ —  "^ 

As  you  Like  it.  tf  ^ } . 

Jaq.  There  is  fure  anothejc  Flood  toward,  and  thcfe  Cou- 
ples are  coming  to  the  Ark.  Here  comes  a  pair  of  very 
ftrange  Beads,  which  in  all  Tongues  ar;e  call'd  Fools. 

Qo.  Salutation  and  Greeting  to  you  all. 

Jaq.  Good  my  Lord,  bid  him  welcome.  This  is  the 
MotK  y-mindcd  Gentleman  that  I  have  fo  often  met  in  the 
Fort  It  :  He  hath  been  a  Courtier  he  fwears. 

Go.  If  any  Man  doubt  that,  let  him  put  me  to  my  Purga- 
tion; I  have  trod  a  Meafure,  I  have  flatter 'd  a  Lady,  I  have 
been  politick  with  my  Friend,  fmooth  with  mine  £nemy>  I 
have  undone  three  Tailors,  I  have  had  four  Quarrels*  and 
like  to  have  fought  one. 

Jacj*  And  bow  was  that  ta'en  up? 

Clp.  'Faith  we  met,  and  found  the  Quarrel  was  upon  the 
feventh  Caufe. 

Jacj.  How  the  feventh  Caufe?  Good  my  Lord,  like 
this  Fellow. 

Duke  Sen.  I  like  him  yery  very  well. 

Clo.  God'ild  you,  Sir,  I  defire  you  of  the  like :  I  prcfs  in 
here,  Sir,  among  ft  the  reft  of  the  Country  Copulatives,  to 
fwear»  and  to  forfwear,  according  as  Marriage  binds,  and 
Blood  breaks:  A  poor  Virgin,  Sir,  an  ilUfavour'd thing.  Sir, 
but  mine  own,  a  poor  Humour  of  mine«  Sir,  to  take  that 
that  no  Man  elfe  will.  Rich  Honefty  dwells  like  a  Mifer, 
Sir,  in  a  poor  Houfe,  as  your  Pearl  in  your  Oyfter. 

Duke  Sen.  By  my  Faith,  he  is  very  fwiftandfententiQUs. 

Clo.  According  to  the  Fool's  bolt.  Sir,  and  fucli  dulcet 
Difcafcs. 

Jaq.  But  for  the  feventh  Caufe;  how  did  you  find  the 
Quarrel  on  the  feventh  Caufe? 

Clo.  Upon  a  Lie  feven  times  removed; .{ hear  your  Body 
more  feeming^  ^Wrf^)  as  thus,  Sir;  I  did  didike  the  Cut  of    ' 
a  certain  Courtier's  Beard ;  he  fent  me  word.  If  I  faid  his 
Beard  was  not  cut  well,  he  was  in  the  mind  it  was :  This  is 
caird  the  Retort  Courteous.     If  I  fent  him  word  again,  it 
was  well  cut,  he  would  fend  me  word,  he  cut  it  to  pleafe   . 
himfelf .  This  is  caird  the  Quip  Modeft.     If  again,  it  was 
not  well  cur,  he  difabled  my  Judgment:  This  is  calFd  the 
Reply  Churlifh.     If  again,  it  was  not  well  cut,  he  would 
^nfwer,  I  fpake  not  true  :  TJiig  is  call'd  the  K^V'^^^^^^^''^^'^: 
li  again,  it  was  not  well  cat»  htf^ou\d  ^v^^  \\\^-  "Wvs  v^i 


caird  the  Countercheck  Quarrelfome  :  And  fo  the  Lie  Cir* 
cumftantial*  and  the  Lie  DireA. 

Jaq.  And  how  oft  did  you  fay  his  Beard  was  not  well 
cut? 

Ch.  I  durft  go  no  further  than  the  Lie  Circumftantial ; 
nor  he  durft  not  give  me  the  Lie  Dired ;  and  fo  we  meafur^d 
Swords,  and  parted. 

Jaq.  Can  you  nominate  in  order  now  the  degrees  of  the 
Lie? 

Clo.  O,  Sir,  we  quarrel  in  Print,  by  the  Book  ;  as  you 
have  Books  for  good  Manners.  I  will  name  you  the  Degrees. 
The  firft,  the  Retort  Courteous ;  the  fecond,  the  Quip  Mo- 
deft;  the  third,  the  Reply  Churli(h;  the  fourth,  the  Re- 
proof Valiant;  the  fifth,  the  Countercheck  Quarrelfome; 
the  fixth,  the  Lie  with  Circumftance ;  the  feventh,  the  Lie 
Dired.  All  thefe  you  may  avoid,  but  the  Lie  dired  ;  and 
you  may  avoid  that  too>  with  an  If.  I  knew  when  feven 
Juftices  could  not  take  up  a  Quarrel,  but  when  the  Parties 
were  met  themfelves*  one  of  them  thought  but  of  an  If;  as. 
If  you  faid  fo«  then  I  faid  fo ;  and  they  ihook  Hands,  and 
fwore  Brothers.  Your  If  is  the  only  Peace*maker;  much 
virtue  in  if. 

Jaq.  Is  not  this  a  rare  Fellow,  my  Lord  ?  He*$  good  at 
any  thing,  and  yet  a  Fool. 

DnkeSen.  Meufes  His  Folly  like  a  Stalking-Horfe,  andun^ 
der  the  Prefeatation  of  that  he  (hoots  his  Wit. 

Enter  My men>  Rofalind  in  W§maffs  Cloths^  and  Ctlit. 

Still  Mujick: 

Hym.  Then  is  there  Mirth  in  Heavn^ 
When  earthly  things  made  even 

Atone  together. 
Good  Dnke  receive  thy  Daughter^ 
lAjmtnfrom  Heaven  bron^t  het^ 

Tea,  brought  her  hither. 
That  thoH  tmghfft  joyn  her  hand  Tifith  hiSj 
Wbofeffearf  within  his  Bo/om  is/ 

Rof.  To  you  I  give  my  felf ;  for  I  am  yours.  [To  the  Duke. 
To  you  I  give  my  felf;  for  I  am  yours.  /  [To  Orlando. 
DukgSen.  If  there  be  tru^h  in  fight,  you  are  my  Daugliter. 
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OrU.  If  there  be  truth  in  fight,  you  are  my  Ro/alind. 

Phe.  If  fight  and  fhapebetrue^  why  then  my  Love  adieu. 

Rof.  Pll  have  no  Father,  if  you  be  not  he; 
ril  have  no  Husband,  if  you  be  not  he; 
Nor  nc*er  wed  Woman,  if  you  be  not  (he. 

Hjm.  Peace  hoa ;  I  bar  Confufion : 
'Tis  I  muft  make  conclufion 
Of  thefe  moft  flrange  Events: 
Here's  eight  that  muft  take  Hands, 
To  join  in  Hymens  Bands, 
If  Truth  holds  true  Contents'. 
You  and  you  no  Crofs  ihall  part ; 
You  and  you  are  Heart  in  Heart; 
You  to  his  Love  muft  accord. 
Or  have  a  Woman  to  your  Lord* 
You  and  you  are  fure  together, 
As  the  Winter  to  foul  Weather  : 
Whiles  a  Wedlock  Hymn  we  fing. 
Feed  your  felves  with  qucftioning : 
That  Reafon,  Wonder  may  diminifh. 
How  thus  we  met,  and  thefe  things  finifh. 


SONG. 


;< 


Widding  is  great  Juno's  Crown^  ^ 

O  buffed  Bond  of  Board  and  Bed  I 

*Tis  Hymen  Peoples  ev*rj  Town^ 
High  Wedlock  then  be  honoured  : 

Honour,  high  Honour  and  Renown 

To  Hymen,  God  of  every  Town. 

Duke  Sen.  O  my  dear  Neice»  welcome  thou  art  to  me, 
r^ven  Daughter,  welcome,  in  no  lefs  degree. 

Phe.  I  will: not  eat  my  word,  now  thou  art  mine, 
Thy  Faith,  ipy  Fancy  tathee  doth  combine.    . 
♦  £ir/rr  Jaques  de  Bo ves. 

>;    y^f*^^^*  Let  roe  have  audience  for  a  word  ortwo:    • 
^'Iani;the  fecond  Son  of  old  Sir  Rowlands 
^^That  bring  thefe  tidings  to  this  fair  AlTembly. 
Piike  ^FrJr^^i^i^  hearing  how  that-every  day 
Meii  of  great" Worth  reforted  to  this  Foreft, 
Addiiefs'd  a  mighty  Power  which  Nf  ctt  ot\  £oox 


In  his  own  ConduS,  purpofcly  to  take 
His  Brother  here,  and  put  him  to  the  Sword : 
And  to  the  Skirts  ot  this  wild  Wood  he  came. 
Where  meeting  with  an  old  Religious  Man, 
After  fome  qucdion  with  him*  was  converted 
Both  from  his  Entcrprize,  and  from  the  Wofldj 
His  Crown  bequeathing  to  his  baniih'd  Brother^ 
And  all  their  Lands  redor  d  to  them  again 
That  were  with  him  Exil'd.     This  to  be  true, 
I  do  engage  my  Life. 

DnkeSen.  VVelcome,  young  Man  : 
Thou  ofFer'ft  fairly  to  thy  Brothers  Wedding; 
To  one  his  Lands  with-hcld,  and  to  the  other 
A  Land  it  felf  at  large,  a  potent  Dukedom, 
Firft,  in  this  Foreft,  let  us  do  thofe  Ends 
That  here  were  well  begun,  and  well  begot : 
And  after,  every  of  this  happy  Number 
That  have  endur'd  ihrewdDaysand  Nights  with  us^ 
Shall  (hare  the  good  of  our  returned. Fortune,    , 
According  to  the  meafure  of  their  States. 
Mean  time,  forget  this  new-fall'n  Dignity, 
And  fall  into  our  Ruftick  Revelry : 
Play  Mufick,  and  you  Brides  and  Bridegrooms  all. 
With  Meafure  heap'd  in  Joy,  to  th'Meafures  fall.s 

Jacj.  Sir,  by  your  patience:  If  I  heard  you  rightly. 
The  Duke  hath  put  on  a  Religious  Life, 
And  thrown  into  neglcd  the  pompous  Court. 

^^aq.  de  B.  He  hath. 

^aq.  To  him  will  I:  Out  of  thefe  Convertitcs 
There  is  much  matter  to  be  heard  and  learn'd. 
You  to  your  former  Honour,  I  bequeatfi^'         [TotheDHkjs. 
Your  Patience,  and  your  Virtue  well  deferves  it : 
You  to  a  Love  that  your  true  Faith  doth  merit ;      [To  Orla. 
You  to  your  Land,  and  Love,  and. great  Allies;        [ToOYu 
You  to  a  long  and  well-deferved  Be^  ;  [TiSyK 

And  you  to  Wrangling;  for  thy  loving  Voyage  [TofheQo'wn 
Is  but  for  two  Months  viduall'd:  So  to  your  Pleafures; 
I  am  for  other  than  for  Dancing  Meafures. 

Duke  Sen.  Stay,  Jaques^  (lay. 

y^q.   To  fee  no  Paftime,  I :  What  you  would  bsive, 
I'll  flay  to  know  at  your  abandoned  Cave.  \JEx%u 


\ 


As  you  hike  it.  ,     <Stf  7 

DukfSen,  Proceed,  proc«d,  we  will  begin  thefe  Rites, 
As  we  do  tmft  ihe^  li  ■.  nd  in  true  Delights. 

Rof.  It  IS  not  th.  Fafliion  to  fee  the  Lady  the  Epilogue; 
but  It  is  no  more  uniiandlume  than  to  fee  the  Lord  the  Pro- 
logue, if  It  be  tr'  e,  that  ^iod  Wtnt  netds  no  S^Jb^  'tis 
true,  that  a  good  P^ay  needs  no  Epilogue.     Yet  to  good 

^'  Wine  they  do  ufe  good  Bufties;  and  good  Plays  prov«  the 
better  by  the  help  of  good  Epilogues.  What  a  cafe  am  I 
in  then,  that  am  neither  a  good  Epilogue,  nor  cannot  inli- 

'.  nuate  with  you  in  the  behalf  of  a  good  Play  ?  I  am  not  fur- 
niih'd  like  a  Beggar;  therefore  to  beg  will  not  become  me. 
My  way  is  to  Conjure  you,  and  Til  begin  with  the  Women. 
I  charge  you,  O  Women,  for  the  love  you  bear  to  Men, 
to  like  as  much  of  this  PUy  as  pleales  you:  And  I  chaise 
you,   O  .Men,   for  the  love  you  bear  to  Women,  as  I  per- 

'  cei'-e  by  yourSimpring,  none  of  you  hates  them,  that  be- 
tween you  and  the  Women,  the  Play  may  pleafe.  If  I  were 
a  Woman,  I  would  kifs  as  many  of  you  as  had  Beards  that 
pleas'dme,  Complexions  that  lik'd  me,  and  Breaths  that  I  de* 
fy'd  ftot:  And,  I  amfure,  as  many  as  have  good  Beards,  or 
goodj^aces,  oc  fweot  Breaths,  will  for  my  kind  Offer,  wheo. 
.T  make  Courtfie,  bidme/arewel.  [Exemnt.' 
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ALo^d^  before  whom  the  Tlay  is  fuppos'd  to  ht 
plaid.  . 

CJ  ill  rill  ophero  Sly,  a  drunken  Tinker. 
Hojiefs. 

Tagey  Tlayersy    Huntfmen^   and  other    Servants 

attending  on  the  Lord. 

The  Terfons  of  the  Tlay  it  felf  are 

»         ■  .  . 

Baptifta,  Father  tg  Katharina  aijd  Biancba,    verj 

rtch. 
Vincentio,  an  old  Gentleman  of  Pifa. 
Lucentio.  Son  to  Vincentio,  in  love  with  Biancha. 
Petruchio,  a  Gentleman  of  Verona,  a  Suitor  to 

Katharina. 

Uontnho    }  "^^^^^^^^^^  '^  Biancha. 

jranio,        \  Servants  tdlAXztViXxo. 

Grumio,  Servant  to  Pctruchio. 
Pedant,   an  old  Fellow  fet  up  to  perfonate  Vin- 
centio. 
Katharina,  the  Shrew. 
Biancha,  her  Sifter. 
Widow. 

Taylor y  Haberdajhersy  with  Servants  attending  on 

Baptifta  and  Petruchio. 

SCENE  in  the  latter  End  of  the  third,  and 
heginning  of  the  fourth  AB  in  PctruchioV 
Houfe  in  the  Country^  for  the  reft  of  the  Play 
m  Padua. 

Tfce 
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AC  T  I.    SCENE    I. 

Emer  Hoftefs  and  Sly. 

S  L  r. 

XL  phetze  you,  in  Faith. 
Heji.   A  Pair  of  Stocks,  you  Rogue. 
Slj.  y'are  a    Baggage  ;  the  Slits  are    no 
Rogues.     Look  in  ihe  ChroukUs,  we  came 
with  Richard  Conqnerer  ;    therefore  Patteiu 
fallahrii,  let  the  World  fl  de  :  Sefla. 
Hofi.  You  will  not  pay  for  the  Glafles  you  have  burft  ? 
Sly.  No,  not  a  Deniere;  Go  by  S.  yeronimjt  go  to  thy 
cold  Bed,  and  warm  thee. 

//fl/?.  1  kno*  my  Remedy;  I  muft  go  fetch  the  Hcad- 
boroigh.  C^'**'* 

Sly.  Third,  or  fourth, or  fifth  Borough.  I'll  anfwcr  him  by 
Law;  nt  not  budge  an  Inch,  Boy;  let  him  come,  andkind- 
Jy.  iFallt  aJU^, 

Wind  Htrtif.  Enter  a  Lord  from  Hunting,  with  *  Trdim. 
Lord.  Huntfmafl,  I  charge  thee  tender  well  my  Hounds^ 
Brach  Merrimati,  the  poor  Cur  is  imboft. 
And  couple  CUwder  with  the  deep-mouth'd  Bra.cb. 
Saw'ft  thou  nor,  Boy,  how  Silver  made  it  good. 
At  the  Hedge  Corner,  in  the  coldeft  Fault; 
I  would  not  lofe  the  Dog  for  twenty  Pound. 

Hnn.  Why,  Selmaa  is  as  goodl  as  he,  my  LonI{ 
He  cried  upon  it  at  the  meereft  LoCs, 


( 


And  twice  to  Day  pick'd  out  the  dulleft  Scent  s 
Truft  me,  I  take  him  for  the  better  Dog. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  Fool,  if  Eccho  were  as  flee^ 
I  would  efteem  him  worth  a  Dozen  fuch. 
But  fup  them  well,  and  look  unto  them  all. 
To  Morrow  I  intend  to  hunt  again. 

Hhh.  I  will>  my  Lord. 

Lord.  What's  here?  one  Dead,  or  Drunk?  See»  doth  he 
breathe? 

2  Hnn.  He  breathes,  my  Lord.  Were  he  not  warm'd  with 
Ale,  this  were  a  Bed  but  cold  to  fleep  fo  foundly. 

Lord.  O  monftrous  Beaft  I  how  like  a  Swine  he  lyes  ! 
Grim  Death,  how  foul  and  loathfome  is  thine  Image ! 
Sirs,  I  will  pradife  on  this  drunken  Man. 
What  think  you  if  he  were  convey'd  to  Bed, 
Wrapt  in  fweet  Cloaths :  Rings  put  upon  his  Finger; 
A  moft  delicious  Banquet  by  his  Bed, 
And  brave  Attendants  near  him  when  he  wakes; 
Would  not  the  Beggar  then  forget  himfelf  ? 

I  Hun,  Believe  me.  Lord,  I  think  he  cannot  chufe. 

^  Huh.  It  would  feem  ftrange  unto  him  when  he  wak*d. 

Lord.  Even  as  a  flatt'ring  Dream,  or  worthle&  Fancy. 
Then  take  him  up,  and  manage  well  the  Jeft : 
Carry  him  gently  to  my  fsireft  Chamber, 
And  hang  it  round  with  all  my  wanton  Pidures; 
Balm  his  foul  Head  in  warm  diftilled  Waters, 
And  burn  fweet  Wood  to  make  the  Lodging  fweet« 
Procure  me  Mufick  ready  when  he  wakes. 
To  make  a  Dulcet  and  a  F^eav^nly  Sound; 
And  if  he  chance  to  fpeak,  be  ready  ftraight,  i 

And  with  a  low  fubmiflive  Reverence^  .  -^ 

Sa/,  what  is  it  your  Honour  will  command; 
Let  one  attend  him  with  a  filver  Bafbn 
Full  of  Rofe-water,  and  beftrew'd  with  Flowers, 
Another  bear  the  Ewer;  a  third  a  Diaper, 
And  fay,  will  pleafe  your  Lordfliip  cool  your  Hands) 
Some  one  be  ready  with  a  coftly  Suit, 
And  ask  him  what  Apparel  he  will  wear; 
Another  tell  him  of  his  Hounds  and  Horfe, 
And  that  his  Lady  moiTrns  at  his  Difeafe; 
Perfuade  him  that  he  hath  been  Lunatick, 
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And  when  he  fays  he  is  poor,  fay  that  he  dreams. 
For  he  is  nothing  but  a  mighty  Lord : 
This  do,  and  do  it  kindly,  gentle  Sirs; 
It  will  be  P^ftime  paffing  excellent. 
If  it  be  husbanded  with  Modefty. 

1  Hhh.  My  Lord,  I  warrant  you  we  will  play  our  Par^ 
As  he  (hall  think  by  our  true  Diligence, 

He  is  no  lefs  than  what  we  fay  he  is. 

Lord.  Take  him  up  gently,  and  to  Bed  with  him ; 
And  each  one  to  his  Office  when  he  wakes. 

\S9Hni  Trumpctf. 
Sirrah,  go  fee  what  Trumpet  'tis  that  founds. 
Belike  fome  noble  Gentleman  that  means> 
Travelling  fome  Journey,  to  repofe  him  here. 

Enter  Servant. 
How  now  ?  Who  is  it  ? 

Ser.  An't  pleafe  your  Honour,  Players 
That  offer  Service  to  your  Lordfiiip. 

Lerd.  Bid  them  come  near : 

Enter  PUjers. 
Now  Fellows,  you  are  welcome. 

Play.  We  thank  your  Honour. 

Lord.  Do  you  intend  to  ftay  with  ttie  to  Night? 

2  Plaj.  So  pleafe  your  Lordihip  to  accept  our  Duty, 
Lord.  With  all  my  Heart.  This  Fellow  I  remember. 

Since  once  he  play'd  a  Farmer's  eldeft  Son;    * 
•Twas  where  you  woo*d  the  Gentlewoman  fo  well: 
I  have  forgot  your  Name;  but  fure  that  Part 
V/as  aptly  fitted,  and  naturally  performed. 

Sim.  I  think  'twas  Soto  that  your  Honour  means. 

Lord.  'Tis  very  true,  thou  didft  it  excellent  .• 
Well,  you  are  come  to  me  in  happy  time. 
The  rather  for  I  have  fome  Sport  in  Hand, 
Wherein  your  Cunning  can  affift  me  much. 
There  is  a  Lord  will  hear  you  play  to  Night ; 
But  I  am  doubtful  of  your  Modefties, 
Left  over  eying  of  his  odd  Behaviour, 
(For  yet  his  Honour  never  heard  a  Play,) 
You  break  into  fome  merry  Paffion, 
And  fo  oflFend  him  :  For  I  tell  you.  Sirs, 
If  you  (hould  (mile,  he  grows  impiuetvt. 

Vol.  IL  P  ^^^^ 
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tUj.  Fear  not,  my  Lord,  we  can  contain  our  fehres^* 
Were  he  the  verieft  Antick  in  the  World. 

lAfd.  Go  Sirrab,  take  them  to  the  Buttery^ 
Let  them  want  nothing  that  my  Houfe  affords. 

[ExH  •m  with  the  PUjen 
Sirrah,  go  you  to  Bartholomew  my  Page» 
And  fee  mm  dreft  in  all  fuits  like  a  Lady : 
That  done*  condud  him  to  the  Drunkard's  Chamber^ 
And  call  him  Madam,  do  him  Obeifance. 
Tell  him  from  me,  as  he  will  win  my  Love* 
He  bear  himfelf  with  honourable  A(^ion, 
Such  as  he  hath  obferv'd  in  noble  Ladies 
Unto  their  Lords,  by  them  accompliflied ; 
Such  Duty  to  the  Drunkard  let  him  do. 
With  foft  low  Tongue,  and  lowly  Courtcfie  ; 
And  fay ;  What  is*t  your  Honour  will  command. 
Wherein  your  Lady»  and  your  humble  Wife, 
May  (hew  her  Duty,  and  make  known  her  Love; 
And  then  with  kind  Embracements,  tempting  Kifles,' 
And  with  declining  Head  into  his  Bofom* 
Bid  him  (hed  Tears,  as  being  overjoyed 
To  fee  her  noble  Lord  reftor'd  to  Health, 
Who  for  this  feven  Years  hath  efteem'd  himfelf 
No  better  than  a  poor  and  loathfome  Beggar : 
And  if  the  Boy  have  not  a  Woman's  Giu 
To  rain  a  Shower  of  commanded  Tearst 
An  Onion  will  do  well  for  fuch  a  Shift, 
Which  in  a  Napkin  being  clofe  convey'd^ 
Shall  in  defpight  enforce  a  watry  Eye. 
See  this  difpatch'd  with  all  the  hafte  thou  canft. 
Anon  I'll  give  thee  more  Inftruftions.  [Exit  Servdnh 

I  know  the  Boy  will  well  ufurp  the  Grace, 
Voice,  Gate,  and  Adion  of  a  Gentlewoman, 
I  long  to  hear  him  call  the  Drunkard,  Husband; 
And  how  my  Men  will  ftay  themfelves  from  Laughter|| 
When  they  do  Homage  to  this  fimple  Peafant; 
I'll  in  to  counfel  them :  Haply  my  Prefence 
May  well  abate  the  over-merry  Spleen, 
Which  otherwife  would  grow  into  Extreams. 
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Enter  Sly  with  Attendants^  fame  with  Apparel^  Ba/on  and 

Ewer  J  and  §ther  Appurtenances. 

Slj.  For  God*s  fake  a  Pot  of  fmall  Ale. 
Ji        I  &rv.  Wiircpleafe  your  LordOiipdrinka  Cup  of  Sack  { 

2  Serv.  Wiirt  pleafe  your  Honour  taftc  of  thefc  Con- 
•crvcs? 

J  Serv.  What  Raiment  will  your  Honour  wear  to  Day  { 

Slj.  I  am  Chrifiophero  Sly^  call  not  me  Honour*  nor  Lord* 
fhip  :  I  ne'er  drank  Sack  in  my  Life;  and  if  you  give  me 
any  Conferves,  give  me  Conferves  of  Beef:  Ne'er  ask  me 
what  Raiment  Til  wear,  for  I  have  no  more  Doublets  than 
Backs,  no  more  Stockings  than  Legs,  nor  no  more  Shooes 
than  Feet ;  nay  fometimes  more  Feet  than  Shooes,  or  fuch 
Shooes  as  my  Toes  look  through  the  over-leather. 

Lord.  Heav'n  ceafe  this  idle  Humour  in  your  Honour. 
Oh  that  a  mighty  Man  of  fuch  Defcent, 
Of  fuch  Poffeffions,  and  fo  high  Efleem, 
Should  be  infufed  with  fo  foul  a  Spirit. 

Slj.  What,  would  you  make  me  mad?  Am  not  I  Chri* 
■ .  ftophero  Slj^  old  Slf%  Son  of  Bttt ton- heathy  by  Birth  a  Ped- 
ler,  by  Education  a  Card-maker,  by  Tranfmutation  a  Bear* 
'  herd,  and  now  by  prefent  Profeffion  a  Tinker.  Ask  Afar'^ 
rianffackft,  the  fat  Ale-wife  of  Wincpt,  if  (he  know  me  not; 
if  ihe  fay  I  am  not  fourteen  Pence  on  the  Score  for  Sheer 
Ale,  fcore  me  up  for  the  lying'ft  Knave  in  Chriftendom. 
What  I  am  not  beftraught :  herc*s 

1  Man.  Oh  this  it  is  that  makes  your  Lady  mourn. 

2  Man.  Oh  this  it  is  that  makes  your  Servants  droop. 
Lord.  Hence  comes  it  that  your  Kmdred  (hun  your  Houfe» 

As  beaten  hence  by  your  flrange  Lunacy. 
Oh  noble  Lord,  bethink  thee  of  thy  Birth, 
Call  home  thy  ancient  Thoughts  from  Baniihrnea^ 
And  banifh  hence  thefe  abjeft  lowly  Dreams : 
Look  how  thy  Servants  do  attend  on  thee, 

I  /  Each  in  his  Office  ready  at  thy  Beck. 

i  Wilt  thou  have  Mufick?  Hark,  AdqUo  plays,  j^MuJfC^g 

ft  And  twenty  caged  Nightingales  do  fing. 

yOr  wilt  th^u  fleep?  We'll  have  thee  to  a  Couch* 

[  ^Softer  and  fweeter  than  the  luftful  Bed 
On  purpofe  trimm'd  up  for  Semiramis. 

,  P  *  ^ 
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Say  thou  wilt  walk,  we  will  beftrow  the  Ground: 
Or  wilt  thou  ride?  Thy  Horfes  Ihall  be  trapp'd* 
Their  Harnefs  ftudded  all  with  Gold  and  Pearl. 
Doft  thou  love  Hawking  ?  Thou  haft  Hawks  will  fbar 
Above  the  Morning  Lark,     Or  wilt  thou  hunt. 
Thy  Hounds  iliall  make  the  Welkin  anfwer  them. 
And  fetch  ftirill  Ecchoes  from  the  hollow  Earth. 

I  Afa».  Say  thou  wilt  courfe,  thyGrayhounds  arc  as  fwift 
As  breathed  Stags;  ay,  fleeter  than  theKoe. 

1  Alafi.  Doft  thou  love  Piftures  ?  We  will  fetch  thee  flraight 
jidonis  painted  by  a  running  Brook, 
And  Citherea  all  in  Sedges  hid. 
Which  feem  to  move,  and  wanton  with  her  Breath, 
Even  as  the  waving  Sedges  play  with  Wind. 

Lord.  We'll  ihew  thee  /»,  as  Ihe  was  a  Maid, 
And  how  (he  was  beguiled  and  furpris'd. 
As  lively  painted  as  the  Deed  was  done. 

5  Mart.  Or  Daphne  roming  through  a  thorny  Wood, 
Scratching  her  Legs,  that  one  ihall  fwear  ihe  bleeds  ; 
And  at  the  Sight  (hall  fad  Apollo  weep : 
So  workmanly  the  Blood  and  Tears  are  drawn. 

Lord.  Thou  art  a  Lord,  and  nothing  but  a  Lord  : 
Thou  haft  a  Lady  far  more  beautiful. 
Than  any  Woman  in  this  waining   Age. 

1  Atan.  And  'till  the  Tears  that  ftie  hath  (hed  for  thee, 
Like  envious  Floods,  o'er-run  her  lovely  Face, 

She  was  the  faireft  Creature  in  the  World, 
And  yet  (he  is  inferior  to  none. 

Sly.  Am  I  a  Lord,  and  have  I  fuch  a  Lady  f 
Or  do  I  dream  ?  Or  have  I  dream'd  'till  now  ? 
I  do  not  fleep ;  I  fee,  I  hear,  I  fpeak; 
I  fmell  fweet  Savours,  and  I  feel  foft  Things-' 
Upon  my  Life  I  am  a  Lord  indeed, 
And  not  a  Tinker,  nor  Chrifiophero  Sly. 
Well,  bring  our  Lady  hither  to  our  Sight, 
And  once  again  a  Pot  oW  fmalleft  Ale. 

2  Man..  Wil't  pleafe  your  Mightinefs  to  wa(h  your  Hands? 
Oh  how  we  joy  to  fee  your  Wits  reftor'd. 

Oh  that  once  more  you  knew  but  what  you  are.* 
Thefe  fifteen  Years  you  have  been  in  a  Dream, 

Or 
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Or  when  you  wak'd)  you  wak*d  as  if  you  flept. 

Slj.  Thefc  fifteen  Years!  by  my  Fay,  a  goodly  Nap: 
But  did  I  never  fpeak  of  all  that  time  ? 

I  Man.  Oh  yes,  my  Lord,  but  very  idle  Words. 
For  tho'  you  lay  here  in  this  goodly  Chamber, 
Yet  would  you  fay,  ye  were  beaten  out  of  Door, 
And  rail'd  upon  the  Hoftefs  of  the  Houfe, 
And  fay  you  would  prefent  her  at  the  Leet, 
Becaufe  Ihe  brought  Stone  Jugs,  and  no  feal'd  Quarts: 
Sometimes  you  would  call  out  for  Cicely  Racket. 

Slj»  Ay,  the  Woman's  Maid  of  the  Houfe^ 

5  Man.  Why  Sir,  you  know  no  Houfe,  nor  no  fuch  Maid, 
Nor  no  fuch  Men  as  you  have  reckoned  up^ 
As  Stephen  Slj^  and  old  John  Naps  of  Greece^ 
And  Peter  Turph^  and  ffenry  Pimpernell^ 
And  twenty  more  fuch  Names  and  Men  as  thefe. 
Which  never  were,  nor  no  Man  ever  faw. 

Sly.  Now  Lord  be  thanked  for  my  good  amends. 

All.  Amen. 

Enter  Lady  with  Attendants. 

Slj.  I  thank  thee,  thou  /halt  not  lofe  by  it. 

Lady.  How  fares  my  noble  Lord? 

Sly.  Marry  I  fare  well,  for  here  is  Cheer  enough. 
Where  is  my  Wife? 

Ladj.  Here  noble  Lord,  what  is  thy  Will  with  her? 

Sly.  Are  you  my  Wife,  and  will  not  call  me  Husband? 
My  Men  ftiould  call  me  Lord,  I  am  your  good  Man. 

Lady.  My  Husband  and  my  Lord,  my  Lord  and  Husband, 
I  am  your  Wife  in  all  Obedience^ 

Sly.  I  know  it  well,  what  muft  I  call  her  ? 

Lord.  Madam. 

Slj.  Alee  Madam,  or  Joan  Madam  <" 

Lord.  Madam,  and  nothing  elfe,  fo  Lords  call  Ladies. 

Sly.  Madam  Wife,  they  fay  that  I  have  dream'd. 
And  flept  above  ibme  fifteen  Years  and  more. 

Lady.  Ay,  and  the  Time  feems  thirty  unto  me. 
Being  all  this  Time  abandoned  from  your  Bed. 

Slj.  'Tis  much.  Servants  leave  me  and  her  alone  : 

Madam,  uodrcfs  you,  and  come  now  to  Bcd« 
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LaJjf.  Thrice  noble  Lord,  let  me  entreat  of  you. 
To  pardon  me  yet  for  a  Night  or  two: 
Or  if  not  fo,  until  the  Sun  be  fet ; 
For  your  Phydcians  have  exprefly  charg'd. 
In  Peril  to  incur  your  former  Malady, 
That  I  (hould  yet  abfent  me  from  your  Bed ; 
I  hope  this  Reafon  ftands  for  my  Excufe. 

Sljf.  Ay*  it  Aands  fothat  I  may  hardly  tarry  fo  long; 
But  I  would  be  loath  to  fall  into  my  Dream  again :  I  will 
therefore  tarry  in  defpight  of  the  Fle(h  and  the  Blood* 

Enter  d  Aiejfenger. 

Meff.  Your  Honour's  Players^  hearing  your  Amendment, 
Are  come  to  play  a  pleafant  Comedy; 
For  fo  your  Doaors  hold  it  very  meet^ 
Seeing  (o  much  Sadnefs  hath  congeaN  your  Blood^ 
And  Melancholly  is  the  Nurfe  of  Frerzy, 
Therefore  they  thought  it  good  you  hear  a  Play, 
And  frame  your  Mind  to  Mirth  and  Merriment, 
Which  bars  a  thoufand  Harms,  and  lengthens  Life. 

Slj.  Marry  I  will,  let  them  play,  it  is  not  a  Comonty, 
a  Chrifimas  Gambold,  or  a  tumbling  Trick? 

Ladj.  No»  my  good  Lord,  it  is  more  pleafing Stuff! 

Slj.  What,  Houihold  StufR 

Ladj.  It  i%  a  kind  of  Hiftory. 

Slj.  Well,  we'll  fee't.- 
Come,  Madam  Wife,  fit  by  my  Side, 
And  let  the  World  flip,  we  (hall  ne*er  be  Younger, 
FloHriJh.    Enter  Lucentio  and  Tranio, 

Luc*  Tranhj  fince  for  the  great  Defire  I  bad 
To  fee  fair  Padua^  Nurfery  of  Arts, 
I  am  arriv'd  for  fruitful  Lumbardj, 
The  pleafant  Garden  of  great  Italy^ 
And  by  my  Father's  Love  and  Leave  am  armM 
With  his  good  Will,  and  thy  good  Company. 
Moft  txnwj  Servant  well  approv'd  in  all. 
Here  let  us  breathe,  and  happly  inftitute 
A  Couife  of  Learning,  and  ingenious  Studies* 
P//4,  renowned  for  grave  Citizens, 
Gave  me  my  Being*  and  my  Father  firft 
A  Merchant  of  great  Traffick  through  the  World : 
f^ncintfVs  come  of  tht  Biniivolii^ 


Tie  Taming  of  thi  Shrenv.  ^79 

f^ftcenfh^s  Son»  brought  up  in  Florena^ 
It  (hali  become  to  ferve  all  Hopes  conceiv'd 
To  deck  his  Fortune  with  his  rirtuous  Deeds : 
And  therefore^  Trdm$»  for  the  time  I  ftud]r* 
Virtue  and  that  part  of  Philofophy 
Will  I  apply  to;^  that  treats  of  Hapoinefs^ 
By  Virtue  fpecidlly  fo  be  atchiev  d. 
[Tell  me  thy  Mmd,  for  I  hare  Pifi  left. 
And  am  to  P^ulaa  come,  as  he  that  leaves 
A  Ihaliow  Pl^  to  plunge  him  in  the  Deep, 
And  with  Satiety  feeks  to  quench  his  Thirft. 

Trd.  Me  Pardonato^  gentle  Mafter  mine, 
I  am  in  all  affefted  as  your  felf ; 
,6]ad  that  you  thus  continue  your  Reiblve, 
To  fuck  the  Sweets  of  fweet  Philofophy: 
Only,  good  Mafter,  while  we  do  admire 
This  Virtue,  and  this  moral  Difcipline, 
Let's  be  no  Scoicks,  nor  no  Stocks,  I  pray; 
Or  fo  devote  to  AriflotWs  Checks> 
As  Ovid  be  an  Outcaft  quite  abjur'd. 
Talk  Logick  with  Acquaintance  that  you  have. 
And  praaice  Rhetorick  in  your  common  Talk; 
MuHck  and  Poefie  ufe  to  quicken  you. 
The  Mathematick$>  and  the  Metaphyficks* 
Fall  to  them  as  you  find  your  Stomach  ferves  you  •* 
No  Profit  grows,  where  is  no  Pleafm'e  ta*en : 
In  brief*  Sir,  ftudy  what  you  moft  affeft. 

Lhc.  Gramercies*  Tranio^  well  doft  thou  advife  i 
If,  Biondelhj  thou  wert  come  afliore. 
We  could  at  once  put  us  in  readinefs. 
And  take  a  Lodging  fit  to  entertain 
Such  Friends,  as  time  in  PdduM  (hall  beget. 
But  ftay  a  whilf,  what  Company  is  this  2 

Trd.  Mafter,  fome  Shew  to  welcome  lui  to  Town* 

Enter  Baptifta  with  Katharina  amd  Bianca,  Gremio,  Mid 
Hortenfio.  Lucentio  and  Tranio  fiand  ij. 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  importune  me  no  farther^ 
For  how  I'  firmly  am  refolv*d  you  know  s. 
That  is,  not  to  beftow  my  youngeft  Dau^Wi^ 
Suture  I  have  a  HuibiAd;for  the  BAdtti 
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If  either  of  you  both  love  Kdtherina, 
Becaufe  I  know  you  welU  and  love  you  weU, 
Leave  ih  all  you  have  to  court  her  at  your  Pleafure* 

Gre.  To  cart  her  rather.  She's  too  rough  for  me. 
There,  there,  Hortenfio^  will  you  any  Wife? 

KatL  I  pray  you,  Sir,  is  it  vour  Will 
,To  make  a  Stale  of  me  amongft  thofe  Mates  ? 

Hor.  Mates  Maid,  how  mean  you  that? 
No  Mates,  for  you; 
Unlefs  you  were  of  gentler  milder  Mould. 

Kath.  rfaitb.  Sin  you  ihall  never  need  to  fear, 
,1  wis  it  is  not  half  way  to  her  Heart: 
But  if  it  were,  doubt  not,  her  Care  fliall  be, 
To  comb  your  Noddle  with  a  three-Iegg*d  Stools 
And  paint  your  Face,  and  ufe  you  like  a  Fool. 

Hor.  From  all  fuch  Devils,  good  Lord,  deliver  us, 

Gre.  And  me  too,  good  Lord. 

Tra.  Hufli'd,  Matter,  here*s  fome  good  Paftime  toward. 
That  Wench  is  ftark  mad,  or  wonderful  froward. 

Lhc.  But  in  the  other's  Silence  I  do  fee. 
Maid's  mild  Behaviour  !ind  Sobriety. 
Peace,  Tranio. 

Tra.  Well  faid.  Matter,  mum,  and  gaze  your  fill. 

Bap.  Gentlemen,  that  I  may  foon  make  good 
What  I  have  faid,  Bianca  get  you  in, 
And  let  it  not  difpleafe  thee,  good  Bianca^ 
For  I  will  love  thee  ne'er  the  lefs,  my  Girl. 

Kath.  A  pretty  Peat,  it  is  beft  put  Finger  in  the  Eye, 
And  fhe  knew  why. 

Bia9j.  Sifter,  content  you  in  my  Difcontent. 
Sir,  to  your  Pleafure  humbly  I  fubfcribe  •• 
My  Books  and  Ipttruments  ihall  be  my  Company, 
On  them  to  look,  and  pra£life  by  my  felf. 

Luc.  Heark,  Tronic,  thou  maift  hear  Minerva  (pealu 

Hor.  Signior  Baptifta,  will  you  be  fo  ftrange; 
Sorry  am  I  that  our  good  Will  eflFefts 
Bianca's  Grief. 

Gre.  Why  will  you  mew  her  up, 
Signior  Baptiftay  for  this  Fiend  of  Hell, 
And  make  her  beai^  the  Penance  of  her  Tongue  ? 
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Bap.  Gentlemen)  content  iy e ;  I  am  rerolv'd  : 
60  illy  Bianca. 

And  for  I  know  flic  taketh  moft  delight 
In  Mufick)  Inftruments,  and  Poetry, 
School-mafters  will  I  keep  within  my  Houfe,  ' 

Fit  to  inftruft  her  Youth.     If  you,  Hortenjio,  " 

Or  Signior  Gremio,  you  know  any  fuch, 
Prefer  them  hither,  for  to  cunning  Men 
I  will  be  very  kind  and  liberal. 
To  mine  own  Children,  in  good  bringing  up. 
And  fo  farewel     Kathtrina^  you  may  ftay, 
For  I  have  more  to  commune  with  Bianca.  [Exit. 

Kath.  Why,  I  truft  I  may  go  too,  may  I  not? 
What  ftiall  I  be  appointed  Hours,  as  tho*. 
Belike,  I  knew  not  what  to  take, 
And  what  to  leave  ?  Ha  I  [Exit. 

Gre.  You  may  go  to  the  Devil's  Dam :  Your  Gifts  arc  fo 
good,  here  is  none  will  hold  you.  Our  Love  is  not  fo  great, 
HoYtenfioy  but  we  may  blow  our  Nails  together,  and  faft  it 
fairly  out.  Our  Cake's  Dow  on  both  fides.  Farewel;  yet 
for  the  Love  I  bear  my  fweet  Bianca^  if  I  can  by  any  means 
light  on  a  fit  Man  to  teach  her  that  wherein  flie  delights,  I 
will  wifli  him  to  her  Father. 

Hw.  So  will  I,  %\^x\\ox  Gremio :  But  a  word,  I  pray; 
tho'  the  nature  of  our  Quarrel  yet  never  brook'd  Parlee, 
know  now  upon  advice,  it  toucheth  us  both,  that  we  may 
yet  again  have  accefs  to  our  fair  Miftrefs,  and  be  happy 
Rivals  in  Bianca^%  Love,  to  labour  and  efFed  one  thing  'jfpe* 
cially. 

Gn.  What's  that,  I  pray  ? 

Hor.  Marry  Sir,  to  get  a  Husband  for  her  Sifl:cr. 

Gre»  A  Husband  I  a  Devil. 

Hor.  I  fay  a  Husband. 

Gre.  I. fay  a  Devil.  Think'ft  thou,  Hortenfaj  tho'  her 
Father  be  very  rich,  any  Man  is  fo  very  a  Fool  to  be  married 
to  Hell? 

H^r.  Tufli,  Grcmio;  tho*  it  pafsyour  Patience  and  mine 
to  endure  her  lewd  Alarms,  why,  Man,  there  be  good  Fel- 
lows in  the  World,  and  a  Man  could  light  on  them,  would 
take  her  with  all  her  Faults,  and  Mony  enough* 


Gre.  I  cannot  tell ;  but  I  had  as  lief  take  kw  Do% 
with  this  Condition,  to  be  whip'd  at  the  High-crofi  evdy 
Morning. 

Hor.  Fzith^  as  you  fay,  there's  finall  choice  in  rotten 
Apples :  Come,  fince  this  bar  in  Law  makes  us  Friends,  it 
ihall  be  fo  forth  friendly  maintained,  'till  by  helping  Bap^ 
tifia's  eldeft  Daughter  to  a  Husband*  we  fet  his  youngeft  free 
for  a  Husband*  and  then  have  to't  afrelh.  Sweet  Bumcd ! 
happy  Man  be  his  dole;  he  that  runs  fafteft  gets  the  Ring ; 
how  fay  you*  Signior  Gremio  { 

Gre.  I  am  agreed,  and  would  I  bad  given  him  the  beft 
Horfe  in  Padua  to  begin  his  wooing  that  would  throughly 
woo  her*  wed  her,  and  bed  her,  and  rid  the  Houfe  of  her^ 
Come  on.      [Exeunt  Gre.  a»d  Hor.  Manet  Tra.  amd  LuceOf 

Tra.  I  pray,  Sir,  tell  me,  is  it  polfible 
.That  Love  (hould  on  a  fudden  take  fuch  hold? 

Luc.  Oh  Tranioy  *tiU  I  found  it  to  be  truet 
I  never  thought  it  poffible  or  likely. 
But  fee,  while  idly  I  ftood  looking  on* 
I  found  the  effed  of  Love  in  Idlenefs. 
And  now  in  plainnefs  to  confefs  to  thee. 
That  art  to  me  as  fecret  and  as  dear 
As  Anna  to  the  Queen  of  Carthage  was, 
Tranioy  I  bum,  I  pine,  I  periih*  Tram§^ 
if  I  atchieve  not  this  young  modeft  Girl : 
Counfel  me,  Tranie,  for  I  know  thou  canft ; 
Alfift  me,  Tranio^  for  I  know  thou  wilt 

Tra.  Mafter,  it  is  no  time  to  chide  you  now^ 
AfFedion  is  not  rated  from  the  Heart ; 
If  Love  has  touch'd  you*  nought  remains  but  fo^ 
Redime  te  captum  quan$  queas  minimo. 

Luc.  Gramercy*  Lad;  go  forward,  thtsconten^ 
The  reft  will  comfort,  for  thy  Counfer$  found* 

Tra.  Mafter,  you  Iook*d  fo  longly  on  the  Maid, 
Perhaps  you  mark'd  not  what's  the  pith  of  alL 

Luc.  O  yes,  I  faw  fweet  Beauty  in  her  Face, 
Such  as  the  Daughter  of  Agenor  had. 
That  made  great  Jove  to  humble  him  to  her  Hand| 
When  with  his  Knees  he  kifs'd  the  Caritan  Strand. 

4 

Tra.  Saw  you  no  more  ?  Mark'd  you  not  how  her  Sifter 
Began  to  Scold,  and  raife  up  fuch  a  Storm* 
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That  mortal  Ears  might  hardly  endure  the  Din. 

Luc.  Tramo^  I  faw  her  Coral  Lips  to  move; 
And  with  her  Breath  (hgjiid  perfume  the  Air, 
Sacred  and  fweet  was  atfl  faw  in  her. 

Tra.  Nay,  then  'tis  time  to  ftir  him  from  his  Trance :  > 
I  pr^y  awake,  Sir;  if  you  love  the  Maid, 
iBend  Thoughts  and  Wits  to  atchieve  hen    Thus  it  ftands: 
Her  eldeft  Sifter  is  fo  curft  and  ihrew'd. 
That  'till  the  Fathtr  rids  his  Hands  of  hen 
Mafter,  your  Love  muft  live  a  Maid  at  home. 
And  therefore  has  he  clofely  mew'd  her  up, 
Becaufeihe  (hall  not  be  annoy'd  with  Suitors. 

Lfic.  Ah,  TrdHh^  what  a  cruel  Father's  he ! 
But  art  thou  not  advis'd,  he  took  fome  care 
To  get  her  cunning  School-mafters  to  inftruA  her  ? 

Tra.  Ay  marry  am  I,  Sir,  and  now  'tis  plotted. 

Lhc.  I  have  it,  Tranio. 

Tra.  Mafter,  for  my  Hand, 
Both  our  Inventions  meet  and  jump  in  one. 

Luc.  Tell  me  thine  firft. 

Tra.  You  will  be  School-mafter, 
And  undertake  the  teaching  of  the  Maid : 
That's  your  Device. 

Lnc.  It  is :  May  it  be  done  \ 

Tra.  Not  poftible:  For  who  ftiall  bear  your  part. 
And  be  in  faiua  here  VincentiQ*%  Son, 
Keep  Houfe,  and  ply  his  Book,  welcome  his  Friends, 
Vifit  his  Cpuntrymen,  and  banquet  them  ? 

Lftc.  Bafta,  content  thee,  for  I  have  it  full. 
We  have  not  yet  been  feen  in  any  Houfe, 
Nor  can  we  be  diftinguifti'd  by  our  Faces, 
For  Man  or  Mafter :  Then  it  follows  thus. 
Thou  fhalt  be  Mafter,  Tranh^  in  my  ftead; 
Keep  Houfe,  and  Port,  and  Servants,  as  I  (hould, 
I  will  fome  other  be,  fbme  Floremine^ 
Some  Neapolitan^  or  meaner  Man  of  Pifa. 
'Tis  hatch'd,  and  ftiall  be  fo ;  Tranioy  at  once 
Uncafe  thee :  Take  my  colour*^  Hat  and  Cloak, 
When  BiondcUo  comes,  he  waits  on  thee. 
But  I  will  charm  him  firft  to  keep  his  Tongue« 

Tjra.  So  had  you  need. 


In  brief.  Sir,  fith  it  your  plcaftire  is, 

And  I  am  tied  to  be  obedient. 

For  fo  your  Father  charg'd  me  at  our  parting;  ■ 

Be  ferviccable  to  my  Son,  quoth  Iff 

Altho',  I  think,  'twas  in  another  fenfC) 

I  am  content  to  be  Lucemio, 

Becaufe  (b  well  I  love  Lncentio, 

Luc.  Tranie,  be  (b,  becaufe  Lucentig  loves  ; 
:A.nd  let  me  be  a  Slave  t'atchicve  that  Maid, 
Whofe  fudden  light  hath  thrai'd  iny  wounded  £yc. 

Enitr  Biondello. 
Here  comes  the  Rogue.     Sirra,  where  have  you  been  ? 

Bion.  Where  have  I  been?  Nay,  how  now,  where,  are 
you?  Mafter,  has  my  Fellow  Tranio  ftoll'n  your  Clothes, 
or  you  ftoll'n  his,  or  both  ?  Pray  what's  the  News  % 

Lkc.  Sirra,  come  hither,  'tis  no  time  to  jeft. 
And  therefore  frame  your  Manners  to  the  time. 
Your  Fellow  Tranio  here,  to  fave  my  Life, 
Puts  my  Apparel  and  my  Count'nance  on. 
And  I  for  my  efcape  have  put  on  his  : 
For  in  a  Quarrel,  fince  I  came  afhore, 
I  kill'd  a  Man,  and  fear  I  am  defcry'd  : 
Wait  you  on  him,  I  charge  you,  as  becomes; 
While  I  make  way  from  hence  to  fave  my  Life. 
You  underftand  me  ? 

Bio».  Ay,  Sir,  ne'er  a  whir. 

Lac.  And  nor  a  jot  of  Tranio  in  your  Mouth, 
Tranio  is  chang'd  into  Lucentio. 

Biotj.  The  better  for  him,  would  I  were  fo  too. 

Tra.  So  would  T,  'faith  Boy,  to  have  the  next  Wifti  af- 
ter, that  Lucemio  indeed  had  Boftifta's  youngeft  Daughter. 
Bur,  Sirra,  notfor  my  fake,  but  your  Matter's,  I  adyife  you 
ufe  your  Manners  difcreetly  in'  all  kind  of  Companies  : 
When  I  am  alone,  why  then  I  "am  _Tm»'»(  but  in  all  pfaccs 
elfe,  your  Mafter /,«ce««'(i,  '■•".'  '  ' 

Lhc.  Tranioy  let's  go  :  ,-   '■ 

One  thing  more  refts,  that  thy  felfexecute,,.      ' 
To  make  one  'mong  thefe  Wooers ;  if  thou  asfc  me  ^Jly**,- ' ' 
Sufficeth  my  Reafons  are  both  good  and  weiglicy.  .f£jfB»^ 
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ITie  Prefenters  above  Jheak. 

I  Mm.  My  Lord,  you  nod,  you  do  not  mind  the  Play. 

S.J.  Yes,  by  Saint  Anne,  do  I ;  a  good  matter  furely. 
.Come's  there  any  more  of  it  i 

Lady.  My  Lord,  'tis  but  begun. 

Slj.  "Tis  a  very  excellent  piece  of  Work,  Madam  Lady,' 
Jwould  'twere  done.  [They  fit  andmarki 


A  C  T   II.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Ettttr  Petruchio,  tmd  Grumio. 
Pet.'XJErona  for  i  while  I  take  my  leave, 

V    To  fee  my  Friends  in  Padma;  but  of  all 
My  beft  beloved  and  approved  Friend, 
Hortenjio;   and  I  trow  this  is  the  Houfe; 
Here  Sirra,  Grumio,  knock  I  fay. 

Gru.  Knock,  Sir!   whom  ftiould  I  knock!  Is  there  any 
Man  has  rebus'd  your  Worftiip  ! 
Pet.  Villain,  I  fay,  knock  me  here  foundly. 
Grit.  Knock  you  here.  Sir!  Why,  Sir,  what  am  I,  Sir, 
That  [  ftiouId  knock  you  here  Sir? 

Peu  ViUiin,  I  fay,  knock  me  at  this  ©ate. 
And  rap  me  well,  or  I'll  knock  your  Knave's  Pate. 

GrM.  My  Matter  is  grown  quarrelfome  : 
I  ftiould  knock  you  firft, 
And  then  I  know  after,  who  comes  by  the  worft. 

Pa.  Will  it  not  be  ? 
'Faith,  Sirra,  and  you'll  not  knock,  I'll  ring  it,' 
I'll  try  how  you  can  Sol,  Fm,  and  fing  ir. 

-   -      •  [//i?  rings  him  by  the  Ears, 

(??■«.  .Help,  Mirirefs,  help,  my  Mafter  is  mad. 
\:    Pitt  Now  knoidi;when.  I  bid  you :  Sirra,  Villain. 
;  v^^  !■-  E^er  Hortenfio. 

\-''*,^ftV:;'Hb»^»^   what's  the  matter !   My  old  Friend 
'  .>?!#*w,  20d  nbHsooi  Friend  Petruchio  t  How  do  you  all 

'••V-^i^^^f^^ior  Hor^^i  comeyou  to  part  th?  Fray! 
5=;/M|p*^ftf«^iiwr{(,  taty  t  fay. 

*    '     -'    '■  y.i:_''i''    ,       ■'..■•  Hot 
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Hwr.  jUU  nofira  cdfa  ben  vcnuto  f^ulto  h^nmrMo  SffMr 
m$  Petruchio. 
Rifey  Grt$mio^  we  will  compound  this  Quarrel. 

Gru.  Nay>  *tis  no  matter^  what  he  leges  in  Lacio.  If 
this  be  not  a  lawful  Caufe  for  roe  to  leave  his  Service^  look 
you.  Sir:  He  bid  me  knock  him,  and  rap  htm  foundly,  Sir« 
Well,  was  it  fit  for  a  Servant  to  ufe  his  Mafter  fo,  being 
perhaps,  for  ought  I  fee,  two  and  thirty,  a  peep  out} 
Whom  would  to  God  I  had  well  knock'd  at  firft»  then  had 
not  GrMmh  come  by  the  worft, 

Pcf.  A  fenfelefs  Villain.     Good  Honenfio, 
1  bad  the  Rafcal  knock  upon  your  Gate, 
And  could  not  get  him  for  my  Heart  to  do  it, 

Gr$i.  Knock  at  the  Gate?  O  Heav'nsI  Spake  you  not 
thefe  words  plain?  Sirra,  Knock  me  here,  rap  me  here» 
knock  me  well,  and  knock  me  foundly  ?  And  come  you  now 
with  knocking  at  the  Gate  ? 

Pef.  Sirra,  be  gone,  or  talk  not,  I  advife  you. 

Hen  Petrmhio,  patience,  I  am  Grf0mi0*s  Pledge : 
Why  this  is  a  heavy  Chance  'twixc  him  and  you. 
Your  ancient  trufty  pleafaot  Servant  Grumhi 
And  tell  me  now,  iweet  Friend,  what  happy  Gale 
Blows  you  to  Padna  here,  from  old  Verona  f 

Pet.  Such  Wind  as  fcatters  young  Men  through  the  World, 
To  feek  their  Fortunes  farther  than  at  home. 
Where  fmall  Experience  grows  but  in  a  few. 
Signior  Hortenjio^  thus  it  flands  with  me, 
jlntonio  my  Father  is  deceased. 
And  I  have  thruft  my  felf  into  this  maze. 
Happily  to  Wive  and  Thrive,  as  beft  I  may: 
Crowns  in  my  Purfe  I  have,  and  Goods  at  hom^ 
And  fo  am  come  abroad  to  fee  the  World. 

Hor.  Petrtichioj  ihall  I  then  come  roundly  to  the^ 
And  wifti  thee  to  a  (hrew'd  ill-favour*d  Wife  ? 
Thou*dft  thank  me  but  a  little  for  my  Counfel. 
And  yet  I'll  promife  thee  (he  fliall  be  rich> 
And  very  rich :  But  thou*rt  too  much  my  Friend* 
And  I'll  not  wiih  thee  to  her. 

Pet.  Signior  Hortenfio^  'twixt  fuch  Friends  as  we 
^^w  words  fuffice;  and  therefore,  if  thou  know 
^  One 
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One!  rich  enough  to  be  Petruchio^  Wife : 
As  Wealth  is  burthen  of  my  wooing  Dance; 
Be  ihe  as  Foul  as  was  FUrentim  Love» 
As  Old  as  Sjbel^  as  Curft  and  Shrew'd 
As  S0crates\  Zdntippi^  or  a  worfe , 
She  moves  me  not,  or  not  removes^  at  leafty 
AflFedions  edge  in  time.     Were  (he  as  rough 
As  are  the  fwelling  Adriatick^  Seas. 
I  come  to  Wive  it  wealthily  in  Padua  : 
If  wealthily,  then  happily  in  Padua. 

Crn.  Nay,  look  you^  Sir,  he  tells  you  flatly  what  hif 
Mind  is :  Why  give  him  Gold  enough,  and  marry  him  to 
a  Puppet,  or  an  Aglet  Baby,  jor  an  old  Trot  with  ne'er  a 
iTooth  in  her  Heac^  tho'  ihe  have  as  many  Difeafes  as  two 
and  fifty  Horfes ;  why  nothing  comes  amifs,  fo  Mony  comes 
withaU 

Hor.  Petruchiof  fince  we  are  ftept  thus  far  in» 
I  wili  continue  that  I  broach'd  in  Jeft, 
I  can,  Petruchic,  help  thee  to  a  Wife 
With  Wealth  enough,  and  Young  and  Beauteous, 
Brought  up  as  beft  becomes  a  Gentlewoman. 
Her  only  fault,  and  that  is  fault  enough9 
Is,  that  (he  is  intolerable  Curs'd» 
And  ihrew'^d,  and  froward»  fo  beyond  all  meafure* 
That  were  my  State  far  worfer  than  it  is, 
I  would  not  wed  her  for  a  Mine  of  Gold. 

Pet.  Hortenfio,  peace;  thou  know'ft  not  Gold's  Eflfe&J 
Tell  me  her  Father's  Name,  and  'tis  enough  : 
For  I  will  board  her,  tho'  (he  chide  as  loud 
As  Thunder,  when  the  Clouds  in  Autumn  crack. 

Hor.  Her  Father  is  Baptifia  Mincla, 
An  affable  and  courteous  Gentleman,    . 
Her  Name  is  Katherina  MinoUy 
Renown'd  in  Padua  for  her  fcolding  Tongue. 

Pet.  I  know  her  Father,  tho*  I  know  her  not» 
And  he  knew  my  deceafcd  Father  well : 
1  will  not  deep,  Hortenfio^  'till  I  fee  her. 
And  therefore  let  me  be  thus  bold  with  you> 
To  give  you  over  at  this  firft  Encounter, 
j^Tnlefs  you  will  accompany  me  thither* 
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Gth.  I  pray  you,  Sir^  let  him  go  while  the  Humour  hfti* 
A  my  word,  and  (he  knew  him  as  well  as  I  do,  flie  would 
think  Scolding  would  do  little  good  upon  him.  She  may 
perhaps  call  him  half  a  fcore  Knaves,  orfo:  Why  thafi 
nothing;  and  he  begin  once,  he'll  rail  in  his  rope  Tricksi 
I'll  tell  you*  what,  Sir,  and  ihe  ftand  but  a  little*  he  will 
throw  a  Figure  in  her  Face,  and  To  disfigure  her  with  i^ 
that  (he  (hall  have  no  more  Eyes  to  fee  withal  than  a  Cat : 
You  know  him  not.  Sir. 

Hor.  Tarry,  Petruchioy  I  mud  go  with  thee. 
For  in  Baptifia*$  Houfe my  Treafure  is: 
He  hath  the  Jewel  of  my  Life  in  hold. 
His  youngeft  Daughter,  beautiful  Biaaca, 
And  her  with-holds  he  from  me.     Other  more 
Sutors  to  her,  and  Rivals  in  my  Love : 
Suppofing  it  a  thing  impoffible. 
For  thofe  Defeds  I  have  before  rehears'd. 
That  ever  Katharine  will  be  woo'd; 
Therefore  this  order  hath  Eaptifla  ta'en. 
That  none  (hall  have  accefs  unto  Bianca^ 
TjII  Katherine  the  Curs'd  have  got  a  Husband. 

Gr$i.  Katherine  the  Curs'd, 
A  Title  for  a  Maid,  of  all  Titles  the  worft. 

Hor.  Now  (hall  my  Friend  PetrHchioAomtgt^ce^ 
And  offer  me  difguis'd  in  fober  Robes, 
To  old  Baptifia  as  a  Sch :)ol*mafter. 
Well  feen  in  Mufick  to  inftruft  Bianco^ 
That  fo  I  may  by  this  Device,  at  leaft. 
Have  leave  and  leifure  to  make  Love  to  her. 
And  unfufpeded  Court  her  by  her  felf. 

Enter  Gremio  and  Lucentio  difguifid. 

Gr».  Here's  no  Knavery !  See,  to  beguile  the  old  Folkib 
Mafter, 
How  the  young  Folks  lay  their  Heads  together. 
Mafter,  look  about  you:  Who  comes  there?  ha* 

Hor.  Peace,  Grt$mioy  it  is  the  Rival  of  my  Love^ 
Petruchioy  ftand  by  a  while. 

GrH.  A  proper  Stripling,  and  an  amorous. 

Gre.  O  very  well,  I  have  perus'd  the  Note, 
Hark  you.  Sir,  Til  have  them  very  fairly  bound. 

All 
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All  Books  of  Love,  fee  that  at  any  hand. 
And  fee  you  read  no  other  Ledures  to  her  3 
You  underftand  tnc,  over  and  befide 
;     Signior  Bapti/ta's  Liberality, 
''    I'll  mend  it  with  a  Largefs,     Take  your  Paper  too, 
'     And  let  me  have  them  very  well  perfum'd> 
I     For  (he  is  fweeter  than  Perfume  it  felf 

To  whom  they  go  :  What  will  you  read  to  her  ? 

Luc.  Whatever  I  read  to  her,  I'll  plead  for  youi 
As  for  my  Patron,  ftand  you  fo  affured ; 
As  firmly  as  your  felf  were  ftill  in  place. 
Yea  and  perhaps  with  more  fuceefsful  words 
Than  you,  unlefs  you  were  a  Scholar,  Sir< 
Gre»  Oh  this  Learning,  what  a  thing  it  is# 
Gru.  Oh  this  Woodcock,  what  an  Afs  it  is. 
Pet.  Peace,  Sirra. 

Hor.  Grtimioy  mum !  God  fave  you,  Signior  Gnmio. 
Gre.  And  you  are  well  met,  Signior  Hortenfio, 
Trow  you  whither  I  am  going  ?  To  Baptifia  Mimla ; 
I  promised  to  enquire  carefully 
About  a  School-mafter  for  the  fair  Bianca^ 
And  by  good  Fortune  I  have  lighted  well 
On  this  young  Man  s  For  Learning  and  Behaviour 
Fit  for  her  turn,  well  read  in  Poetry, 
And  other  Books,  good  ones^  I  warrant  ye« 

Hor.  'Tis  well;  and  I  have  met  a  Gentleman 
Hath  promised  me  to  help  me  to  another, 
A  fine  Mufician  to  inftrudour  Miftrefs, 
So  (hall  I  no  whit  be  behind  in  Duty 
To  fair  Bianca,  fo  belov*d  of  me. 
Gre.  Belov*d  of  me,  and  that  my  Deeds  (hall  proves 
GrM.  And  that  his  Bags  (hall  prove* 
Ilor.  Gremio,  'tfs  now  no  time  to  vent  our  Love. 
Liften  to  me,  and  if  you  fpeak  me  fair, 
I'll  tell  you  News  indifferent  good  for  either. 
Here  is  a  Gentleman  whom  by  chance  I  met 
^Upon  agreement  from  us  to  his  Liking, 
Will  undertake  to  woo  ^urs'd  Kdthdrine^ 
Yea,  and  to  Marry  her,  if  her  Dowry  pleafe^ 

Gre.  So  faid,  fo  done,  is  well; 
Hortenfio^  have  you  told  him  all  her  Pau\u  ^ 

Vol.  it.  Q.  ^«^- 
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Pet.  I  know  (he  is  an  iriifome  brawling  Scold; 
If  that  be  all,  Mafters,  I  bear  no  harm. 

Ore.  No,  fay  eft  me  fo,  Friend  ?  What  CouBtiynian  { 

Pet.  Born  in  Fer^na^  old  yint^nufs  Son ; 
My  Father's  dead,  my  Fortune  lives  forme. 
And  I  do  hope  gpod  Days,  and  lone,  to  fee. 

Gre.  Oh  Sir,  fucha  Life  with  fuch  a  Wife  were  ftraage; 
But  if  you  have  a  Stomach,  to*t  a  God?s  Name^ 
You  (hall  have  me  affifting  you  in  all. 
But  will  you  woo  this  wild  Cat  ? 

Pet.  Will  Hive? 

Cru.  Will  he  woo  her  ?  ay,  or  Til  hang  hen 

Pet.  Why  came  I  hither,  but  to  that  intent  9 
Think  you  a  little  Din  can  daunt  mine  Ears? 
Have  I  not  in  my  time  heard  Lions  roar  ? 
Have  I  not  heard  the  Sea,  puff 'd  up  with  Winds, 
Rage  like  an  angry  Boar,  chafed  with  Sweat! 
Have  I  not  heard  great  Ordnance  in  the  Field? 
And  Heav'n's  Artillery  thunder  in  the  Skies  ? 
Have  I  not  in  a  pitched  Battel  heard 
Loud  Larums,  neighing  Steeds,  and  Trumpets  Clangue  ? 
And  do  you  tell  me  of  a  Woman's  Tongue, 
That  gives  not  half  fo  great  a  blow  to  hear. 
As  will  a  Chefnut  in  a  Farmer's  Fire  ? 
Tufh*  tu(h,  fear  Boys  with  Bugs. 

GrM.  For  he  fears  none. 

Gre.  Hortenjio^  hark  : 
This  Gentleman  is  happily  arrived. 
My  Mind  prefumes  for  his  own  good,  and  yours. 

Hor.  I  promised  we  would  be  Contributora, 
And  bear  his  Charge  of  wooing  whatfoever* 

Gre.  And  fo  we  will,  provided  that  he  win  btr. 

Cru.  I  would  I  were  as  fore  of  a  good  DiMier. 

Enter  Tranio  ^r4w,  4W  Biondello* 
Tra.  Gentlemen,  Godfaveyou.    If  I  may  be  bbld^    ' 
Tell  me,  I  befeech  you,  whicn  is  the  readieft  wiy 
To  the  Houfe  of  Signior  iapiifia  A^fnUa} 

Bion.  He  that  has  the  two  £iir  Daughters;  is*t  he  yoa 
mean  ?  . 

Tra.  Even  he,  Biondelh. 

Cre.  Hark  you,  Sir,  you  mean  not  her  p>     ■■  ■ .-' 
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Tra.  Perhaps  him  aad  her,  what  have  you  to  do  { 

Pet.  Not  her  that  chides.  Sir,  at  any  hand*  I  pray. 

Tra.  I  love  no  Chiders,  Sir :  BUitdeUo^  lee's  away. 

Lm.  Well  begun,  Tranio. 

Hor.  Sir,  a  word  e'er  you  go  i 
Are  you  a  Sutor  to  the  Maid  you  talk  of,  yea  or  no  ? 

Tra.  And  if  I  be.  Sir,  is  it  any  Offence  ? 

Gre.  No ;  if  without  more  words  you  will  get  you  hence# 

Tra.  Why,  Sir,  I  pray,  arc  not  the  Streets  as  free 
For  rae,  as  for  you  ? 

Gre.  But  fo  i%  not  (he. 

Tra.  For  what  reafon,  I  befeech  you. 

Gre.  For  this  reafon,  if  you'll  knoWi 
That  flic's  the  choice  Love  of  Signior  Gremio. 

Hor.  That  flic's  the  Chofen  of  Signior  Hortenfio. 

Tr4.  Softly,  my  Matters :  If  you  be  Gentlemen, 
Do  me  this  Right;  hear  me  with  Patience* 
Bdptifia  is  a  noble  Gentleman, 
To  whom  my  Father  is  not  alt  unknown. 
And  were  his  Daughter  fdirer  than  (he  is. 
She  may  more  Sutors  have,'  ind  -me  for  one* 
Fair  Ltida^i  Daughter  had  a  thoufand  Wooers, 
Then  well  may  one  more  fair,  Bianca  hive. 
And  fo  (he  ihall.     Lueenfio  (hall  make  one, 
Tho'  Paris  came,  in  hope  to  fpeed  alone* 

Gre.  What,  this  Gentleman  will  out-talk  us  all. 

Lhc.  Sir,  give  him  head,  I  know  he'll  prove  a  Jade^ 

Pet.  Hortenjtoy  to  what  end  are  all  thefe  words  \ 

Hor.  Sir,  let  me  be  fo  bold  as  to  ask  you, 
Did  you  yet  ever  fee  Baftifta*%  Daughter  ? 

Tra.  No,  Sir;  but  hear  I  do  that  he  hath  two : 
,;  The  one  as  famous  for  a  fcolding  Tongue, 
A-s  is  the  other  for  beauteous  Ma)efly* 
.jr  Pet.  Sir,  Sir,,  the  firft's  for  me,  let  her  go  by* 
JGrfM  Ytiiy  leave  that  Labour  to  great  Hercnles^ 
And  let  it  be  mor^  than  divides  twelve^ 
P/(.  Sir,  underftand  you  this  of  me,  infooth, 
.  T*he  yoi^geft  Daughter,  whom  you  hearken  foi)' 
'  Her  Fadier  keeps  from  all  accefs  of  Sutors, 
And  will  not  promife  her  to  any  M«Q» 
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Until  the  elder  Sifter  firft  be  Wed  t 
The  younger  then  is  free,  and  not  before. 

Tra.  If  it  be  fo.  Sir,  that  you  arc  the  Man 
Muft  fteed  us  all>  and  me  amongft  the  reft : 
And  if  you  break  the  Ice,  and  do  this  feat^ 
Atchieve  the  Elder,  fet  the  Younger  free. 
For  our  accefs>  whofe  hap  (hall  be  to  have  her» 
Will  not  fo  gracelefs  be,  to  be  ingrate. 

Hor.  Sir,  you  fay  well,  and  well  you  do  conceive; 
And  fince  you  do  profefs  to  be  a  Sutor, 
You  muft,  as  we  do,  gratifie  this  Gentleman, 
To  whom  we  all  reft  generally  beholden. 

Trd.  Sir,  I  (hall  not  be  flack,  in  fign  whereof, 
Pleafe  yc,  we  may  contrive  this  Afternoon, 
And  quaff  Caroufes  to  our  Miftrefs's  Health» 
And  do  as  Adverfaries  do  in  Law, 
Strive  mightily,  but  eat  and  drink  as  Friends. 

Gru.  Bion.  O  excellent  Motion :  Fellows,  let's  be  gone. 

Hor.  The  Motion's  good  indeed,  and  be  it  fo, 
PetruchiOi  I  ftiall  be  your  Ben  venHto.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Katharina  amd  Bianca. 

Bian.  Good  Sifter,  wrong  me  nor,  nor  wrong  your  felf, 
To  make  a  Bondmaid  and  a  Slave  of  me ; 
Thit  I  difdain :  But  for  thefe  other  Goods^ 
Unbind  my  Hands,  I'll  pull  them  off  my  felf. 
Yea,  all  my  Raiment,  to  my  Petticoat, 
Or  what  you  will  command  me  will  I  do; 
So  well  I  know  my  Duty  to  my  Elders. 

Kath.  Of  all  thy  Sutors  here  I  charge  thee  tclh 
Whom  thou  lov'ft  beft:  Sec  thou  diffemble  not. 

Bian.  Believe  me.  Sifter,  of  all  the  Men  alive. 
I  never  yet  beheld  that  fpecial  Face, 
Which  I  could  fancy  more  than  any  other. 

Kath.  Minion,  thou  lieft ;  is  it  not  HartenJio% 

Bian.  If  you  affeft  him.  Sifter,  here  I  fwear 
I*J1  plead  for  you  my  felf,  but  you  fliall  have  him. 

Kath.  Oh  then  belike  you  fancy  Riches  more> 
You  will  have  Gremio  to  keep  you  fair. 

Bian.  Is  it  for  him  you  do  envy  me  (b  ? 
Nay  then  you  jeft,  and  now  I  well  perceive^ 

You 
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You  have  but  fefted  with  me  all  this  while; 
I  prcthee,  Sifter  Katty  untie  my  Hands. 

KatL  Ifthatbejeft,  then  all  the  jcft  was  fo.     [Strik£iher. 

Enter  Baptifta. 

Bap.  Why  how  now  Dame^  whence  grows  this  Infolence  ? 
BiaHcSj  ftand  afide ;  poor  Girl^  ihe  weeps : 
Go  ply  thy  Needle*  meddle  not  with  her. 
For  ihame,  thou  Hildins  of  a  devilifli  Spirit, 
Why  doft  thou  wrong  her,  that  did  ne'er  wrong  thee? 
When  did  fhe  crofs  thee  with  a  bitter  word? 

Kdfh.  Her  Silence  flouts  me,  and  I'll  be  reveng'd. 

[/%«  ajfter  Bianca. 

Bap.  What  in  my  fight  ?  Biancay  get  thee  in.     [£;c/>Bian. 

Kath.  What,  will  you  not  fuffer  me  ?  Nay,  I  fee 
She  is  your  Treafure,  fhe  muft  have  a  Husband, 
I  muft  Dance  bare-foot  on  her  Wedding-day, 
And  for  your  Love  to  her  lead  Apes  in  HeU ; 
Talk  not  to  me,  I  will  go  fie  and  weep, 
•Till  I  can  find  occafion  of  Revenge.  .  [Exit  Katl)^ 

Bap.  Was  ever  Gentleman  thus  griev'd  as  I  ?  ,     > 

But  who  comes  here? 
Enter  Gremio^  Lucentio  in  the  Habit  of  a  mean  JMan^  Petru- 

chio  with  Hortenfio  lik^  a  Mujician,  Ttdxiioand  Biondelk) 

bearing  a  Lute  and  Books. 

Gre.  Good  morrow.  Neighbour  Baptifia. 

Bap.  Good  morrow,  Neighbour  Gremio :  God  fave  you 
Gentlemen. 

Pet.  And  you,  good  Sir:  Pray  have  you  not  a  Daughter 
caird  Katharina^  fair  and  virtuous? 

Bap.  I  have  a  Daughter,  Sir,  calt'd  Katharina, 

Gre.  You  are  too  blunt,  go  to  it  orderly. 

Pet.  You  wrong  me,  Signior  Gremio,  give  me  leave. 
I  am  a  Gentleman  of  Ferona^  Sir, 
That  hearing  of  her  Beauty  and  her  Wit, 
Her  Affability  and  bafhful  Modefty, 
Her  wondrous  Qualities,  and  mild  Behaviour, 
Am  bold  to  (hew  my  felf  a  forward  Gueft 
Within  your  Houfe,  to  make  mine  Eye  the  Witnefs 
Of  that  Report,  which  I  fo  oft  have  heard. 
And  for  an  entrance  to  my  Entertainment,   [Pre^ntinj^Vlat* 
I  do  prefent  you  with  a  Man  of  mme. 
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Cunning  in  Mufick,  and  the  Mathematicks^ 
To  inllrud  her  fully  in  thofe  Sciences, 
Whereof  I  know  (he  is  not  ignorant : 
Accept  of  him,  or  elfe  you  do  me  wrong. 
His  N^me  is  Licio^  born  in  Aiamtud.  ' 

Bap.  Y'are  welcome^  Sir,  and  be  for  your  good  fakCf 
But  tor  my  Daughter  Katharine,  this  I  know. 
She  is  not  for  your  turn,  the  more's  my  Grief, 

P$t^  I  fee  you  do  not  mean  to  part  with  her» 
Or  elfe  you  like  not  of  my  Company. 

Bap.  Miftake  me  not,  I  fpeak  but  what  I  £tnid^ 
Whence  are  you.  Sir  ?  What  may  I  call  your  Name  ? 

Pet.  Petrnchh  is  my  Name,  j4nt9mo'^  Sod, 
A  Man  well  known  tnroughout  all  Italj^ 

Bapf  I  know  him  well :  You  are  welcome  for  his  iakc, 

Cre.  Saving  your  Tale,  Petruchio^  I  pray  let  us  that  ^e 
poor  Petitioners  fpe^k  too.  Baccare^  you  are  marvellous 
forward. 

Ppt^  Ob,  pardon  me,  Signior  Gremio^  I  would  fipfl  bf 
doing, 

Gre.  I  doubt  it  not.  Sir,  but  you  will  cmfe 
Your  wooing.  Neighbours.    This  is  a  Gift 
Very  grateful,  I  am  fure  of  it :  To  exprefs 
The  like  kindnefs  my  felf,  that  fai^ve  been 
More  kindly  behojding  to  you  than  any  : 
Free  leave  give  unco  this  young  Scholar,  that  hath 
Been  long  ftudying  at  Rhemesj  as  cunning   [PrefeniitfglMCf 
In  Greek,  Latin^  and  other  Languages, 
As  the  other  in  Mufick  aiid  Ma^ematicks  | 
His  Name  is  Cambio ;  pray  accept  his  Service. 

Bap^ '  A  thoufand  thanks^  Signior  Qremie  : 
Welcome^  good  Cambio*    But,  gentle  Sir, 
Methinks  you  walk  like  a  Stranger,  [Ta  Tranio^ 

May  I  be  fo  bold,  to  know  the  caufe  of  your  coming:! 

Tra^  Pardon  ipe,  Sir^  the  Boldnefs  is  mine  own* 
Tha^  being  a  Stranger  in  this  City  here, 
Do  make  my  felf  a  Sutor  to  your  Paughter^ 
Unto  Pioitcs,  Fair  and  Virtuous  : 
Nor  is  your  firm  Kefolve  unknown  to  m^ 
In  the  pl-eferment  of  the  eldcft  Sifter^ 
This  l-fberty  js  al|  jjijj  l  jfc^u^O^ 
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That  upon  knowledge  of  my  Parent»^e» 

I  may  have  welcosie  'mongft  the  reft  that  woo, 

And  (fee  accefs  and  favour  as  the  reft. 

And  toward  the  Education  of  your  Daughters^ 

I  here  befliow  a  fimple  Inftrument, 

And  this  fmall  Packet  of  Greek  and  Latin  Boob. 

If  you  accept  them»  then  their  Worth  is  great. 

Bap.  Lucenth  is  your  Name?  of  whence,  Iprayi 

Tra.  Of  Ays,  Sir*  Son  to  ytnctnth. 

Bap.  A  mighty  Man  of  Pifa  \  by  Report 
I  know  him  well :  You  are  very  welcome.  Sir. 
Take  you  the  Lute,  and  you  the  fee  of  Books^ 
You  ihall  CO  fee  your  Pupils  prefently. 
Holla,  within. 

Sirra,  lead  thefe  Gentlemen 

To  my  two  Daughters,  and  then  tell  them  hoth 

Thefe  are  their  Tutors,  bid  them  ufe  them  well. 

We  will  go  walk  a  little  in  the  Orchard, 

And  then  to  Dinner.     You  arc  pafiing  Welcome, 

And  fo  I  pray  you  all  to  think  your  felves. 

Pet.  Signior  Bapiifia^  my  Bufinefs  adceth  hafte. 
And  every  day  I  cannot  come  to  woo. 
You  know  my  Father  well,  and  in  him  me. 
Left  folely  Heir  to  all  his  Lands  and  Goods» 
Which  I  have  bettir*d  rather  than  decreased. 
Then  tell  me,  if  I  get  your  Daughter's  Love, 
What  Dowry  (hall  I  have  with  her  to  Wife. 

Bap»  After  my  Death,  the  one  half  of  my  Lands, 
And  in  poifeifion  twenty  thoufand  Crowns. 

Pet.  And  for  that  Dowry,  I'll  affure  her  of 
Her  Widowhood,  be  it  that  (he  furvive  me. 
In  all  my  Lands  and  Leafes  whAt(bever, 
Let  Specialities  be  therefore  drawn  between  us, 
That  Covenants  may  be  kept  on  either  hand. 

Bap.  Ay,  when  the  fpecial  thin|[  is  well  obiain'd. 
That  is,  her  Love :  for  that  is  all  m  all. 

Pet.  Why  that  is  nothing :  For  I  tell  ybu.  Father, 
I  am  as  peremptory  as  (he  proud-minded. 
And  where  two  raging  Fires  meet  together. 
They  do  coofusw  the  thing  tVut  &«&%  t^tit^^^arj  % 
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Tho'  little  Fire  grows  great  with  little  Wind, 
Yet  excream  Gufts  will  blow  out  Fire  and  all : 
So  I  to  her,  and  (o  (he  yields  to  me, 
For  I  am  rough,  and  woo  not  like  a  Babe. 

Bap.  Well  may *ft  thou  woo,  and  happy  be  thy  fpeed : 
But  be  thou  arm'd  for  fome  unhappy  Words. 

Pet.  Ay,  to  the  proof,  as  Mountains  are  for  Winds, 
That  fliake  not,  tho*  they  blow  perpetually. 

Enter  Hortenlio  with  his  Head  hrokf* 

Bap.  How  now  my  Friend,  why  doft  thou  look  (bpale? 

Hor.  For  fear,  I  promife  yoU,  if  I  look  pale. 

Bap.  What,  will  my  Daughter  prove  a  good  Mufician? 

Hor.  I  think  flit'll  fooner  prove  a  Soldier, 
Iron  may  hold  with  her,  but  never  Lutes.     . 

Bap.  Why  then  thou  canft  not  break  her  to  the  Lute  ? 

Hor,  Why  no^  for  (he  hath  broke  the  Luke  to  me; 
I  did  but  tell  her  (he  miftook  her  Frets, 
And  bow'd  her  Hand  to  teach  her  Fingering, 
When,  with  a  moft  impatient  devili(h  Spirit, 
Frets  call  you  them?  quoth  (he,  I'll  Fume  with  themt 
And  with  that  word  (he  ftruck  me  on  the  Head, 
And  through  my  Inftrument  my  Pate  ipade  way. 
And  there  I  flood  amazed  for  a  while. 
As  on  a  Pillory,  looking  through  the  Lute; 
While  (he  did  call  me  Kafcal,  Fidler, 
And  twangling  Jack,  with  tweoty  fuch  vile  Terms, 
As  (he  had  ftudied  to  mifufe  me  fo. 

Pet.  Now,  by  the  World,  it  is  a  lufty  Wench, 
I  love  her  ten  times  more  than  e'er  I  did; 
Oh  how  I  long  to  have  fome  Chat  with  her. 

Bap.  Well  go  with  me,  and  be  not  fo  difcomfited* 
Proceed  in  pra6tife  with  my  younger  Daughter, 
She's  apt  to  learn,  and  thankful  for  good  turns  j 
Signior  Petrttchio^  will  you  go  with  us. 
Or  (hall  I  fend  my  Daughter  Kate  to  you. 

Pet.  X  pray  you  do.     I  will  attend  her  here, 

[Exit  Bap.  Manet  PetruchiOi 
And  wop  her  with  fome  fpiric  when  (he  comes. 
Say  that  (he  Rail,  when  then  1*11  tdl  her  plain 
She  Sings  as  fweetly  as  a  Nightingale : 
$ay  that  ^e  Frown,  Til  fay  (l)e  looks  as  clear 
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As  Morning  RoTes  newly  waih'd  with  Dew; 

Say  (he  be  mute,  and  will  not  (peak  a  Word> 

Then  1*11  commend  her  Volubility, 

And  fay  (he  uttereth  piercing  Eloquence: 

If  (he  do  bid  me  pack,  I'll  give  her  thanks. 

As  tho'  (he  bid  me  ftay  by  her  a  Week ; 

If  (he  deny  to  wed,  TJl  crave  the  Day 

When  I  (hall  ask  the  Banes,  and  when  be  married. 

But  here  (he  comes,  and  now  Petr$$chio  fpeak. 

Enter  Katharina. 
Good  Morrow  Kate^  for  that*s  your  Name  I  hear. 

Kath.  Well  have  you  heard,  but  fomething  hard  of  hear- 
ing. 
They  call  me  Kathcrine,  that  do  talk  of  me. 

Pef.  You  lie  infaith,  for  you  are  calKd  plain  Idte^ 
And  bonny  Kate,  and  fometimes  Kate  the  Curft  : 
But  Kate,  the  prettieft  Kate  in  Chnftendom, 

Kate  of  Kate^hally  my  Super dainty  Kate, 

For  Dainties  are  all  Kates',  and  thcrrefore  Kate 
Take  this  of  me,  Kate  of  my  Confolation, 
Hearing  thy  Mildnefs  prais'd  in  every  Town, 
Thy  Virtues  fpoke  of,  and  thy  Beauty  founded. 
Yet  not  fo  deeply  as  to  thee  belongs, 
My  felf  am  mov'd'  to  woo  thee  for  my  Wife, 

Kath.  Mov*d  I  in  good  time;  let  him  that  mov'd  you  hither. 
Remove  you  hence :  I  knew  you  at  the  firft 
You  were  a  Moveable. 

Pet.  Why,  what's  a  Moveable  ? 

Kath.  A  join'd  Stool. 

Pet.  Thou  haft  hit  it;  Come,  fit  on  me. 

Kath.  Aflfes  are  made  to  bear,  and  fo  are  you. 

Pet.  Women  are  made  to  bear,  and  (b  are  you. 

Kath.  Nofuchjade,  Sir,  as  you,  if  meyouniean. 

Pet.  Alas,  f^ood  Kate,  I  will  not  burthen  thee. 
For  knowing  thee  to  be  but  young  and  light*—-— 

Kath.  Too  light  for  fuch  a  Swain  as  you  to  catch. 
And  yet  as  heavy  as  my  weight  (hould  be. 

Pet.  Should  be  { (hould  {  bu2. 

Kath.  Well  talent  and  like  t  Buzzard. 

Pet.  Oh  flow.winR*d  Turtle,  (hall  a  Buziwd  t.A&  ^^^\ 

Kath.  Ay^  for  a  Turtlei  as  heuVt^  ^'&\n^b»L^% 
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Pit.  Come,  come  you  Waffs  lYakh  you  arfc  €o»  ii- 

iuirib.  If  I  be  wafpifli,  'beft  beware  my  Sting. 

Pit*  My  Remedy  is  chen  to  pluck  k  oat. 

Kath.  Ay^  if  the  Fool  could  find  it  where  it  lyes. 

Pit.  Who  knows  not  where  a  Walp  does  wear  bi^  Stiff  i 
In  his  Tail. 

Kath.  In  his  Tongue. 

Pit.  Whofe  Tongue  ? 

Kath.  Yours  if  you  talk  of  Tales,  and  fb  farewel. 

Pit.  What,  with  my  Tongue  in  your  Tail. 
Kay»  come  again,  good  Katij  I  am  a  Gentleman. 

Kath.  That  I'll  try*  [Shi  firikes  bim. 

Pit.  I  fwear  I'll  cuff  you,  if  you  ftrike  again. 

Kath.  So  may  you  lofe  your  Arms. 
If  you  ftrike  me  you  are  no  Gendemao, 
And  if  no  Gentleman,  why  then  no  Anns. 

Pit»  A  Herald,  Kati  i  Oh  put  me  in  thy  Books. 

Kath.  What  is  your  Creft,  a  Coxcomb  f 

Pit.  A  comblefs  Cock,  fo  Kati  will  be  my  Hen. 

Kath.  No  Cock  of  mine,  you  crowtoolike  aCraven 

Pit.  Nay,  come  Kati;  come,  youmuft  not  lookfblbwer. 

Kath.  It  is  my  Fa(hion  when  I  fee  a  Crab. 

Pit.  Why  here's  no  Crab,  and  therefore  look  not  lower. 

Kath.  There  is,  there  is. 

Pit.  Then  {hew  it  me. 

Kath.  Had  I  a  Glafs  I  would. 

Pit.  What,  you  mean  my  Face. 

fCath.  Well  aim'dof  fuch  a  young  one. 

Pit.  Now,  by  St.  Giorgi  I  am  too  young  for  you« 

Kath.  Yet  you  are  wiSier'd. 

Pit.  'Tis  with  Cares. 

Kath.  1  care  not« 

Pit.  Nay,  hear  you  Kati.  Infooth  you  Ycape  n6t  Q>. 

Kath.  I  chafe  you  if  I  tarry ;  let  me  go. 

Pit.  No,  not  a  whit,  I  find  you  paffiqg  gentle ; 
*Twas  told  me  you  were  rough,  and  coy,  and  fuUefl, 
And  now  I  find  Report  a  very  Liar* 
For  thou  art  pleafant,  gamefome,  paffing  cirarteous. 
But  flow  in  Speech,  yet  fweet  as  fpring-time  Flowers. 
Thou  can*ft  not  frown,  thou  can'ft  not  look  a  fcaoce» 
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Nor  bite  the  Lip^  as  angry  Wenches  wiU» 

Nor  haft  thou  Pleafure  to  be  crofs  in  Talk: 

But  thou  with  Mildneis  entertain'ft  thy  Wooen, 

With  gentle  Conference,  foft^  and  affable* 

Why  doth  the  World  repon  that  Kaie  doth  lioip  {  ^j 

Oh  (land*ious  World:  Kau^  Uke  the  Hazle  Twig,} 

Is  ftraight,  and  flender,  and  as  brown  in  hue 

As  Hakle  Nuts*  and  fweeter  than  the  Kernels. 

Oh  let  noe  fee  thee  walk :  thou  doft  not  halt. 

Kath.  (So  Fool»  and  whom  thou  keep'ft  command* 

Pet.  Did  ever  Dion  (o  become  a  Grove, 
As  K^e  this  Chamber  with  her  princely  Gate : 

0  be  thou  DidH^  and  let  her  be  Kate, 

And  then  htKate  be  chaft,  and  Dion  fportfuL 
Kath.  Where  did  you  ftudy  all  this  goodly  Speech  f 
Pit.  It  is  extempore^  from  my  Mother-wit. 
jGtth.  A  witty  Mother,  wideTs  elfe  her  Son^ 
Pet.  Km  1  not  wifei 
Kath.  Yes,  keep  you  warm. 
Petm  Marry  fo  I  mean,  fweet  ICstharine^  in  thy  Bed  ; 

And  therefore  fetcing  all  this  Chat  afide. 

Thus  in  plain  Terms :  Your  Father  hath  conlirnted 

That  you  (hall  be  my  Wife;  your  Dowry  'gveed  on. 

And  will  you,  nill  you,  I  will  marry  you. 

Now,  Kate  J  I  am  a  Husband  for  your  turn. 

For  by  this  Light,  whereby  I  fee  thy  Beauty, 

Thy  Beauty  that  doth  make  me  like  thee  well» 

Thou  muft  be  married  to  no  Man  but  me. 

Enter  Baptifta,  Gremio  ami  Tranio. 

For  I  am  he  am  bom  to  tane  you  Katej 

And  bring  you  from  a  wild  Cat  to  a  Kate^ 

Conformable  as  other  Houihold  fOues; 

Here  comes  your  Father,  never  make  Denisk 

1  muft  and  will  have  JLathartne  to  my  Wife^ 

tap.  Now,  SigDior  Petrmhh,  how  ^^eed  yon  with  my 

.    Daughtn-  i 
Pet.  How  but  welV  Sir^  How  but  welll 
{t  were  impoffible  I  (hould  fpeed  tmk. 

Baf.  Why  how  WW  |>aughtar  iCdtkarhe^    in    your 
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Kath.  Call  you  me  Daughter?  Now  I  prpmife  you 
You  have  fhew'd  a  tender  fatherly  Regard^ 
To  wifh  me  wed  to  one  half  Lunatick, 
A  madcap  Ruffian»  and  a  fwearing  Jack, 
That  thinks  with  Oaths  to  face  the  Matter  out. 

Pet.  Father,  'tis  thus ;  your  felf  and  all  the  World 
That  talked  of  her,  have  talk'd  amifs  of  her; 
If  (he  be  curlt,  it  is  for  Policy, 
For  (he's  not  forward,  but  modeft  as  the  Dove : 
She  is  not  hot,  but  temperate  as  the  Morn ; 
For  Patience  fhe  will  prove  a  fecond  Grijfel^ 
And  Roman  Lucrece  for  her  Chaftity. 
And  to  conclude,  we  have  'greed  fo  well  together. 
That  upon  Suaday  is  the  wedding  Day. 

Kath.  I'll  fee  thee  h^ng'd  on  Sttndaj  fitR. 

Gre.  Hark:  Pctrnchio^  (he  fays  (he'll  fee  thee hang'dfirft. 

Tra.  Is  this  your  Speeding?  Nay,  then  good  D^ghc  our  part. 

Pet.  Be  patient,  Gentlemen,  I  chufe  her  for  my  felf. 
If  (he  and  I  be  pleased,  what's  that  to  you? 
'Tis  bargained  'twixt  us  twain  being  alone. 
That  (he  (hall  ftill  be  curfl  in  Company. 
I  tell  you  'tis  incredible  to  believe 
How  much  ihe  loves  me ;  oh  the.kindeft  Kate^ 
She  hung  about  my  Neck,  and  kifs  and  kifs 
She  vi'd  fo  faft,  protefling  Oath  on  Oath, 
That  in  a  Twink  (he  won  me  to  her  Love. 
Oh  you  are  Novices,  'tis  a  World  to  fee  s 

How  tame  when  Men  and  Women  are  alone, 
A  meacock  Wretch  can  make  thecurftefl  Shrew; 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  Kate,  I  will  unto  Venice^ 
To  buy  Apparel  'gainft  the  Wedding  Day ; 
Provide  the  Feaft,  Father,  atid  bid  the  Gucfts. 
I  will  be  fure  my  Katharine  (hall  be  fine.: 

Baf.  I  know  not  what  to  fay,  but  give  me  your  Hands, 
God  fend  you  Joy,  Petruchioy  'tis  a:Match. 

Gre.  Tra,  Amen  fay  we,  we  will  be  Witneffes. 

Pet.  Father,  and  Wife,  and  Gentlemen,  adieu* 
I  will  to  Venicey  Sunday  comes  apace. 
We  will  have  Rings,  and  Things,  and  fine  Array, 
And  kifs  me  K^te^  we  will  be  married  a  Sunday. 

{Exit  Petruchio  ^  Katharina. 

6r«. 
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Gre.  Was  ever  Match  clapt  up,  fo  fuddenly  ? 

Bap.  Faith*  Gentlemaii»  now  I  play  a  Merchant's  Part, 
And  venture  madly  on  a  defparate  Mart. 

Tra.  'Twasa  Commodity  lay  fretting  by  you; 
•Twill  bring  you  Gain,  orperifh  on  the  Seas. 

Bap.  The  Gain  I  feek,  is  quiet  me  the  Match* 

Grt.  No  doubt  but  he  hath  got  a  quiet  Catch: 
But  now  Baptifia^  to  your  younger  Daughter, 
Now  is  the  Day  we  long  have  looked  for; 
I  am  your  Neighbourt  and  was  Suitor  firft. 

Tra.  And  I  am  one  that  love  £«tfirr4  more 
Than  Words  can  witnefs,  or  your  Thoughts  can  guefs. 

Ore.  Youngling,,  thou  canft  not  love  (o  Dear  as  I. 

Tra.  Grey-beard,  thy  Love  doth  freeze. 

Gre.  But  thine  doth  fry. 
Skipper,  ftand  back;  *Tis  Age  that  nouriflieth. 

Tra.  But  Youth  in  Ladies  Eyes  that  fiourifheth. 

Bap.  Cohtent  you   Gentlemen,  I   will  compound  this 
Strife;  ' 
'Tis  Deeds  muft  win  the  Prize,  and  he  of  both 
That  can  aflure  my  Daughter  greateft  Dower, 
Shall  have  Biancas  Love. 
Say>  Signior  Oremioy  what  can  you  aflure  her? 

Gre.  Firft,  as  you  know*  my  Houfe  within  the  City 
Is  richly  furniflied  with  Plate  and  Gold, 
Bafons  and  Ewers  to  lave  her  dainty  Hands: 
My  Hangings  all  of  77ri4»  Tapeftry; 
In  Ivory  Coffers  I  have  ftuft  my  Crowns, 
In  Cyprefs  Chefts  my  Arras  Counterpoints; 
Coftly  Apparel,  Tents  and  Canopies, 
Fine  Linnen,  Ttirkn  Cufhions  boft  with  Pearl,  ^ 

Vallens  of  Venice  Gold,  in  Needle-work; 
Pewter  and  Brafs,  and  all  things  that  belong 
To  Houfe,  or  Houfekeeping :  Then  at  my  Farm 
I  have  a  hundred  Milch-kine  to  the  Pail, 
Sixfcore  fat  Oxen  flanding  in  my  Stalls ; 
And  all  things  anfwerable  to  this  Portion. 
My  felf  am  ftuck  in  Years,  I  muft  confe($. 
And  if  I  die  to  Morro>v,  this  is  hers, 
If  whilft  I  live  ihe  will  be  only  mine. 


701  The  Taming  of  the  Shrenv. 

Tr4.  That  only  came  well  in:  Sir,  lift  to  me; 
I  am  my  Father's  Heirt  and  only  Son ; 
If  I  may  have  your  Daughter  UMny  Wife, 
I'll  leave  her  Houfet  three  ojr'four  as  good. 
Within  rich  Fifek  Waili,  as  any  one 
Old  Signior  Gremio  hat  in  Padtid; 
Befides  two  thoufand  Ducats  by  the  Year 
Of  fruitful  Land;    all  which  (hall  be  her  Joioture. 
What,  have  I  pincht  you,  Signior  Gnmio  { 

Gre.  Two  thoufand  Ducats  by  the  Year  ofLindt 
My  Land  amounts  not  to  fo  much  in  all: 
Tlut  (he  (hall  havei  befides  an  Arg^fit 
That  now  is  lyir  g  in  MarfelUa  Road* 
What,  have  I  choakt  you  with  an  Jlrgiffi$\ 

Tra*  Gremioy  'tis  known  my  Father  hath  no  Itfs 
Than  \hree  great  Argoftes^  beiides  two  GalliafTes, 
And  twelve  tight  Gallies;  theft  I  will  iffiire  htr/ 
And  twice  as  much,  what  e'er  thou  offer'fi  next. 
Grt.  Nay,  I  have  ofFer'd  all;  I  have  no  more; 
And  (he  can  have  no  more  than  alt  I  have; 
If  you  like  me,  (he  (hall  have  me  and  mine. 

Trd.  Why  then  the  Maid  is  mine  from  aH  the  World 
By  your  firm  Promife;  Gnmio  is  out- vied. 

Bap.  I  muft  confefs  your  Offer  is  the  beft; 
And  let  your  Father  make  her  the  fattie  Aflurance* 
She  is  your  own,  elfc  you  muft  pardon  me : 
If  you  (liould  die  before  him,  whereas  her  Dower? 
Tra.  That's  but  a  Cavil;  he  is  old,  I  young. 
Grc.  And  may  not  young  Men  die  as  well  as  old  i 
Bap*  Well,  Gentlemen,  I  am  thus  refolv'd» 
On  Sunday  next,  you  know, 
My  Daughter  Katharine  is  to  be  married : 
Now  on  the  Ssinday  following  fhali  Biama 
Be  Bride  to  you«  if  you  make  this  AffurallCtf ; 
If  nor,  to  Signior  Gremioi 
And  fo  I  take  my  leave,  and  thank  you  both.  [ExH* 

Gro.  Adieu,  good  Neighbour.  Now  I  ftar  thee  not: 
Sirrah,  young  Garaefter,  your  Father  were  a  Fool 
To  give  thee  all»  and  in  his  waining  Ag€ 
Set  Foot  under  thy  Table:  tut,  a  Toy; 
An  old  Italian  Fox  is  not  fo  kind»  my  Boyt  [Exiil 

Tta; 
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Trd.  A  Vengeance  on  your  crafrjr  withered  Hide ; 
Yat  I  iuve  fac'd  it  with  a  Card  of  tei> : 
'Tis  in  my  Head  to  do  my  M  after  good; 
I  fee  no  Reafon,  but  fuppos'd  Lucenth 
May  ^r  a  Father,  call*d  fuppos'd  Fincenti§ ; 
And  that^s  a  Wonder:  Fathers  commonly 
Do  get  their  Children ;  but  in  this  Cafe  of  wooing, 
A  Child  fliaH  get  a  Sire,  if  I  fail  not  of  my  CunningJ 


'^mm^mm^mmmmmmmtmmmmmmmm^itHmr' 


ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 

Ehut  Lucentio,  Horcenfio^  and  Bianca* 

Luc.  T^Idler,  forbear;  you  grow  too  forward.  Sir: 
X7  Have  you  fo  foon  forgot  the  Entertainment 

Her  Sifter  Kjuharim  welcom*d  you  withal? 
/f#r.  But  wrangling  Pedant,  this  is 

The  Patronefs  of  Heav'nly  Harmony; 

Then  give  me  leave  to  have  Prerogative; 

And  when  in  Mufick  we  have  fpent  an  Hour» 

Your  Ledure  (hall  have  Leifure  for  as  much. 
Luc.  Prepofterous  A6>  that  never  read  fo  far. 

To  know  the  Caufe  why  Mufidk  was  ordain'd : 

Was  it  not  to  refrefh  the  Mind  of  Man 

After  his  Studies,  or  his  ufual  Pain  ? 

Then  give  me  leave  to  read  Philofephy, 

And  while  I  paufe,  ferve  in  your  Harmony. 
Hor.  Sirrah,  I  will  not  bear  thefe  Braves  of  thineJ 
BiM.  Why*  Gentlemcfu  you  do  me  double  Wrong, 

To  ftrive  for  that  which  refteth  in  my  Choice : 

I  am  no  breeching  Scholar  in  the  Schools; 

I'll  not  be  tied  to  Hour,  nor  pointed  Tinses, 

But  learn  my  Leffbns  as  I  pleafe  my  felf ; 

And  to  cut  o£Fall  Strife,  here  fit  we  down. 

Take  you  your  Inftrument,  play  you  the  whiles^ 

His  Ledure  will  be  done  e*er  you  have  tun*d. 
Hor.  .You'll  leave  this  Lefture  when  I  am  in  Tune  K 
Lw.  That  will  be  never :  Tune  70U1  Inf^^ramRx^x* 
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BUn.  Where  left  we  laft? 

Luc.  Here,  Madam:  Hie  ikat  Sim^iSf  hk  tfi  Sigeid  tdlusj 
hie  fitter  at  Priami  regia  celfg  fenis. 

Bsan.  C  )nftrue  them. 

Lmc.  HiC  tbat^  as  I  told  you  before,  Simois,  I  am  Lmcch- 
tio^  h$c  efiy  S  )n  unto  Flncentio  of  Pifr^  Sigtin  tellus,  diT- 
guifed  thus  to  get  your  Love,  hicfieterat^  and  that  Luccn^ 
tio  that  comes  a  wooin^^  Priami^  is  my  Man  Tranio^  ^^g^^ 
bearing  my  Port,  celfu  fenisj  that  we  might  beguile  the  old 
Panta'oon. 

JAr.  Madam,  my  Inflrument's  in  tune. 

Bian.  Let's  hear,     O  fie,  the  Treble  jars. 

Lmc.  Spit  in  the  Hole,  Man,  and  tone  again. 

BidH.  Nv>w  let  me  fee  if  lean  conftrue  it :  ^irthat,  Sim$» 
is^  I  know  you  not,  hie  e/t  figeia  telUts^  I  truft  you  not,  hie 
fieterdt  Priami^  take  heed  he  hear  us  not,  r^i^  prcfumc  not, 
celfa  feniSs  defpair  nor. 

Hot.  Madam,  'tis  now  in  tune. 

Lne.  All  but  the  Bafe. 

Hot.  The  Bafe  is  right;  'm  the  bafe  Knave  that  jars. 

Luc.  How  fiery  and  froward  our  Pedant  is  I 
Now  for  my  Life  that  Knave  doth  court  my  Love;  * 
TeJUfcuUy  III  watch  you  better  yet: 
In  rime  I  may  believe,  yet  I  miftruft. 

Bian.  Miftruft  it  nor,  for  furc  ty£seides 
Was  j4jaxy  call  d  fo  from  his  Grandfather. 
I  muft  believe  my  Mafter,  elfe  I  promife  you, 
I  (hould  be  arguing  (till  upon  that  Doubt; 
But  let  it  reft.  No  v  Lieio  to  you  : 
Good  Mafter,  take  it  not  unkindly,  pray. 
That  I  have  been  thus  pleafant  with  you  both. 

Hor.  You  may  go  walk,  and  give  me  leave ^  while; 
My  L  flbns  make  not  Mufick  in  three  Parts. 

Luc.  Are  you  fo  formal.  Sir?  well,  I  muft  wait» 
And  watch  wichaH  for,  but  I  be  deceiv'd. 
Our  fine  M  fician  groweth  amorous. 

Her.  Madam,  before  you  touch  the  Inftrument, 
To  learn  the  Order  of  my  Fingering, 
I  muft  begin  with  Rudiments  of  Arty 
To  teach  you  Gamut  in  a  briefer  fort. 
More  pleafant^  pithy,  and  efFedual* 
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Than  hath  been  taught  by  any  of  my  Trade ; 
And  there  it  is  iir  Writing  fairly  drawn. 
Bian.  Why»  I  am  pad  my  Gamut  long  ago. 
Hor.  Yet  read  the  Gammt  of  Hortenfio. 
Bian.  Gamut  I  am,  the  Ground  of  all  Accord^ 
^rc^  to  plead  H$rtenfio\  Pailion^ 
Beemej  Bianca^  take  him  for  thy  Lord^ 
Cfautf  that  loves  thee  with  all  Affedion, 
Dfol  rcf  one  Cliff,  two  Notes  have  I, 
Elami,  (how  Pity,  or  I  die. 
Call  you  this  Gammtl  Tut,  I  like  it  not ; 
Old  Faftiions  pleafe  me  beft;  I  am  not  fo  nice 
To  change  true  Rules  for  old  Inventions* 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Serv.  Miftrefs,  yoUr  Father  prays  you  leave  your  Books, 
And  help  to  drefs  your  Sifter's  Chamber  up; 
You  knQw  to  Morrow  is  the  Wedding-Day. 
Bian.  Farewel,  fweet  Mafters  both;  I  muft  be  gone.  [Ex. 
Luc.  Faith  Miftrefs,  then  I  have  no  Caufe  to  ftay.  [Exit. 
Hor^  But  I  have  Caufe  to  pry  into  this  Pedant; 
Methinks  he  looks  as  tho-  he  were  in  love : 
Yet  if  thy  Thoughts,  Bianca,  be  fo  humble 
To  caft  thy  wandring  Eyes  on  every  Stale; 
Seize  thee  that  lift;  if  once  I  find  thee  ranging^ 
Horttnfio  will  be  quit  with  thee  by  changing.  [Exit. 

Enter  Baptift:a,  @remio,  Tranio,  Katharina,  Lucentio^  Bianca, 

and  Attendants. 
Bap.  Signior  Lucentio,  this  is  the  pointed  Day 
That  Katharine  and  Petruchio  fhould  be  married; 
And  yet  we  hear  not  of  our  Son-in-law. 
What  will  be  faid?  what  Mockery  will  it  be. 
To  want  the  Bridegroom  when  the  Prieft  attends 
To  fpcak  the  ceremonial  Rites  of  Marriage  ? 
What  fays  Lncent$§  to  this  Shame  of  ours? 

Kath.  No  Shame  but  mine;  I  muft,  forfooth,  be  forcM 
To  give  my  Hand  opposed  againft  my  Heart* 
Unto  a  mad-brain  Rudesby,  full  of  Spleen, 
.  Who  woo'd  in  hafte,  and  means  to  wed  at  leifure. 
I  told  you  I,  he  was  a  frantick  Fool, 
Hiding  his  bitter  Jefts  in  blunt  Behaviour : 
And  to  be  noted  for  a  merry  Man,. 
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Hell  woo  a  thoufand,  point  the  Day  of  Marriage* 
Mike  Friends,  invite  yes»  and  proclaim  the  Banes; 
Yet  never  means  to  wed  where  he  hath  woo'd. 
Now  muft  the  World  point  at  poor  Kath^irina^ 
And  fay,  lo  there  is  mad  Petrnchio^s  Wife, 
If  it  would  pleafe  him  come  and  marrv  her. 

Tra.  Patience,  good  Katharine,  zna  Baptifia  too; 
Upon  my  Life  Petrnchio  means  but  well. 
Whatever  Fortune  (lays  him  from  his  Word. 
Tho*  he  be  blunt, I  know  him  pafling  wife; 
Th)'  he  be  merry,  yet  withal  he's  honeft. 

Kath.  Would  Katharine  had  never  fecn  him  tho'. 

\jExit  weepini* 
Bap.  Go,  Girl;  I  cannot  blame  thee  now  to  weep; 
For  fuch  an  Injury  would  vex  a  Saint, 
Much  more  a  Shrew  of  thy  impatient  Humour. 

Enter  Biondello. 
Bion.  Mafter,  Mafter;  old  News,  and  fuch  News  as  you 
never  heard  of. 

Bap.  Is  it  new  and  old  too?  How  may  that  be  ? 
Bion.  Why,  is  it  not  News^to  hear  of  Petruchio's  coming. 
Bap.  Is  he  come  ? 
Bion.  Why,  no  Sir. 
Bap.  What  then. 
Bion*  He  is  coming. 
Bap.  When  will  he  be  here? 

Bion.  When  he  (lands  where  I  am,  and  fees  you  there. 
Tra.  But  fay,  what  to  thy  old  News? 
Bion.  Why  Petruchio  is  coming  in  a  new  Hat  and  an  old 
Jerkin ;  a  Pair  of  old  Breeches  thrice  turn'd  ;  a  Pair  of 
Boots  that  have  been  Candle-Cafes,  one  buckled,  another 
lac'd;  an  old  rufty  S^rord  ta'en  out  of  the  Town-Armory, 
with  a  broken  Hilt,  and  Chapelefs,  with  two  broken  Points; 
his  Horfe  hip'd  with  an  old  mothy  Saddle,  the  Stirrops  of 
no  Kindred,  befides  poffeft  with  the  Glanders,  and  like  to 
mofe  in  the  Chine,  troubled  with  the  Lampafle,  infcded 
with  theF^fliions  fullof  Windgalls,  fped  with  Spavins,raied 
with  the  Yellows,  paft  Cure  of  the  Fives,  flark  fpoil'd  with 
the  Staggers,  begnawn  with  the  Bots,  waid  in  the  Back,  and 
Shoulder-fliotten,  near  leg'd  before,  and  with  a  half  checkc 
Bit,  and  a  Headftall  of  Sheep's  Leatheft  which  being  re- 

ftsaia'd 
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ftrain'd  to  keep  him  from  flumbling,  hath  been  often  burfty 
and  now  repaired  with  Knots;  one  Girth  fix  times  piec'd, 
and  a  Woman's  Crupper  of  Velure,  which  hath  two  Let- 
ters for  her  Name,  fairly  fet  down  in  Studs,  and'here  and 
there  piec'd  with  JPackthred. 

Bap.  Who  comes  witk  him? 

BtoH.  Oh  Sir,  his  Lackey,  for  all  the  World  compari- 
fon'd  like  the  Horfe,  with  a  linnen  Stock  on  one  Leg,  and  a 
kerfey  Boot-hofe  on  the  other,  garter'd  with  a  red  and  blue 
Lift,  an  old  Hat,  and  the  Humour  of  forty  Fancies  prickt 
up  in't  for  a  Feather:  A  Monfter,  a  very  Monfter  in  Appa- 
rel, and  not  like  a  Chriftian  Foot-boy,  or  Gentleman's  Lackey. 

Tra.  'Tis  fome  odd  Humour  pricks  him  to  this  Faftiion ; 
Yet  oftentimes  he  goes  but  mean  ApparelM. 

Bdps  I  am  glad  he's  come,  howfoever  he  comes. 

Sioff.  Why  Sir,  he  comes  not. 

B^p.  Didft  thou  not  fay  he  comes? 

Bioff.  Who?  th^t Pctruchio  came? 

Bap.  Ay,  that  Petruchio  came. 

BioH.  No, Sir;  I  fay  his  Horfe  comes  with  him  on  his 
Back. 

Bap.  Why  that's  all  one. 

Blon,  Nay,  by  St.  Jamj,  I  hold  you  a  Penny,  a  Horfe 
ind  a  Man  is  more  than  one,  and  yet  not  many. 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Grumio  fantaflicallj  habited. 

Pet.  Come,  where  be  thefe  Gallants?  who's  at  Home? 

Bap.  You  are  welcome.  Sir. 

Pet.  And  yet  I  come  not  well. 

Bap.  And  yet  you  halt  not. 

Tra.  Not  fo  well  ApparellM  as  I  wifli  y6U  were. 

Pet.  Were  it  better  I  (hould  rufli  in  thus. 
But  where  is  Katel  where  is  my  lovely  Bride? 
How  does  my  Father  \  Gentles,  methifiks  you  frown^ 
And  wherefore  gaze  this  gbodly  Company, 
As  if  they  faw  fonae  wondroUs  Monument, 
Some  Cometh  or  uhufual  Prodigy  ? 

Bap.  Why,  Sir,  you  know  this  is  your  Wedding-day  .* 
Firft  were  we  fad,  fearing  you  would  not  come ; 
Now  fadd^r,  that  you  Come  fo  unprovided.     , 
Fie,  dofF  this  Habit,  fliame  to  yoiir  Eftate, 
An  Eyc-forc  to  6ur  folemn  Feftival.  ^ 
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Trd.  And  tell  us  what  Occafion  of  Import 
Hath  all  fo  long  4etain'd  you  from  your  Wife» 
And  fent  you  hither  fo  unlike  yourlfelf  2 

Pet.  Tedious  it  were  to  tell»  and  harih  to  hear : 
Sufficeth  I  am  come  to  keep  my  Word) 
Tho*  in  fome  Part  enforced  to  digrefi. 
Which  at  more  Leifure  I  will  fo  excufe* 
As  you  ihall  well  be  fatisfied  withal. 
But  where  is  Katei  I  ftay  too  long  from  her; 
The  Morning  wears;  'cis  time  we  were  at  Church. 

Tra.  See  not  your  Bride  in  thefe  unreverent  Robes ; 
Go  to  my  Chamber,  put  on  Cloaths  of  mine. 

P€t.  Not  I;  believe  me,  thus  I'll  viiit  her. 

BAp,  But  thusf  I  trufl,  you  will  not  marry  her. 

Pet.  Good  footh,    even  thus;  therefore  ha'  done  with 
Words; 
To  me  ihe's  married,  not  unto  my  Clothes : 
Could  I  repair  what  ihe  will  wear  in  me» 
As  I  could  change  thefe  poor  Accoutrements, 
'Twere  well  for  Kate^  and  better  for  my  felf. 
But  what  a  Fool  am  I  to  chat  with  you. 
When  I  fliould  bid  good  Morrow  to  my  Bride> 
And  fcal  the  Title  with  a  lovely  Kifs  f  [Exit. 

Trd.  He  hath  fome  Meaning  in  his  mad  Attire  •* 
We  will  perfuade  him,  be  it  poffible. 
To  put  on  better  e'er  he  go  to  Church.    ♦ 

Bap.  rjl  after  him,  and  fee  the  Event  of  this.         [Exit. 

Tra.  But,  Sir,  Love  concerneth  us  to  add 
Her  Father's  liking ;  which  to  bring  to  pa(s» 
As  before  I  imparted  to  your  Worlhip, 
I  am  to  get  a  Man ;  what  e'er  he  be 
It  skills  not  much;  we'll  fit  him  to  our  Turn, 
And  he  fliall  be  Ftncentio  of  Pifa^ 
And  make  Aflfurance  here  in  Padua^ 
Of  greater  Sums  than  I  have  promifed; 
So  ftiall  you  quietly  enjoy  your  Hope* 
And  marry  fweet  Bianca  with  Confent. 

Lne.  Were  it  not  that  my  fellow  Schooknafter 
Doth  watch  Bi4ncd%  Steps  fo  narrowly, 
Twere  good  methinb  to  ileal  our  Marriage; 
f .  JVhich 
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Which  once  perform'd^  let  all  the  World  fay  no, 
I'll  keep  mine  own,  defpight  of  all  the  World. 

Tra.  That  by  Degrees  we  mean  to  look  into. 
And  watch  our  Vantage  in  this  Bufinefs: 
We'll  over-reach  the  Gray-beard  Gremio^ 
The  narrow  prying  Father  Min^la^ 
The  quaint  Muflcian  amorous  Licio  i 
All  for  my  Mailer's  fake  LHcentio. 

Enter  Gremio, 
Signior  Gremio^ came  you  from  the  Church? 

Gre.  As  willingly  as  e'er  I  came  from  School. 

Tra.  And  is  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom  coming  home  ? 

Gre.  A  Bridegroom  fay  you?  'Tis  a  Groom  indeed, 
A  grumbling  Groom,  and  tnat  the  Girl  (hall  find. 

Tra.  Curfter  than  (he  ?  why  'tis  impoffible. 

Gre.  Why  he*s  a  Devil,  a  Devil,  a  very  Fiend. 

Tra.  Why  (he's  a  Devil,  a  Devil,  the  Devil's  Dam. 

Gra^  Tut,  (he's  a  Lamb,  a  Dove,  a  Fool  to  him : 
ni  tell  you,  Sir  Lucentio^  when  the  Prieft 
Should  ask  if  Katharine  (hould  be  his  Wife  ? 
Ay,  by  Gogs-woons,  quoth  he ;  and  fwore  fo  loud» 
That,  all  amaz'd,  the  Prieft  let  fall  the  Book; 
And  as  he  ftoop'd  again  to  take  it  up, 
This  mad»brain'd  Bridegroom  took  himfuchaCuff, 
That  down  fell  Prieft  and  Book,  and  Book  and  Prieft. 
Now  take  them  up»  quoth  he.  if  any  lift. 

Tra.  What,  faid  the  Wench,  when  he  rofe  up  again? 

Cre.  Trembled  and  (hook;  for  why,  he  ft amp'd  and  fwore. 
As  if  the  Vicar  meant  to  cozen  him. 
But  after  many  Ceremonies  done. 
He  calls  for  Wine:  A  Health,  quoth  he;  as  if 
He  had  been  Aboard  carowzing  to  his  Mates 
After  a  Storm ;  quaft  off  the  Mufcadel. 
And  threw  the  Sops  all  in  the  Sexton's  Face ; 
Having  no  other  Reafon,  but  that  his  Beard 
Grew  thin  and  hungerly,  and  feem'd  to  ask 
His  Sops  as  he  was  drinking.    This  done,  he  took 
The  Bride  about  the  Neck,  and  kift  her  Lips 
With  fuch  a  clamorous  Smack,  that  at  the  Parting 
All  the  Church  did  Eccho;  and  I  feeing  thji» 


mw^ 


710  The  Taming  of  the  Shreuh . 

Came  thence  for  very  Shame ;  and  after  me 

I  kiio }/  the  Rout  is  coming :  Such  a  mad  Marriage 

Never  was  before.  Hark,  haik^  I  hear  the  Minftrels  play. 

[^Mujicl^  plaju 
Enter  Petruchio,  Katharina>  Bianca,  Horteniioiiif^Baptiiia. 

Pet.  Gentlemen  and  Friends*  I  thank  you  for  your  Paios: 
I  know  you  think  to  dine  with  me  to  Day» 
And  have  prepared  great  Store  of  vedding  Cheer  I 
But  fo  it  is,  my  Hafte  doth  call  me  hence; 
And  therefore  here  I  mean  to  take  my  Leave. 

Bap.  Is't  poflible  you  will  away  to  Night? 

Pet.  I  muft  away  to  Day,  before  Night  come: 
Make  it  no  Wonder;  if  you  knew  my  Bufinefs, 
You  would  intreat  me  rather  go  than  ftay. 
And  honeft  Company,  I  thank  you  all. 
That  have  beheld  me  give  away  my  felf 
To  this  moft  patient,  fweet  and  virtuous  Wife: 
Dine  with  my  Father,  drink  a  Health  to  me, 
For  I  muft  hence,  and  farewel  to  you  all. 

Tra.  Let  us  intreat  you  ftay  'till  after  Dinner. 

Pet.  It  may  not  be* 

Cre.  Let  me  inlreat  you. 

Pet.  It  cannot  be. 

Kath.  Let  me  intreat  you. 

Pet.  I  am  content. 

Kath.  Are  you  content  to  ftay  ? 

Pet.  I  am  conteat  you  ftiall  intreat  me  ftay ; 
But  yet  not  ftay,  intreat  me  how  you  can. 

Kath.  Now,  if  you  love  me,  ftay. 

Pet.  Grumi^y  my  Horfe. 

Gru.  Ay,  Sir,  they  be  ready;  the  Oats  have  eaten  the  Horfes. 

Kath.  Nay  thien 
Do  what  thou  canft,  I  will  not  go  to  Day; 
No,  nor  to  Morrow,  not  *till  I  pleafemy  felf; 
The  Door  is  open,  Sir,  there  lyes  your  way. 
You  may  be  jogging  whiles  ydur  Boots  aregreeot 
For  me,  1*11  not  be  gone  'till  I  pleafe  my  felf:   • 
*Tis  like  you'll  prove  a  jolly  furJy  Groom, 
That  take  it  on  you  at  the  firft  fo  roundly. 

^r/.  O  JUt9^  cpntent  thecf  pretbee  be  not  angry* 
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Kath.  I  will  be  angry ;  what  haft  thou  to  do  ? 
Father,  be  quiet;  he  ftiall  ftay  my  Leifure. 

Gre.  Ay,  marry  Sir,  now  it  begins  to  work. 

Kathp  Gentlemen,  forward  to  the  Bridal-dinner. 
I  fee  a  Woman  may  be  made  a  Fool, 
If  (he  had  not  a  Spirit  to  refift. 

Pet,  They  fliall  go  forward,  Kate,  at  thy  Command. 
Obey  the  Bride,  you  that  attend  on  her: 
Go  to  the  Fcaft,  revel  and  domineer; 
Carowfe  full  Meafure  to  her  Maiden-head; 
Be  mad  and  merry,  or  go  hang  your  felves ; 
But  for  my  bonny  Kate^  Ihe  muft  with  me. 
Nay>  look  not  big,  nor  ftamp^  nor  ftare>  nor  fret» 
I  will  be  Mafter  of  what  is  mine  own ; 
She  is  my  Goods,  my  Chattels,  (he  is  my  Houfe, 
My  Hou(hold  Stuff,  my  Field,  my  Barn, 
My  Horfe,  my  Ox,  my  Afs,  my  any  thing; 
And  here  (he  ftands,  touch  her  who  ever  dare;     / 
I'll  bring  my  Adion  on  the  proudeft  he 
That  ftops  my  way  in  Padna :  Qrumio^  ^ 

Draw  forth  thy  Weapon ;  we  are  befet  with  Thieves ; 
Refcue  thy  Miftrefs  if  thou  be  a  Man : 
Fear  not,  fweet  Wench,  they  (hall  not  touch  thee,  Kate\ 
I'll  buckler  thee  againft  a  Million.       [Exeunt  Pet.^n^Katfa. 

Bap.  Nay,  let  them  go,  a  couple  of  quiet  ones. 

Qre.  Went  they  not  quickly,  I  (hould  die  with  Laughing. 

Tra.  Of  all  mad  Matches,  never  was  the  like. 

Lt^.  Miftrefs,  what's  your  Opinion  of  your  Sifter? 

Bian.  That  being  mad  her  felf,  (he's  madly  mated. 

Gre^  I  warrant  him  Petruchio  is  Kated. 

Bap.  Neighbours  and  Friends,  tho'  Bride  and  Bridegroom 
wants 
For  to  fupply  tl^e  Places  at  the  Table ; 
You  know  there  w^nts  no  Junkets  at  the  Feaflt:  LucentiQ, 
You  (hall  fupply  the  Bridegroom's  Place, 
And  let  Bi49ica  take  her  Sifter's  room. 

Tra.  Shall  fweet  Bianca  pradife  how  to  Bride  it  ? 

Bap.  She  (hall,  Z^r^nz/a:  Come,  Gentlemen,  let's  go. 

[Exennt. 
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Enter  Grumio. 

Gru.  Fie,  fie  on  all  tired  Jades,  on  all  mad  Mafter^  and 
all  foul  ways :  Was  ever  Man  fb  beaten  ?  was  ever  Man  fo 
raide  ?  was  ever  Man  fo  weary  ?  I  am  fent  before  to  make 
a  Fire,  and  they  are  coming  after  to  warm  them :  Now  were 
I  not  a  little  Pot,  and  foon  hot,  my  very  Lips  might  freeze 
to  my  Teeth,  my  Tongue  to  the  Roof  of  my  Mouth,  my 
Heart  in  my  Belly,  e'er  I  (hould  come  by  a  Fire  to  thaw 
me;  but  I  with  blowing  the  Fire  ftiall  warm  my  felf ;  for 
confidering  the  Weather,  a  taller  Man  than  I  will  take  cold ; 
Holla,  holla,  Curtis  I 

Enter  Curtis. 

Cf$rt,  Who  is  it  that  calls  fo  coldly  ? 

Gru.  A  Piece  of  Ice:  If  thou  doubt  it,  thou  may 'ft  Aide 
from  my  Shoulder  to  my  Heel,  with  no  greater  a  run  but 
my  Head  and  my  Neck.     A  Fire,  good  Curtis. 

Cnrt.  Is  my  Matter  and  his  Wife  coming,  Grnmiel 

Grn.  Oh  ay,  CurtiSy  vfi  and  therefore  Fire,  Fire,  caft  on 
no  Water. 

^Curt.  Is  (he  fo  hot  a  Shrew  as flie*s  reported? 

Gru.  She  was,  good  Curtis^  before  this  Froft ;  but  thou 
know'ft  Winter  tames  Man,  Woman  and  Beaft;  for  it  hath 
tam'd  my  old  Matter,  and  my  new  Mittrefs,  and  my  felf, 
fellow  Cnrtis. 

Curt.  Away, you  three-inch'd  Fool;  I  am  no  Beaft. 

Gru,  Ana  I  but  three  Inches  ?  why  thy  Horn  is  a  Foot, 
and  fo  long  am  I  'at  the  leaft.  But  wilt  thou  make  a  Fire, 
or  fliall  I  complain  on  thee  to  our  Mittrefs*  whofe  Hand, 
ihe  being  now  at  Hand,  thou  fhalt  foon  feel  to  thy  cold 
Comfort,  being  flow  ih  thy  hot  OflSce, 

Curt.  I  prethee,  good  Grumioy  tell  me,  how  goes  the 
World  ? 

Grn.  A  cold  World,  Curtis,  in  every  Office  but  thine; 
and  therefore  Fire:  Do  thy  Duty,  and  have  thy  Duty  j  for 
my  Matter  and  Mittrefs  are  almoft  frozen  to  Death. 

Curt.  There^s  Fire  ready ;  and  therefore,  good  Grumio^ 
the  News. 

Gru.  Why,  Jack^  Boy,  ho  Boy,  'and  as  much  News  as 
thou  wilti 

Curt.  Come,  you  are  fo  full  of  Conycatching, 

Cr^.  y^hy  therefore  Fire  j  fot  I  hav^  ciueUt  «trct«  cold. 
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Where*s  the  Cook?  is  Supper  ready,  the  Houfe  triinni\(» 
]^uihes  ftrew'd>  Cobwebs  fwept,  the  Serving-men  in  their 
ikyr  Fuftian,  their  white  Stockings,  and  every  Officer  his 
wadding  Garment  on  ?  Be  the  Jacks  fair  within,  the  Jills 
fair  without,  Carpets  laid,  and  every  thing  in  order  ? 

Car.  All  ready :  And  therefore  I  pray  thee  what  News? 

GrH.  Firft,  know  my  Horfe  is  tired,  my  Mafter  and  Mi* 
flrefs  fall'n  out. 

Cnrm  How  ? 

Gm.  Out  of  their  Saddles  into  the  Dirt ;  and  therebjfr 
hangs  a  Tale. 

Cur.  Let's  ha*t,  good  Grumio. 

Gru.  Lend  thine  Ear. 

Cur.  Here. 

Gru.  There.  [Strikes  him^ 

Cur.  This  'tis  to  feel  a  Tale,  not  to  hear  a  Tale. 

Gru.  Anfi  therefore  'tis  call'd  a  fenfible  Tale:  and  this 
Cuff  was  but  to  knock  at  your  Ear,  and  befeech  liftning* 
Now  I  begin:  Imprimis,  we  came  down  a  foul  Hill»  my 
Mafter  riding  behind  my  Miftrefs. 

Cur.  Both  on  one  Horfe  ? 

Gru.  What's  that  to  thee  ? 

Cur.  Why  a  Horfe. 

Gru.  Tell  thou  the  Tale.  But  had  ft  thou  not  croft  me,' 
thou  ftiould'ft  have  heard  how  her  Horfe  fell,  and  ftie  under 
her  Hdrfe:  thou  ftiould'ft  have  heard  in  how  miery  a  place, 
how  ftie  was  bemoil'd,  how  he  left  her  with  the  Horfe  upon 
her»  how  he  beat  me  becaufe  her  Horfe  ftumbled,  how  ihe 
waded  through  the  Dirt  to  pluck  him  oflF  me;  how  hefwore, 
how  (he  pray'd  that  never  pray'd  before;  how  I  cry^d,  how 
the  Horfes  ran  away,  how  her  Bridle  was  burft,  how  I  loft 
my  Crupper;  with  many  things  of  worthy  Memory,  which 
now  ftiall  die  in  Oblivion,  and  thou  return  unexperienc*d  to 
the  Grave. 

Cur.  By  this  reckoning  he  is  more  Shrew  than  (he. 

Gru.  Ay,  and  that  thou  and  the  proudeft  of  you  all  (hall 
find  when  he  comes  home.  But  what  talk  I  of  this  i  Call 
forth  Nathanieh  Jofeph^  Nichlas^  Philip,  Walter,  Sugerfop^ 
and  the  reft :  Let  their  Heads  be  flickly  comb'd,  their  blue 
Coats  brufti'd,  and  their  Garters  of  an  indifferent  Wtv\\.\  VeL 
^em  curtfic  with  their  left  Legs,  ^tvA  rvot  ^td^tcw^xa  vsv^sJs^ 
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Tct.  I  tell  thee»  Ktut^  'twas  burnt  and  dry'd  away,^ 
'And  I  exprtfly  am  forbid  to  touch  it : 
Fof  it  engenders  Choler,  planteth  Anger, 
And  better  'twere  that  both  of  us  did  faft. 
Since  of  our  felves,  our  felves  are  Choleriek» 
Than  feed  it  with  fuch  over-rofted  Fle(h : 
Be  patient,  to  morrow't  fhall  be  mended. 
And  for  this  Night  we'll  faft  for  Company. 
Come^  I  will  bring  thee  to  thy  Bridal  Chamber*    {Extunu 

Enter  Servients  fcverallj. 

Ndih.  PetcTy  didft  ever  fee  the  like  ? 

f^w.  He  kills  her  in  her  own  Humour. 

Cth.  Where  is  he  ? 

Enttr  Curtis,  a  Servant. 

Cmt.  In  her  Chamber,  making  a  Sermon  of  Continency 
to  her,  and  rails,  and  fwears,  and  rates,  and  (he,  poor  Soul, 
knows  not  which  way  to  (land,  to  look,  to  fpeaK,  and  (its 
as  one  new  rifen>  from  a  Dream.  Away,  away^  for  he  is 
coming  hither. 

Enter  Petruchio. 

Pet.  Thus  have  I  politickly  begun  my  Reign, 
And  'tis  my  hope  to  end  fuccefsfully  : 
My  Faulcon  now  is  fharp,  and  paiung  empty. 
And  'till  (he  (loop,  (he  mud  not  be  UxM  gorg'd. 
For  then  (he  never  looks  upon  her  Lure. 
Another  way  I  have  to  man  my  Haggard, 
To  make  her  come,,  and  know  her  Keeper's  call: 
That  is,  to  wajch  her,  as  we  watch  thefe  Kites, 
That  bait  and  beat,  and  will  not  be  obedient. 
She  eat  no  Meat  to  day,  nor  none  (hall  eat. 
Laft  night  (he  (lept  not,  nor  to  night  (hall  not: 
As  with  the  Meat,  (bme  undeferved  fault 
ril  find  about  the  making  of  the  Bed. 
And  here  Til  fling  the  Pillow,  there  the  Bolfter, 
This  way  the  Coverlet,  another  way  the  Sheets; 
Ay,  and  amid  this  hurly  I  intend, 
Thit  all  is  done  in  reverend  care  of  her. 
And  in  conclufion,  (he  (hall  watch  all  night. 
And  if  (he  chance  to  nod  I'll  rail  and  brawl. 
And  with  the  clamour  keep  her  dill  awake. 
This  is  a  way  to  kill  a  Wife  with  kindnefs^ 
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And  thus  I'll  curb  her  mad  and  hetdftrong  Hunoor* 
He  that  knows  better  how  to  tame  a  Shrew, 
Now  let  him  fpeak,  'tis  Charity  to  (hew.  IJ^^t 

Enter  Tranio  Mnd  Hortenfio. 

Tra.  Ts't  poffible,  Friend  LicU^  that  Miftrefs  BiMCM 
Doth  fancy  any  other  but  LucenM  ? 
I  tell  you,  Sir,  ihe  bears  me  fair  in  hand. 

Hot.  Sir,  to  fatisfie  you  in  what  I  have  faid* 
Stand  by,  and  mark  the  manner  of  his  teachtog.  , 

Enter  Bianca  dnd  Lucentio. 

Lnc.  Now,  Miftrefs,  profit  you  in  what  you  read? 

Pian.  What  Mafler  read  you  firfl,  refolveme  thati 

Luc.  I  read  that  I  profefs,  the  Art  to  Love. 

Stan.  And  may  you  prove.  Sir,  Maftcr  of  your  Art^ 

Lmc.  While  you,  fweetDear,  prove  Millrefi  of  my  Heart. 

Hor,  Quick  Proceedcrs  marry;'  now  tell  me  I  pray,  you 
that  durfl  fwear  that  your  Miflrefs  BidncM  lov*d  none  in  tbe 
World  fo  well  as  Lucenth. 

Tra.  Oh  defpightful  Lore,  unconflant  Womankind;  I 
tell  thee*  Lieio^  this  is  wonderful. 

Hor.  Miflake  no  more,  I  am  not  Lkhf 
Nor  a  Mufician,  as  I  fecm  to  be. 
But  one  that  fcom  to  live  in  this  Difguife, 
For  fuch  a  one  as  leaves  a  Gentleman, 
And  makes  a  God  of  fuch  a  Cullion  ; 
Know,  Sir,  that  I  am  call'd  Hortenfio. 

Tra.  Signior  Hortenfio^  I  have  often  heard 
Of  your  entire  AfFeftion  to  Bianca, 
And  fince  mine  Eyes  are  witnefs  of  her  Lightnefs^ 
I  will  with  you,  if  you  be  fo  contented, 
Forfwear  Bianca  and  her  Love  for  ever. 

Hor.  See  how  they  kifs  and  court.    Signior  Lffcenth^ 
Here  is  my  hand,  and  here  I  firmly  vow 
As  one  unworthy  all  the  former  Favours 
That  I  have  fondly  flattered  her  withaL 

Tra.  And  here  I  take  the  like  unfeigned  Oath^ 
Never  to  marry  with  her,  tho*  fhe  would  entroat* 
Fie  on  her,  fee  how  beaflly  fhe  doth  court  him. 

Hor.  Would  all  the  World  but  he  had  quite  forfworo^ 
For  me,  that  I  may  furely  keep  mine  Oath^ 
I  will  be  Married  to  a  wealthy  Widow^  ^ 
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JB'er  three  days  pais,  which  has  as  long  lov'd  me* 

As  I  have  lov'd  this  proud  difd^inful  Hazard* 

And  To  fare^el,  Signior  Z»M^>i//p. 

Kindnefs  in  Women,  not  their  beauteous  LoAs, 

Shall  %in  my  Lovei  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

In  refolution  as  I  fwore  before.  [JEat/V  Hor. 

7r4.  Miftrefs  Bumca,  blefs  you  with  fuch  (Srace, 
As  longeth.to  a  Lover's  blefled  Cafe  : 
Nay,  I  have  ta'en  you  napping,  gentle  Love, 
And  have  forf\Yorn  you  with  Homnfio. 

Bidfi.  Tramcy  you'jt&i  But  have  you  both forfworn  me? 

Trs.  Miftrefs,  we  have, 

Lite.  Then  we  are  rid  of  Lich. 

7r4.  rfaith  he'll  have  a  lufty  Widow  now* 
-That  (hall  be  woo*d  and  wedded  in  a  day. 

BUft.  God'give  him  Joy. 

Tm.  Ay,  and  he'll  tame  her. 

Bian.  He  fays  fo,  Tranio. 

TVa.  'Faith  he  is  gone  unto.the  taming  School. 

Bian.  The  taming  School:  What  is  there  fuch  a  place? 

'•Tra.  Ay,  Miftrefs,  and  Petruchio  is  the  Matter, 
That  teacheth  Tricks  eleven  and  twenty  long. 
To  tame  a  Shrew,  and  charm  her  chattering  Tongue. 

Enter  Biondello. 

Bion.  Oh  Mafter,  Mafter,  I  have  watch*d  fo  Iong» 
^  That  I  am  Dog-weary;  but  at  laft  I  *fpied 
*  An  ancient  Angel  coming  down  the  Hill 
Will  ferve  the  turn. 

Tra.  What  is  he,  Biondello? 

Bion.  Mafter,  a  Marcantanr,  or  a  Pedant ; 
I  know  not  what;  but  formal  in  Apparel ; 
In  pate  and  Countenance  furly,  like  a  Father. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him,  Tranio  } 

Tra.  If  he  be  credulous*  and  trull  my  Tale, 
V\\  make  him  glad  to  feem  Fincentio^ 
And  give  affurance  to  Baptifta  Minola^ 
As  if  he  were  the  right  Fincentio  :'      ' 
Take  me  your  Love,  and  then  let  me  alone.  [ExJjxc*^^  Bian. 

Enter  a  Fedantm 
Ped.  God  fave  you,  Sir. 

Tra.  And  you.  Sir ;  you  are  welcome :  } 

Tjtitvelyoit  hr  on,  or  arc  yoij  at  tVit  (anVitf^X  Pad* 
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Pid.  Sir,  at  the  fartheft  for  a  Week  or  two; 
But  then  up  farther^  and  as  far  as  Rome ; 
And  fo  to  Tripoljy  if  God  lend  me  Life. 

Trie.  What  Countryman,  I  pray? 

Ped.  Of  Mantua. 

Tra.  Of  Mantua^  Sir ;  marry  God  forbid  ; 
And  come  to  Padua^  carelefs  ol  your  Life  ? 

Ped.  My  Life,  Sir!  how,  I  pray?  for  that  goes  hard. 

Tra.  'Tis  Death  for  any  one  in  Mantua 
To  come  to  Padua  ;  know  you  not  the  Caufe  ? 
Your  Ships  are  ftaid  at  Venice^  and  the  Duke, 
For  private  Quarrel  'twixt  your  Duke  and  him. 
Hath  publifli'd  and  proclaim'd  it  openly : 
'Tis- marvel,  but  that  you  are  but  newly  come. 
You  might  have  heard  it  elfe  proclaim'd  about. 

Ped.  Alas,  Sir,  it  is  worfe  for  me  than  fo  ; 
For  I  have  Bills  for  Mony  by  Exchange 
From  FUrence,  and  muft  here  deliver  them. 

Tra.  Well,  Sir,  to  do  you  Courtefie, 
This  will  I  do,  and  this  I  will  advife  you ; 
Firft  tell  me,  have  you  ever  been  at  Pija  } 

Ped.  Ay,  Sir,  in  Pifa  have  I  often  been ; 
Pifa  renowned  for  grave  Citizens. 

Tra.  Among  them  know  you  one  yincentio  ? 

Ped.  I  know  him  not,  but  I  have  heard  of  him; 
A  Merchant  of  incomparable  Wealth. 

Tra.  He  is  my  Father,  Sir;  and  footh  to  fay. 
In  Count'nance  fomewhat  doth  referable  you. 

Bion.  As  much  as  an  Apple  doth  an  Oyfter,  and  all  one* 

\^4fidi. 

Tra.  To  favc  yoiir  Life  in  this  Extremity, 
This  Favour  will  I  do  you  for  his  fake  $ 
And  think  it  not  the  worft  of  all  your  Fortunes 
That  you  are  like  to  Sir  Fincentio  : 
His  Name  and  Credit  (hall  you  undertake, 
And  in  my  Houfe  you  (hall  be  friendly  Lodg*d ; 
Look  that  you  take  upon  you  as  you  ihould. 
You  underftand  me.  Sir:  So  (hall  you  ftay 
•Till  you  have  done  your  Bufinefs  in  the  City. 
If  this  be  Court'(ic,  Sir,  accept  of  it. 

Ped.  Oh,  Sir,  I  do,  and  will  repute  '^ou  tHtt 
The  Fatron  of  my  Life  and  Liberty*  "^^ 
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Trd.  Then  go  with  me.  to  make  the  matter  good : 
This  by  the  way  I  let  you  underftaod. 
My  Father  is  here  look*d  for  every  day, 
To  pafs  aflurance  of  a  Dowry  in  Marriage 
•Twixt  me  and  one  Baptijia\  Daughter  here : 
In  all  thefe  Circumftances  I'll  inftrud  you  : 
Go  with  me.  Sir,  to  cloath  yeu  as  becomes  you*     [^Exenm, 


A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E   L 

Enter  Katharina  mpuI  Grumio. 

Gru.  TO'Oj  "Oj  Forfooth,  I  dare  not  for  my  LifcJ 

JL\|     Kath.  The  more  my  Wrong;   the  more  his 
Spite  appears : 
What,  did  he  marry  me  to  famifli  me  \ 
Beggars  that  cpme  unto  my  Father's  Door, 
Upon  intreaty,  have  a  prefcnt  Alms ; 
If  not,  elfewhcre  they  meet  with  prefcnt  Charity: 
But  I,  who  never  knew  how  to  intreat. 
Nor  never  needed,  that  I  fhould  intreat. 
Am  flarv'd  for  Meat,  giddy  for  lack  of  Sleep; 
With  Oaths  kept  waking,  and  with  Brawling  fed  ; 
And  that  which  fpights  me  more  than  all  thefe  Waats^ 
He  does  it  under  name  of  perfeft  Love  : 
As  who  would  fay,  if  I  fhould  fleep  or  eat 
'Twere  deadly  Sicknefs,  or  elfe  prefcnt  Death : 
I  prethee  go,  and  get  me  fome  Repaft  ; 
I  care  not  what,  fo  it  be  wholfome  Food. 

Gru.  What  fay  you  to  a  Neat's  Foot  ? 

Kath.  *Tis  paffing  good ;  I  prethee  let  me  have  it. 

GrH.  I  fear  it  is  too  Phlegmatick  a  Meat : 
How  fay  you  to  a  fat  Tripe  finely  broil'd  ? 

Kath.  I  like  it  well;  ^ood  Grumio^  fetch  it  me. 

Gru.  I  cannot  tell,  I  fear  it  is  Cholerick : 
What  fay  you  to  a  piece  of  Beef  and  Muftard? 

Kath.  A  Difh  that  I  do  love  to  feed  upon. 

Grn.  Ay,  but  the  Muftard  is  too  hot  a  little. 

Kdth.  Why  then  the  Beef,  and  let  the  Muftard  reft« 

Gru.  Nay  then  I  will  not;  you  (hall  have  the  Muihtd, 
Or  elfe  you  get  no  Beef  of  Gri#mto%  ISidk! 
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Kath.  Then  both^  or  one,  or  any  thing  thou  wilt. 

Grn.  Why  then  the  Muftard  without  the  Beef. 

Kath.  Go>  get  thee  gone,  thou  falfe  deluding  Slave, 

\Beats  him. 
That  feed'ft  me  with  the  very  nanae  of  Meat : 
Sorrow  on  thee,  and  all  the  pack  of  you 
That  triumph  thus  upon  my  Mifery, 
Go,  get  thee  gone,  I  fay.  ^ 

Enter  Petruchio  and  Hortcnfio  with  Meat. 

Pet.  Mow  fares  my  jRT^/tf  ?  What,. Sweeting,  all  amort? 

Hor.  MiftreG,  what  cheer? 

KatL  *Faith  as  cold  as  can  be. 

Pet.  Pluck  up  thy  Spirits ;  look  cheerfully  upon  me; 
Here  Love,  thou  feeft  how  diligent  I  am, 
To  drefs  thy  Meat  my  felf,  and  bring  it  thee : 
I  am  fure,  fweet  Kate^  this  Kindnefs  merits  Thanks. 
What,  not  a  word?  Nay  then,  thou lov'ft  it  not : 
And  all  my  Pains  is  forted  to  no  proof. 
Here  take  away  the  Diih. 

Kath.  I  pray  you  let  it  ftand. 

Pet.  The  pooreft  Service  is  repaid  with  Thanks, 
And  fo  (hall  mir\e  before  you  touch  the  Meat. 

Kath.  I  thank  you.  Sir. 

Hor.  Signior  Petruchi§^  fie,  you  are  too  blame  : 
Come,  Miiirefs  Kate,  I'll  bear  you  Company. 

Pet.  Eat  it  up  all,  Hartenfio,  if  thou  loveft  me» 
Much  good  do  it  unto  thy  gentle  Heart; 
Kate,  eat  apace.  And  now  my  honey  Love, 
Will  we  return  unto  thy  Father's  Houfe, 
And  Revel  it  as  bravely  as  the  beft. 
With  filken  Coats,  and  Caps,  and  golden  Ring;, 
With  Ruffs,  and  Cuffs,  and  Fardingals,  and  things  t 
With  Scarfs,  and  Fans,  and  double  change  of  Brav'ry^ 
With  Amber  Bracelets,  Beads  and  all  this  Knavery. 
What,  haft  thou  Din'd  ?  The  Taylor  ftays  thy  leifure. 
To  deck  thy  Body  with  his  ruflJing  Treafure* 

Enter  Taylor. 
Come,  Taylor,  let  us  fee  thefe  Ornaments. 

Enter  Waberdajber. 
Lay  forth  the  Gown.    What  News  with  you.  Sir? 

Hob.  Here  is  the  Cap  your  Wocfiiio  d\dbt^^t;il% 

Vox.  U.  S  »*^- 
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Pet*  Why  this  was  moulded  on  a  Porrenger* 
A  Velvet  Diffi ;  Fic»  fie,  'tis  lewd  and  filthy  ; 
Why  'tis  a  Cockle  or  a  Wallnut-fhell, 
A  Knack,  a  Toy,  k  Trick,  a  Baby's  Cap . 
Away  with  it,  come,  let  me  have  a  bigger. 

Kath.  I'll  have  no  bigger,  this  doth  fie  the  time^ 
And  Gentlewomen  wear  fuch  Caps  as  thefe. 

Pet.  When  y9u  are  gentle,  you  (hall  have  one  tod# 
And  not  'till  then. 

Hor.  That  will  not  be  in  hafte* 

Kath.  Why,  Sir,  I  truft  I  may  have  leave  to  Tpeak^ 
And  fpeak  I  will.     I  am  no  Child,  no  Babe, 
Your  Settlors  have  endur'd  me,  fay  my  mind; 
And  if  you  cannot,  be(t  you  ftop  your  Ears. 
My  Tongue  will  tell  the  Anger  of  my  Hearty 
Or  elfe  my  Heart  concealing  it  will  break  : 
And  rather  than  it  (hal!,  I  Will  be  free. 
Even  to  the  uttermoft  as  I  pleafe  in  words. 

Pet.  Why  thou  fay'ft  true,  it  is  a  paltry  Cap, 
A  cuftard  Coffin,  a  Bauble,  a  filken  Pie, 
I  love  thee  well  in  that  thou  lik'ft  it  not. 

Kath.  Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I  like  thie  Cap9 
And  it  I  will  have,  or  I  will  have  none. 

Pet.  Thy  Gown,  why  ay;  come^  Taylor,  let  us  fee't* 

0  mercy  God,  what  masking  Stuff  is  h^? 
What?  this  a  Sleeve?  *tis  like  a  Dettii-ctnnort.; 
What,  up  and  down  carv'd  like  an  Apple  Tatt  ? 
Here's  fnip,  and  nip,  and  cut,  and  fli(h,  tod  (lalh. 
Like  to  a  Cenfor  in  a  Barber's  Shop : 

Why  what  a  Devil's  name,  Taylor,  cairft  thou  this? 
Hor.  I  fee  (he's  like  to  have  neither  Cap  nor  Gown^  * 
Taj.  You  bid  me  itoake  it  orderly  and  wciU 

According  to  the  Faftiion  ahd  the.  Time. 

Pet.  Marry  and  did :  But  if  you  be  remettbri^ 

1  did  not  bidf  you  marr  it  to  the  Time. 
Go  hop  me  over  every  Kennel  hottie. 

For  you  ftiall  hop  without  Itty  CuAom,  Sir: 
I'll  none  of  it ;  hence,  make  your  bcft  of  it.    • 
Kath.  I  never  faw  a  betttt-  fafliioA'd  Gown, 
More  queinr,  ntore  pleafing,  nor  iiiore  cofllBICpdiMfc: 
Belike  you  mean  to  make  «  ^u^t  of  die. 

'      "^  iPft* 
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Pet.  Why  true,  he  means  tb  make  a  Puppet  of  thee. 

Taj.  She  fays  your  WorHnip  means  to  make  a  Puppet  of 
her. 

Pet.  Oh  moft  monftrous  Arrogance  f 
Thou  lyc((»  thou  Threadf 'tho^Thimble^ 
Thou  Yard,  three  Quarter?*  half  Yard,  Quarter,  Nail, 
Tbcku  Flea>  thou  Nitj  thou  ^iuur  Cricket  thou  I 
Brav'd  in  inine  own  H^t  with  a  SJcein  of  Thread ! 
Away,  thou  Hag,  thou  Quantity,  thou  Remnant, 
Or  I  (hall  fo  be.-metf  the^  with  thy  Yard, 
As  thou  ihak  think  on  prgtjng  whij'ft  thou  liv*ft : 
I  tell  thee  I,  that  thou  haft  marr'd  her  Gown. 

Taj.  Yoyur  Worihip  is  ideceiv'd^  the  Gown  is  made 
fuft  n  my  Maftdr  hii  dired:ipn* 
GrHtnio  gave  Order  bow  k  fliould  be  donjc* 

Gru.  I  gave  him  no  Order,  I  gave  him  the  StufF. 

Taj.  ^M  how  fiid  ypu  defire  it  ihouid  be  ii^de  ? 

CrH.  Marry,  Sir,  with  Needle  and  Thread* 

Taj.  But  did  you  apt  requeft  to  have  it  Cut  ? 

Grn.  Thou  haft  |ai:'4  many  things* 

Taj.  liiave. 

CrH.  JRace  flot  i&e :  Theu  haft  t>ravM  many  Men,  brave 
not  me;  I  will  neither  be  fac'd  npr  brav'd.  I  fay  unto  thee> 
t  bid  thy  Mafter  cue  4HH  <he  Gown,  but  I  did  not  bid  him 
cut  it  to  pieces*    Erg^  thou  lieft* 

Taj*  Why  here  is  the  Note  of  the  Fafhion  to  teftify* 

Pet.  Read  it. 

Gru.  The  Note  lies  in's  Throat  if  he  fty  I  faid  fo. 

Taj.  Imprimis^  ajloofe-bodied  Gown. 

Grti.  Mafter^  if  eve^  I  faid  Ioofe*bodied  Gown,  fow  me 
in  the  Skirts  of  it^  mA  be^t  me  to  Peath  with  a  iSottom  of 
brown  Thread :  I  ftid  a  Gown* 

Pet.  Proceed. 

Taj.  With  a  fnptitt  compaft  C^pe* 

Gru.  I  coofiesft  the  Cape^ 

Taj.  With  a^  truok  Sloew* 

Gru.  I  confe6  two  Sleeves* 

Taj.  The  Sleeves  jcWAOufly  .cut* 

Pet.  Ay.thcBc'stbe  ViHany. 

GrH.  firrori'lif  BilU  SiTy  £lTor  iW  BiH^  1  coavttati!(k^ 
tbtSeeves  filoidii  \ftxm  out»  at4  Cg^'4  v^l^  ^^i^^^  ^s^A"^-^ 
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111  prove  upon  thee,  tho*  thy  little  Finger  be  armed  in  a 
Thimble. 

Taj.   This  -is  true  that  I  fay,  and  I  had  thee  in  place 
where,  thou  (hould'ft  know  it. 

Gru,  I  am  for  thee  ftraight :  take  thou  the  Bill,  give  me 
thy  mete-yard,  and  fpare  not  me. 

Ilor.  God-a-mercy,  Grnmhj  then  he  (hall  have  no  odds* 

Pet.  Well,  Sir,  in  brief  the  Gown  is  not  for  me. 

Gru.  You  are  'th*  right.  Sir,  'tis  for  my  Miftrels. 

Pet.  Go  take  it  up  unto  thy  Matter's  ufe. 

Gru.  Villain,  not  for  thy  Life  :    Take  up  my  Miftrefs's 
Gown  for  thy  Mafter's  ufe  I 

Pet.  Why,  Sir,  what's  your  Conceit  in  that  ? 

GrH.  Oh,  Sir,  the  Conceit  is  deeper  than  you  think  for; 
Take  up  my  Miftrefs's  Gown  unto  his  Maftei^s  ufe. 
Oh  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Pet.  H0rten/i§j  fay  thou  wilt  fee  the  Taylor  paid,     [/ifide. 
Go  take  it  hence,  be  gone,  and  fay  no  more. 

Hor.  Taylor,  Til  pay  thee  for  thy  Gown  to  morrow. 
Take  no  unkindnefs  of  his  hafty  Words : 
Away  I  fay,  commend  me  to  thy  Mafter.  [Exit  Tail. 

Pet.  Well,  come  my  Kate,  we  will  unto  your  Father's, 
Even  in  thcfehonefl  mean  habiliments: 
Our  Purfes  (hall  be  proud,  our  Garments  poor; 
For  'cis  the  Mind  that  makes  the  Body  rich. 
And  as  the  Sun  breaks  through  the  darkefl  Clouds, 
So  Honour  peereth  in  the  meaneft  Habit. 
What  is  the  Jay  more  precious  than  the  Lark, 
Becaufe  his  Feathers  are  more  beautiful  \ 
Or  is  the  Adder  better  than  the  Eel, 
Becaufe  his  painted  Skin  contents  the  Eye? 
Oh  no,  good  Kate;  neither  art  thou  the  worfe 
For  this  poor  Furniture,  and  mean  Array. 
If  thou  account'ft  it  Shame,  lay  it  on  mc. 
And  therefore  Frolick;  we  will  hence  forthwith, 
To  Feaft  and  Sport  us  at  thy  Father's  Houfe. 
Go  call  my  Men,  and  let  us  ftraight  to  him« 
And  bring  our  Horfes  unto  L§ng^Un€  end. 
There  will  we  mount,  and  thither  walk  on  Foot. 
Let's  fee,  I  think  'tis  now  fome  feven  a  Clock, 
And  well  we  may  come  there  by  Dintvet  time. 
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Kath.  I  dare  afTure  you,  Sir»  'tis  almofl  two ; 
And  'twill  be  Supper*time  e'er  you  come  there. 

Pet.  It  (hail  be  feven  e'er  I  go  tb  Horfe: 
Look  what  I  fpeak*  or  do,  or  think  to  do, 
You  are  ftillcroffing  it ;  Sirs,  let't  alone* 
I  will  not  go  to  day,  and  e'er  I  do. 
It  fhall  be  what  a  Clock  I  fay  it  is. 

Hor.  Why  fo :  This  Gallant  will  comniand  the  Sun. 

[ExcHnt  Pet.  Kath.  and  Hor. 

Enter  Tranio,  and  the  Pedant  dreft  like  Vincentio. 

Tra.  Sirs,  this  is  the  Houfe,  pleafe  it  ywi  that  I  call. 

Ped.  Ay  what  elfe,  and  but  I  be  deceived, 
^ignior  Baptifia  may  remember  me 
Near  twenty  Years  ago  in  Genoa. 

Tra.  Where  we  were  Lodgers,  at  the  Pegafns : 
*Tis  well,  and  hold  your  own  in  any  cafe 
With  fuch  Aufterity  as  longeth  to  a  Father. 

Enter  Biondella. 

Ped.  I  warrant  you:  But,  Sir,  here  comes  your  Boy; 
Twere  good  he  were  fchool'd. 

Tra.  Fear  you  not  him  \  Sirrah  Biondelloj 
Now  do  your  Duty  throughly  I  advife  you : 
Imagine  'twere  the  right  Fincentio. 

Eton.  Tut,  fear  not  me. 

7^4.  But  haft  thou  done  thy  Errand  to  Baptijla  I 

Bion.  I  told  bifh  that  your^Father  was  in  Penice^ 
And  that  yoii  look'd  for  him  in  Padua. 

Tra.  That's  a  tall  Fellow,  hold  thee  that  to  drink, 
Here  comes  Baptijla ;  fet  your  Countenance,  Sir. 

Enter  Baptifta  and  Lucentio. 

Tra.  Signior  Baptifia,  you  are  happily  met : 
Sir,  this  is  the  Gentleman  I  told  you  of; 
I  pray  you  ftand,  good  Father,  to  me  now. 
Give  me  Bianca  for  my  Patrimony. 

Pf^.- Soft,  Son.  Sir,  by  your  leave,  having  come  to  P^^iv^ 
To  gather  in  fomeDebts,  my  Son  Lucentio 
Made  me  acquainted  with  a  weighty  Caufe 
Of  Love  between  your  Daughter  and  himfelf : 
And  for  the  good  Report  I  hear  of  you, 

S  J  K^^ 


7 1  tf  The  Taming  of  the  Shrem), 

And  for  the  Love  he  bearcth  to  your  DaQghcer# 
And  (he  to  him;  to  ftay  him  not  too  long^ 
I  am  content  in  a  good  Father's  care 
To  have  him  matched,  and  if  you  pkafe  to  like 
No  worfe  than  I,  Sin  upon  fome  Agreementy 
Me  (hall  you  find  moft  ready  and  mofl  wiiliog 
With  one  confent  to  have  her  fo  beftowed : 
For  curious  I  cannot  be  with  yoU, 
Signior  Bdftifia,  of  whom  I  hear  fo  welL 

Bap.  Sir,  ptrdon  me  in  what  I  have  to  fay> 
Your  plainnefs  and  your  (hortnefs  pleafe  me  weO  z 
Right  true  it  is,  your  Son  Lucemtio  here 
Doth  love  my  Daughter,  and  ihe  loveth  him^ 
Of  both  diffemble  deeply  their  Affeftions; 
And  therefore  if  you  fay  no  more  than  this^ 
That  like  a  Father  you  will  deal  with  him. 
And  pafs  my  Daughter  a  fufficient  t)owry. 
The  Match  is  made,  and  all  is  done. 
Your  Son  fliall  have  my  Daughtelr  with  confent, 

Tra.  I  thank  you.  Sir,  where  then  do  you  know  bcft 
We  be  affitd,  and  fuch  aflurance  ta*en. 
As  (hall  with  either  Parts  Agreement  (land. 

Bap^  Not  in  my  Houfe,  Lmcentio,  for  you  know 
Pitchers  have  Earf,  and  I  ha^e  many  Servants; 
Beddes  old  Gremio  is  hearkning  flilf. 
And  haply  we  might  be  interrupted* 

Tra.  Then  at  my  Lodging,'  and  it  like  you.  Sir; 
There  doth  my  Father  \yt;  and  there  this  Night  ] 
We'll  pafs  the  Bufinefs  privately  and  well : 
Send  for  your  Daughter  by  your  Servant  here, 
My  Boy  (hall  fcrch  the  Scrivener  prefthtfy. 
The  woift  is  this,  that  at  fo  (lewder  Wtttrfng, 
You  are  like  to  have  a  thin  and  flen^r  Pittance^ 

Bap.  It  likes  Itoe  well. 
G^mbioj   hie  you  home,   and  bid  Bi^mm  ^A^  bpr  retcly 

flraight ! 
And  if  you  will,  tell  what  hath  happctaM, 
Lu:entio'*^  Father  is  rfrriv^  in  Padnd^ 
And  how  (hfe's  like  to  be  Lncmib'S  Wife. 

Luc.  I  pray  iheigodsihe  itoaVHrhb^lftyBftlt?    i^fik. 
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Tra.  Dally  noc  with  the  godst  bv(  get  th^t  gone. 

£i^#r  Peter. 
Signior  £^/ti/^»  (hall  I  lead  the  way  I 
Wdcomcy  one  Mefs  is  like  to^be  yojur  Cheer, 
Coine»  Sir,  we  will  better  it  in  Pify* 

Bap.  I  follow  you.  [Excunf. 

Enter  LuceDtio  Md  Biondello, 

Jiion.  Cdmbh. 

Luc.  What  fay 'ft  thou,  EhndeUo  | 

BioH.  You  faw  my  Matter  wiok  and  laugh  upon  you. 

Luc.  BiondelU,  what  of  that^ 

Bion.  'Faith  nothing;  but  'has  left  me  here  behind  to  ex- 
pound the  Meaning  or  Moral  of  his  Signs  and  Tokens. 

Luc*  I  pray  thee  moralize  them^ 

Bion.  Then  thus.     Baptifia  is  fafe  talking  with  the  decei« 
ving  Father  of  a  deceitful  Son. 

Luc.  And  what  of  him  ? 

Bion.  His  Daughter  is  to  be  brought  by  you  to  the  Sup- 
per.. 

Luc.  And  then  ? 

Bion.  The  old  Priefi  at  St.  Lfikfs  Church  is  at  your  com- 
mand at  all  hours. 

Luc.  And  what  of  all  this  ? 

Bion.  I  cannot  tell,  except  they  are  buded  about  a  coun- 
terfeit Affurance ;  take  you  Affuraoce  of  her.  Cum  privi*' 
legio  ad  Imprimtninm  foiUv^y  to  th' Church  take  theiPrieft, 
Clark,  and  fome  fufficient  honeft  Witne/Tes : 
If  this  be  not  that  you  look  for,  I  have  no  more  to  fay. 
But  bid  Bianca  farewel  for  ever  and  a  day# 
Luc.  Hear'ft  thou,  Biondello  ? 

Bion.  I  cannot  tarry ;  I  knew  a  Wench  married  in  an 
Afternoon  as  ihc  went  to  the  Garden  for  Parfeley  to  ftuff 
a  Rabbit,  and  fo  may  you,  Sir  :  And  fo  adieu.  Sir ;  my 
Mafter  hath  appointed  me  to  %o  to  Sr.  LmkgSj  ,to  bid  the 
Prieft  be  ready  to  come  againft  you  come  with  your  Ap- 
pendix. [^Exit. 

Lhc.  I  may  and  wiU,  if  ;(he  be  fo  contented  : 
She  will  be  pleas'd,  then  wherefore  ihould  we  ^oubt  i 
Hap  what  bap  jnay,  V\\  roundly  go  jabout  her ; 
It  Ihjill  go  hard  if  C^mbio  go  without  her.  [Exit. 

S  ^  tnx%T 
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Enter  Petruchio,  Katharina,  4iffiHorten(io.     . 

Pet.  Come  on  a  God's  name,  once  more  towards  our  Fa- 
ther's. 
Good  Lord,  how  bright  and  goodly  (hines  the  Moon* 

Kuth.  The  Moon  I  the  Sun;  it  is  not  Moon-light  now. 

Pet.  I  fay  it  is  the  Moon  that  (hines  fo  bright* 

Kath.  I  know  it  is  the  Sun  that  ihines  fo  bright. 

Pet.  Now  by  my  Mother's  Son,  and  that's  my  felf. 
It  ihali  be  Moon,  or  Star,  or  what  I  lift. 
Or  e'er  I  journey  to  your  Father's;  Houfe  : 
Go  on,  and  fetch  our  Horfes  back  again. 
Evermore  croft  and  croft,  nothing  but  croft. 

Hor.  Say  as  he  fays,  or  wc  fliall  never  go, 

Kath.  Forward  I  pray,  fince  we  have  come  fo  far. 
And  be  it  Moon,  or  Sun,  or  what  you  pleafe ; 
And  if  you  pleafe  to  call  it  a  rufli  Candle, 
Henceforth  I  vow  it  ftiall  be  fo  for  me. 

Pet.  I  fay  it  is  the  Moon. 

Kath.  I  know  it  is  the  Moon. 

Pet.  Nay  then  you  lie;  it  is  the  bleffed  Sun. 

Kath.  Then  God  be  bleft,  it  is  the  bleffed  Sun, 
But  Sun  it  is  not,  when  you  fay  it  is  not; 
And  the  Moon  changes  even  as  your  Mind. 
What  you  will  have  it  nam'd,  even  that  it  is. 
And  fo  it  (hall  be,  fo,  for  Katherine. 

Hor.  Petruchio,  go  thy  way,  the  Field  is  won. 

Pet.  Well,  forward,  forward,  thus  the  Bowl  ftiould run; 
And  not  unluckily  againft  the  Bias  i 
But  foft.  Company  is  coming  here. 

Enter  Vincentio. 
Good  morrow,  gentle  Miftrefs,  where  away  ?         \T$  Vin. 
Tell  me,  fweet  Kme^  and  tell  me  truly  too. 
Haft  thou  beheld  a  freftier  Gentlewoman  : 
Such  war  of  white  and  red  within  her  Cheeks : 
What  Stars  do  Tpangle  Heav'n  with  fuch  Beauty, 
As  thofe  two  Eyes  become  that  heav'nly  Face? 
Fair  lovely  Maid,  once  more  good  day  to  thee  2 
Sweet  jKT^/f,  embrace  her  for  her  Beauties  fake. 

Hor.  He  will  make  the  Man  mad  to  make  a  Woman  of 
him^ 
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Kath.  Young  budding  Virgin,  fair,  and  frcfli,  and  fwcet. 
Whither  away,  br  where  is  thy  Aboad  ? 
Happy  the  Parents  of  fo  fair  a  Child ; 
Happier  the  Man  whom  favourable  Stars 
Allots  thee  for  his  lovely  Bedfellow. 

Pet.  Why  how  now,  -Ki«/<»  I  hope  thou  art  not  mad  f 
This  is  a  Man,  old,  wrirkled,  faded,  withered, 
And  not  a  Maiden,  as  thoufay'ft  he  is. 

Ka$h.  Pardon,  old  Father,  my  miflaktn  Eyes, 
That  have  been  fo  bedazled  with  the  Sun, 
That  every  thing  I  look  on  feemefh  green. 
Now  I  perceive  thou  art  a  reverend  Father: 
Pardon,  I  pray  thee,  for  my  mad  miftaking. 

Pet.  Do,  good  old  Grandiir,  and  withal  make  known 
Which  way  thou  travelleft ;  if  along  with  us, 
We  (hall  be  joyful  of  thy  Company. 

f^sH.  Fair  Sir,  and  you  my  merry  Miftrefs, 
That  with  your  ftrarige  Encounter  much  amaz*d  me: 
My  Name  is  call'd  Vincentioj  my  Dwelling  Pifa, 
And  bound  I  am  to  Paduay  there  to  vifit 
A  Son  of  mine,  which  long  I  have  not  feen. 

Pet.  What  is  his  Name? 

l^m.  Lucentioj  Gentle  Sir. 

Pet.  Happily  metj  the  happier  for  thy  Son; 
And  now  by  Law,  as  well  as  reverent  Age, 
I  may  intitle  thee  my  loving  Father; 
The  Sifter  of  my  Wife,  this  Gentlewoman, 
Thy  .Son  by  this  hath  married.   Wonder  not. 
Nor  be  not  griev'd,  fhe  is  of  good  Efteem, 
Her  Dowry  wealthy,  and  of  worthy  Birth; 
Befide,  fo  qualified,  as  may  befecm 
The  Spoufe  of  any  noble  Gentleman. 
Let  me  embrace  with  old  Fincentio, 
And  wander  we  to  fee  thy  honeft  Son, 
Who  will  of  thy  Arrival  be  full  Joyour. 

Fin.  But  is  this  true,  or  is  it  elfe  your  Pleafure, 
Like  plealant  Travellers  to  break  a  Jeft 
Upon  the  Company  you  overtake? 

Hot.  I  do  affure  thee  Father,  fo  it  i'. 

Pet.  Come,  go  along,  and  fee  thee  Truth  hereof* 
For  our  firft  Merriment  hath  madt  tVitt  \t^oM^%     \J.xtuYit, 
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HImt.  Well  Petiy$chi&,  this  has  pat  me  in  Heart* 
Have  CO  my  \Vido^  and  if  (he  be  frovard* 
Then  haft  chou  caught  ffifrnnfia  co  bs  uncovard.        JiExU^ 

Eater  Biondello,  Lucencio  and  Biancay  Gremio  v^4lkf9^g  on 

§»e  Side* 

Bion.  Softly  and  f\nriftly,  Sir,  for  che  Prieft  is  ready. 

Luc.  I  fly,  Biondellof  buc  they  miy  chiQce  Co  need  thee 
tt  H  »me,  chirefore  leave  us, 

Bioft.  Niy,  Paichj  I'll  fee  ch:  Church  a  your  Back,  and 
then  cooic  back  t>  m/  Mi^lrefs  as  foon  us  I  can.   [Exenrtt. 

Gre.  I  mirvel  Camhio  com^s  not  all  this  \rhile, 

EntiT  Petrachio,  Katharine,  Vincentio  and  Grumio« 

with  jittendants* 

Pet.  Sir,  here's  che  D>or,  chis  is  Liecentiis  H3ufe9 
My  Father's  bears  more  coward  che  Market^Place, 
Tn  ther  mufl  I,  and  here  I  leave  you,  Sir. 

Vtn.  Yi>'i  ihall  not  chufe  buc  drink  before  yo  u  go ; 
*^I  chink  I  fliall  command  your  welcome  here; 
And  bv  all  Likelihood  fo(ne  Cheer  is  coward*  [Kwocl^, 

Gre.  Tney're  bufie  within,  you  were  beft  knock  louder. 

[Pedanc  looks  out  of  the  fPi^dfiw, 

Ped.  Whac's  he  chac  knocks  as  he  would  beac  dowa  the 
<jatc? 

f^m.  Is  Signior  Lucentio  within,  Siri 

Ped.  H;:'s  within.  Sir,  buc  noc  to  be  fpoken  withal. 

Fin.  What  if  a  Min  bring  him  a  hundred  Pound  or  two 
to  mak*  merry  withal. 

Ped.  Keep  your  hundred  Pounds  Co  your  felf^  he  flull 
^eed  none  as  long  as  I  live. 

Pet.  Nay>  I  cold  you  your  Soo  was  belov*d  in  Padua  i  do 
you  hear.  Sir,  co  leave  frivolous  CircumftancesrI  pray  you 
tell  Signior  Lncentio  chaC  his  Fachcr  is  come  itom  Pifa^  aod 
is  here  ac  che  Door  Co  fpeak  wich  h^)Xfi. 

Ped.  Tioulieft,  hisFacher  is  CG^ei£ronii  Padna^  andiiere 
looking  0116  of  the  Window. 

Vin.  Arc  chou  his  Fatther? 
,  Ped.  Ay,  Sir,  fo  his  Mother  (ay^  if  $  m^y  believe  -hftf^ 

Pet.  Why  how  now.  Gentleman  J  why  ^chisiis  Jlit  JiCna* 
Hjsxy  CO  take  upon  you  anochqr  Mao's  NAOOCf 
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p0d.  L  ay  HiDds^  on  the  Villair,  I  be U eve  he  means  to 
cozen  fome  Body  in  this  City  under  my  Countenance. 

Enter  Biondello. 

BicHf  I  have  feen  them  in  the  Church  together,  God  fend 
^emgood  Shipping:  But  who  is  here?  Mine  old  Mafter  f9«* 
€entio  t  Now  we  are  undone,  and  brought  to  nothing. 

f^9.  Come  hither,  Crackhemp.  £*^''^j  Biondello. 

^ion.  I  hope  I  may  chufe.  Sin 

Vln.  Come  hither  you  Rogue,  what  have  you  forgot  me? 

BUn.  I'orgot  you,  no  Sir :  I  could  not  forget  you,  for  I 
never  faw  you  before  in  all  my  Life. 

Fin.  What,  you  notorious  Villain,  did'fl  thou  never  fee 
thy  Matter's  Father  Fincentio  \ 

Bion.  What,  my  old  worlhipfu!  old  Matter?  Ye?,  marry 
Sir,  fee  where  he  looks  oat  of  the  Window. 

Fin.  Is*t  fo  indeed?  [He  heats  Biondelfo^ 

Bion.  Helpt  help,  help,  here's  a  Mad-man  will  murthcr 
me. 

Fed.  Help,  Son,  help  Signior  Baptifl^^ 

Pet.  Preethee,  Kate^  let's  ttand  afide,  and  fee  the  End  of 
this  Controverfie. 

Enter  Pedant  with  Servants^  Baptifta  and  Tranic. 

Tra.  Sir,  what  are  you  that  offer  to  beat  my  Servant? 

Ftn.  What  am  1,  Sir;  nay,  what  are  you.  Sir?  Oh  Im- 
mortal Gods !  Oh  fine  Villain,  a  filken  Doublet,  a  velvet 
Hofe,  a  fcarlet  CIoak>  and  a  copatain  Hat :  Oh  I  am  un- 
done, I  am  undone ;  while  I  play  the  good  Husband  tt 
flome,  my  Son  and  my  Servants  fpend  all  at  the  Univerv 

fity. 

€Ta.  How  now,  what's  the  Matter/ 

Af/r.  What,  is  this  Man  lunatick  f 

Tra.  Sir,  you  feem  a  fober  ancient  Gentleman  by  yourHa* 
bit;  but  your  Words  (hew  you  a  Mad-man;  why.  Sir,  what 
concerm  ft  you,  if  I  wear  Pearl  and  Gold  ;  I  thank  my 
go6d  Ftfther,  I  am  able  to  maintain  it. 

Fin.  Thy  Father  J  Oh  Villain,  he  is  a  Satf-mater  in  Btfr, 
game. 

Baf.  You  miftake,Sir,  you  nEiiftake,  Sir;  pray  what  do 
you  think  is  his  Name  v^ 

Fi9i.  His  Name^  as  if  I  knew  uolt  Vu^  "^^itv^  \  Wv^ 
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brought  him  up  ever  fince  he  was  three  Yean  old,  and  his 
Name  is  Tranio. 

Fed.  Away>  away  mad  Afs,  his  Name  is  Lmentio^  and 
he  is  mine  only  Son,  and  Heir  to  the  Lands  of  me  Signior 

Fin.  Lucemio!  Oh  he  hath  murthered  his  Mafter;  lay 
hold  on  him  I  charge  you  in  the  Duke's  Name;  oh  my 
Son^  my  Son ;  tell  me,  thou  Villain,  where  is  my  Son  Lh- 
centio  f 

Tra.  Call  forth  an  Officer;  carry  this  mad  Knave  to  the 
Goal ;  Fatlyr,  Baptifia^  I  charge  you  fee  that  he  be  forth- 
coming. 

Fin.  Carry  me  to  Goal } 

Ore.  Stay,  Officer,  he  (hall  not  go  to  Prilbn, 

Bap.  Talk  nor^  Signior  Gremio;  I  fay  he  (hall  go  to  Pri« 
fon. 

Gre.  Take  heed,  Signior  BapHfiuy  left  you  be  Cony- 
catch'd  in  this  Bufincfs;  I  dare  fwear  this  is  the  right  Ftn- 
eentio. 

Fed.  Swear  if  thou  dar'ft. 

Gre.  Nay,  I  dare  not  fwear  it. 

TYa.  Then  thou  wert  beft  fay,  that  I  am  not  Lucenti^. 

Gre.  Yes,  I  know  thee  to  be  Signior  Lncentio. 

Bap.  Away  with  the  Dotard,  to  Goal  with  him. 

Enter  Lucentio  and  Bianca. 

Ftn.  Thus  Strangers  may  be  hal'd  and  abus*d;  oh  mon- 
ftrous  Villain. 

Bion.  Oh  we  are  fpoiPd,  and  yonder  he  is,  deny  him,  for- 
fwear  him,  or  elfe  we  are  all  undone. 

\JExit  Biondello,  Tranio4;r^  Pedant  4i^!/?^  nuq^be. 

Luc.  Pardon,  fweet  Father*  [Kneeling. 

Ftn.  Lives  my  fweet  Son  ? 

Bian.  Pardon,  dear  Father. 

Bap.  How  haft  thou  offended;  where  is  Lucentio  ? 

Luc.  Here's  Lucentio,  right  Son  to  the  right  Fincentio. 
That  have  by  Marriage. made  thy  Daughter  mine: 
While  counterfeit  Suppofcs  bleer^d  thine  Eyn. 

Gre.  Here's  packing  with  a  witnefs  to  deceive  us  all« 

Ftn.  Where  is  that  damn'd  Villain  Tranio^ 
That  fac'd  and  br^v'd  me  in  this  Matter  fo? 
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B4p.  Why,  tell  me,  is  not  this  my  Camhio  ? 

Bian.  Camhio  is  chang'd  into  Lucentie.  , 

Luc.  Love  wrought  thefe  Miracles*  Bianca\  Love 
Made  me  exchange  my  State  with  Tranioj 
While  he  did  bear  my  Countenance  in  the  Town : 
And  happily  I  have  arrived  at  laft 
Unto  the  wiihed  Haven  t>f  my  Blifi; 
What  Tranio  did,  my  felf  entorc'd  him  to ; 
Then  pardon  him,  fweet  Father,  for  my  Sake. 

Fin.  I'll  flit  the  Villain's  Nofe  that  would  have  feat  me 
to  the  GoaL 

Bap.  But  do  you  hear.  Sir,  have  you  marry'd  my  Daugh« 
ter  without  asking  my  good  Will  f 

Fin.  Fear  not,  B^tifia^  we  will  content  yon,  go  to ;  but 
I  will  in,  to  be  revenged  on  this  Vallain.  [ExiK 

Bap.  And  I  to  found  the  Depth  of  this  Knavery.  [Exit. 

Lhc.  Look  not  pale,  Bianca^  thy  Father  will  not  frown. 

[Extftut. 

Gre.  My  Cake  is  Dough,  but  Fll  in  among  the  reft,        ^\ 
Out  of  Hope  of  all,  but  my  Share  of  the  Feaft.  [Exit. 

Kath.  Husband  let's  follow,  to  fee  the  End  of  this  ado. 

Pet.  Firft  kifs  tne^KatCj  and  we  will. 

Kath.  What,  in  the  midft  of  the  Street  ? 

Pet.  What,  art  thou  aCbam'd  of  me  ? 

Kath.  No,  Sir,  God  forbid,  but  aiham*d  to  kifs. 

Pet.  Why  then  let's  Home  again:  Come,  Sirrah,  let's  a- 
way. 

Kath.  Nay,  I  will  give  thee  a  Kifs;  now  pray  thee  Love, 
ftay. 

Pet.  Is  not  this  well?  Come,  my  fweet  KAte; 
Better  once  than  never,ifor  never  too  late.  [Exettttt. 
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ACT  V.    SCENE  I. 

EnNt  Bapcifta,  Vincentio,  Greraia,  Pedant*  Lucentio.  Bi* 
anca^  Traoio,  Biondello,  Petruchid«  Katharina,  Orumio, 
Hortenfio  and  Widow.  Tranio'/  Sensints  bringing  in  s 
Banquet. 

hnc.     A  Tiaft,  tho'loog,  our  ]arrin|;  Noce$  agree, 
xJL  And  time  it  is  when  raging  War  is  done^ 
To  fmite  at  'Scapes  and  Perils  over-blowo^ 
My  fair  Bianca^  bid  my  Father  welcomei 
While  I  with  fdf-fame  Kindnels  weicome  thine} 
Brother  Petrnchioy  Sifter  KasbarinOf 
And  thou  HortmJU  with  thy  lovii^  Widow; 
Feaft  with  the  heft,  and  wdtome  to  my  Houfe^ 
My  Banquet  is  to  clofe  our  Stomachs  up 
Atcer  our  great  good  Cheer :  Pray  you  fit  dowii> 
Air  now  we  (it  to  chat  as  well  as  eat. 

Ptu  Nothing  bat  (it  and  (it,  and  eat  and  eat  I 

Bap.  Padua  affords  this  Kindnefs^  Soft  P^truchic. 

Pet.  Padua  affords  nothing  but  what  is  kind. 

Bor.  t^or  both  our  Sakes  I  would  that  Word  wore  4iue« 

Pet.  Now  for  Isy  Life  Horttnfi^  fears  bis  Widow. 

Hot.  Then  never  truft  me  if  I  be  a&ard^ 

Pet.  You  are  very  fenfible,  and  yet  you  mifs  my  Senie: 
1  mean  Uortinfio  is  afeard  of  youw 

Wid.  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  the  World  turns  round* 

Pet.  Roundly  replied. 

Kaii)t  Miftrefs^  how  mean  you  that  i 

Wid.  Thus  I  conceive  by  him. 

Pet.  Conceives  by  me,  how  likes  Horten/io  that  ? 

Hor.  My  Widow  fays,  thus  (he  conceives  her  Tale. 

Pet.  Very  well  mended,  kifs  him  for  thar^  good  Wi*' 
dow. 
.   Kath.  He  that  is  giddy  thinks  the  World  turns  round— -• 
I  ipray  you  tell  me  what  you  meant  by  that^ 

Wid.  Your  Husband  being  troubled  with  a  Shrew# 
Meafure's  my  Husband's  Sorrow  by  his  Woe; 
And  now  you  know  my  Meanings 

KiaiV« 
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iCath.  A  very  mean  Meaning. 

ff^d.  Right,  I  mean  you. 

Kath.  And  I  am  mean  indeed)  refpe&ingyoa« 

Pet.  To  her,  Kate. 

Hut*  To  her,  Widow. 

teu  A  hundred  Markss  my  K^te  do  put  her  dow«* 

Hor.  That's  my  OflBce. 

Tet.  Spoke  Ukean  Officer;  ha,  to  thee  Lad^ 

\prinki  t0  Hortenfio^ 

Bap.  How  likes  Gremio  thefe  quick-witted  Folks  { 

Gre.  Believe  me.  Sir,  they  butt  together  well. 

Bian.  Head,  and  but,  an  hafly-witted  Body 
Would  fay,  your  Head  and  But  were  Head  and  Hortu 

f^m.  Ay,  Miftrefs  Bride,  hath  that  awaken'd  you  { 

Bian.  Ay^    buft  not  frighted  me,    therefore  TU  fleep 
again. 

Peu  Nay,  that  you  ihall  not  fince  you  have  begun: 
Have  at  you  for  a  better  Jeft  or  two. 

Bian.  Am  I  your  Bh-d*  )  mean  to  Ihift  my  BuAt 
And  then  purfue  me  as  you  draw  your  Bow« 
You  are  welcoHae  lill  [Exit  Bianca,  Ka^  and  VffkUm 

.    Petm  She  hath  prevented  me.  Here  Signior  Traai^t 
This  Bird  you  aim*d  at,  tho'  you  hit  it  not^ 
Therefore  a  Health  to  all  that  (hot  and  mifs'd. 

Tra.  Oh,  Sir,  Luctntio  flipt  me  like  his  Gray-hound* 
Which  runs  hiibfelf^  and  catches  for  his  Mafter* 

Pet.  A  good  fwift  Simile,  but  fomething  currifli. 

Ttd.  *Tis  well,  Sir,  that  you  hunted  for  your  Mfi 
*Tis  thought  your  Deer  does  hold  you  at  a  Bay. 

^Baf.  Oh,  oh  Petrmchi^i  Tronic  hits  you  now. 

Liic.  I  thank  thee  for  that  Gird)  good  Trank. 

H9r.  Confer^  confefs,  hath  he  not  hie  you  here J[ 

Pet.  He  has  a  little  gaird  me,  I  confefs; 
And  as  the  Jeft  did  glance  away  from  met 
*Tis  ten  to  one  it  malm'd  you  two  outright; 

Bof.  Now  in.  good  Sadnefi^  Son  Pttrndm^ 
Ithink  ihoii  baft  the  verieft  Shrew  of  alL 

Pit.  Well,  I  fay  no ;  and  tberefore  for  AfluTiDCf^ 
Let'^^eacb  one  fend  unto  his  Wife^ 
And  he  whofe  Wife  is  moft  obedtentf 
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To  come  at  firft  when  he  doth  fend  for  hery 
Shall  win  the  Wager  which  we  willpropofe. 
Hor.  Content,  what's  the  Wager? 
Luc.  Twenty  Crowns. 
Pet.  Twenty  Crowqs  i 
rll  vtQture  fo  much  on  my  Hawk  or  Hound, 
But  twenty  times  fo  much  upon  my  Wife* 
Luc.  A  hundred  then. 
Hifr.  Content. 
Pet.  A  match,  'tis  done. 
Hor.  Who  (hall  begin  f 
Luc.  That  will  I. 
Go,  SUtuUUo,  bid  your  Miftreb  come^  me. 

Bhn4  I  go.  [Exit. 

Bap.  Son,  I'll  be  your  half,  Biauca  comes. 
Lite,  ril  have  no  halves :  I'll  bear  it  all  my  felf. 

Enter  Biondello. 
How  now,  what  Ne^ys  ? 

Bioft.  Sit,my  Miftrcfs  fends  you  •Word 
That  (he  is  bufie,  and  cannot  come. 
*   Pit.  How  I  (he's  bu(ie,  and  cannot  come:  Is  that  an  An- 
fwer  J 

Gre.  Ay,  and  a  kind  one  too  •* 
Pray  God,  Sir,  your  Wife  fend  you  not  a  worfe. 
P^t;  I  hope  better. 

Hor.  Sirrah  BiondelU^  go  and  intreat  my  Wife  to  come 
to  me  fortjxwith.  [Exit  Biondello. 

Pet.  Oh  ho  I  intreat  her !  nay  then  (he  muft  needs  come* 
Hor.  I  am  afraid.  Sir,  do  what  you  can. 

Enter  Biondello.  ^ 

Yours  will  not  be  entreated:  Now,  where's  ray  Wife? 
Bion.  She  fays  you  have  fome  goodly  Jeft  in  Handy 
She  will  not  come:  She  bids  you  come  to  her. 

Pet.  Wdrfe  and  wprfe,  (he  will  not  comef 
Oh  vild,  intolerable,  not  to  be  indur*d : 
Sirrah  Grumioj  go  to  your  Miftrefs, 
Say  I  command  her  to  come  to  me.  [Exit*  Gru. 

Hor.,  I  know  her  Ajifwer. 
Pet.  What? 
Hor.  She  will  not. 

Pit: 
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Pet.  The  fouler  Fortune  mine,  and  there's  an  end 

Enter  Katharina.' 

Bap.  Now,  by  my  Hollidam,  here  comes  Katharine. 
Kaih,  What  is  your  Will,  Sir,  that  you  fend  for  me  { 
Pet.  Where  is  your  Sifter,  and  Hortenfio*s  Wife  ? 
Kath.  They  fit  conferring  by  the  Parlour  Fire* 
Pet.  Go,  fetch  them  hither;  if  they  deny  to  come, 
Swinge  me  them  foundly  forth  unto  their  Husbands : 
Away,  I  fay,  and  bring  them  hither  ftraight*      [^Exit  ICath« 
Luc.  Here  is  a  Wonder,  if  you  talk  of  a  Wonder* 
Her.  And  fo  it  is :  I  wonder  what  it  boads« 
Pet.  Marry,  Peace  it  boads,  and  Lovef  and  quiet  Life^ 
An  awful  Rule  and  right  Supremacy ; 
And  to  be  ihort,  what  not,  that's  iweet  and  happy^ 

Bap.  Now  fair  befall  thee,  good  Petrttchio ; 
The  Wagei-  thou  haft  won,  and  I  will  add 
Unto  their  LoiTes  twenty  thoufand  Crowns^ 
Another  Dowry  to  another  Daughter, 
For  ihe  is  changed  as  (he  had  never  been^ 

Pet.  Nay,  I  will  win  my  Wager  better  yet# 
And  ftiow  more  Sign  of  her  Obedience, 
Her  new-built  Virtue  and  Obedience. 

Enter  Katharina,  Bianca  and  Wldoij^. 
See  where  ihe  comes,  and  brings  your  froward  WiveJ 
As  Prifoners  to  her  womanly  Perfuafion  { 
Katharine^  that  Cap  of  yours  becomes  you  nor, 
Off  with  that  Bauble,  and  throw  it  underfoot. 

[she  pulls  off  her  Cap  and  throii>s  it  down. 
Wid.  Lord,  let  me  never  have  a  Caufe  to  (igb, 
•Till  I  be  brought  to  fuch  a  filly  pafsi 
Bian.  Fie^  what  a  foolifti  Duty  call  you  this  ? 
Luc.  I  would  your  Duty  were  as  foolifti  too  j 
The  Wifdom  of  your  Duty,  fair  Bianca^ 
Hath  coft  me  an  hundred  Crowns  fince  Supper-tlitre. 
Bian.  The  more  Fool  you  for  laying  on  my  Duty* 
Pet.  Katharine^  I  charge  thee  tell  thefe  headftrong  Women^' 
what  Duty  they  owe  to  their  Lords  and  Husbands. 

Wid.  Come,  come,    you're  mocking;    we  will  have  no 
telling. 
Pet.  Come  on,  I  fay,  and  firft  bc^itv  >»ivtVv  Vvt\. 
Vol.  11.  T  Wvd.^ 
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Wid.  She  (hall  not. 

iV/.  I  fay  (he  (halt,  and  firft  begin  with  her. 

Kath.  Fie,  fie,  unknit  that  threatning  unkind  Brow» 
A.:d  dart  not  fcornful  Glances  from  thofe  Eyes* 
To  wound  thy  Lord,  thy  King,  thy  Governor. 
It  blots  thy  Beauty,  as  Frofts  bite  the  Meads, 
Confounds  thy  Faroe,  as  WKirlwinds  ihake  fair  Buds, 
And  in  no  Senfe  is  meet  or  amiable. 
A  Woman  mov'dis  like  a  Fountain  troubled. 
Muddy,  ill  fecming,  thick,  bereft  of  Beauty; 
And  while  it  is  fo,  rone  fo  dry  or  ihirfty 
Will  dain  to  fip,  or  touch  one  Drop  of  ir. 
Thy  Husband  is  thy  Lord,  thy  Life,  thy  Keeper, 
Thy  Head,  thy  Soveraign;  one  that  cares  for  thee> 
And  for  thy  Maintenance :  Conunits  his  Body 
To  painful  Labour,  both  by  Sea  and  Lan^ ; 
To  watch  the  Night  in  Storms,  the  Day  inCoId, 
Whil'ft  thou  ly'ft  warm  at  home,  fccure  and  fafe. 
And  craves  no  other  Tribute  at  thy  Hands, ' 
But  Love,  fair  Looks,  and  true  Obedience; 
Too  little  Payment  for  fo  great  a  Debt. 
Such  Duty  as  the  Subjed  owes  the  Prince, 
Even  fuch  a  Woman  oweth  to  her  Husband/ 
And  when  (he  is  froward,  pecvifh,  fuUen,  fower. 
And  not  obedient  to  his  honed  Will ; 
What  is  ftie  but  a  foul  contending  Rebel, 
And  gracelefs  Traitor  to  her  loving  Lord? 
I  am  afliam'd  that  Women  are  fo  iimple. 
To  offer  War  where  they  (hould  kneel  for  Peace, 
Or  feek  for  Rule,  Supremacy,  and  Sway, 
When  they  are  bound  to  ferve,  love,  and  obey. 
Why  are  our  Bodies  foft,  and  weak,  and  fmooth^ 
Unapt  to  toil  and  trouble  in  the  World, 
But  that  our  foft  Conditions,  and  onr  Hearts, 
Should  weM  agree  with  our  external  Parts  ? 
Come,  come,  you*ar  froward  and  unable  Worms, 
My  Mind  hath  been  as  big  as  one  of  yours. 
My  Heart  is  great,  my  Reafon  haply  more. 
To  bandy  Word  for  Word,  and  Frown  for  Frown ; 
But  now  I  fee  our  Launces  are  but  Straws, 

,     .  Ou 
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Our  Strength  is  weak,  our  Weaknefs  paft  compare^ 

That  feeming  to  be  moft|  which  we  indeed  leaft  are  : 

Then  vale  your  Stomachs,  for  it  is  no  Boot^ 

And  place  your  Hands  below  your  Husband's  Foot : 

In  token  ot  which  Duty,  if  he  pleafe, 

My  Hand  is  ready,  may  it  do  him  £afe# 

Pet.  Why,  there's  a  Wench :  Come  on»  and  kifs  mc 
Kate. 

Luc.  V/ell,  go  thy  ways^  old  Lad,  for  thou  (halt  ha*t. 

F7n.  *Tis  a  good  Hearing  when  Children  are  towards 

Lhc.  But  a  harfli  Hearing  when  Women  are  froward. 

Pet.  Come,  Kate,  we'll  to  Bed, 
We  two  are  married*  but  you  two  are  fped. 
*Twas  I  won  the  Wager,  tho'  you  hit  the  White* 
And  being  a  Winner,  God  give  you  good  Nighr. 

[Exit  Petruchio  and  Kath* 

Hor.  Now  go  thy  Ways^    thou  haft  tam'd  a    curft 
Shrew. 

LfiC4  *Tis  a  Wonder*  by  your  leave,  fhe  will  be  tam'd  fo^ 

[Excuftt4 
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All's  well  that  'Ends  well. 


ACT  I.    SCENE    I. 

£jwcr  Bertram,  rAe  Co)w>«/x  »/ Roffilio^,  Helena,  «»</ Ljfcu 
in  Mamrning. 

COVNTESS. 
V  delivering  my  Son  from  me,  I  bury  a  fe- 
cond  Husband. 

Btr,  And  in  going.  Madam,  I  weep  o'er 
my  Father's  Death  anew;  bur  I  mutt  attend 
his  Majefty's  Command,  to  whom  I  am  now 
in  Ward,  evermore  in  Subjeftion. 
LAf.  YoulhallfindoftheKingaHusband,  Madam;  you. 
Sir,  a  Father.  He  that  fo  generally  is  at  all  times  good, 
muftofncceffity  hold  his  Virtue  to  you,  whofc  worthlnefs 
would  ftir  it  up  were  it  wanted,  rather  than  Uck  it  where 
there  is  fuch  abundance. 

Count.  What  hope  is  there  of  his  Majefty's  amendment? 
La,f.  He  hath  abandon'd  his  PhyOcians,    Madam,   under 
whofe  Pradices  be  hath  perfecuted  Time  with  Hope,  and 
finds  no  other  advantage  in  the  Procefs,  but  only  the  lofing 
of  Hope  by  Time, 

(^Hnt,  This  young  Gentlewoman  had  a  Father,  O  that  \ 
hadi  How  fad  a  Palfagc 'tis !  whofe  Skill  was  alraoft  as  great    ■ 
aTtis  Honefty;  had  it  ftrctch'd  fo  fa',  it  would  have  made 
Nature  immortal,  and  Death  Ihould  have  play  for  lack  of 
work.     Would,  for  the  King's  fake,  he  were  living,  I  think 
it  would  b«  the  Death  of  the  King's  Difcafe. 

Ldf.  How  call'd  you  the  Man  you  fpeak  of.  Madam? 
Comm,  He  was  l^nioas.  Sir,  in  his  ProfcQior,  and  ic  «u 
his  great  Right  to  be  fo  :  GtrtixA  dt  Narbm, 

T  +  -  l^*^ 


Laf.  He  was  Excellent  indeed.  Madam;  the  King  very 
lately  fpoke  of  him  admiringly  and  mourningly :  He  was 
skilful  enough  to  have  liv*d  fiill,  if  Knowledge  could  be  fet 
up  againft  Mortality. 

Ser.  What  is  it,  my  good  Lord>  the  King  languifliesx>f? 

Laf.  A  Fiftula,  my  Lord. 

Ber.  I  heard  not  of  it  before. 

Laf.  I  would  it  were  not  notorious.  Was  this  Gentle- 
woman the  Daughter  of  Gerard  de  Narhon  ? 

Count.  His  fole  Child,  my  Lord,  and  bequeathed  to  my 
overlooking.  I  have  thofe  hopes  of  her  good«  that  her  Edu- 
cation promifes  her  Difpofition  ihe  inherits,  which  makes 
fair  Gifts  fairer;  for  where  an  unclean  Mind  carries  virtuous 
Qualitier,  there  Commendations  go  with  Pity,  they  are 
Virtues  and  Traytors  too :  In  her  they  are  the  better  for 
their  Simplenefs,  flie  derives  her  Honefty,  and  atchieves  her 
Coodnefs. 

Laf.  Your  Commendations,  M^dam,  get  from  her  Tears. 

Count.  'Tis  the  beft  Brine  a  Maiden  can  feafon  her  Praife 
in,  The  remembrance  of  her  Father  never  approaches  her 
Heart,  but  the  Tyranny  of  her  Sorrows  takei  all  livelihood 
from  her  Cheek.  No  more  of  this,  HeUnn^  go  to,  no 
more,  left  it  be  rather  thought  you  affeft  a  Sorrow,  than  to 

l)a\¥ 

HcL  I  do  afFed  a  Sorrow  indeed,  but!  have  it  too. 

Laf  Moderate  Lamentations  is  the  Right  of  the  Dead,  ex» 
ccffive  Grief  the  Enemy  to  the  Living. 

Count.  If  the  Living  be  Enemy  to  the  Grief,  the  (xc^fs 
makes  it  foon  mortal. 

Bcr.  Madam,  I  defire  your  holy  Wilhes. 

Laf  How  underftand  we  that  ? 

Count.  Be  thou  bleft,  Bertramy  and  fucceed  thy  Father 
In  lylanners  as  in  Shape:  Thy  Blood  and  Virtue 
Contend  for  Empire  in  thee,  and  thy  Goodnefs 
Share  with  thy  Birth-right.    Love  all,  truft  a  few. 
Do  wrong  to  none :  Be  able  for  thine  Enemy 
Rather  in  Power  than  Ufe;  and  keep  thy  Friend 
Under  thy  own  Life's  Key :  Be  checked  for  Silence, 
But  never  tax'd  for  Speech.    What  Heav'n  more  will. 
That  thee  may  f  urniih,  and  my  Prayers  pluck  down, 
F^]l  on  th^  lUdi^f    Farewel,  my  I^ord, 
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'Tis  an  unfeafon'd  Courtier*  good  my  Lord, 
Advife  him. 

Laf.  He  canaOt  want  the  beft 
That  (hall  attend  his  Love. 

CofMf.  Heav'n  blefs  him.  Farewel,  Bertram.     [Exit  Count. 

Ber.  [toflf/.]  The  beft  Wilhes  that  canbeforg'd  in  your 
Thoughts,  be  Servants  to  you :  Be  comfortable  to  my  Mo- 
ther, your  Miftrefs,  and  make  much  of  her. 

Laf.  Farewel,  pretty  Lady,  you  muft  hold  the  Credit  of 
your  Father.  [Exeunt  Ber.  and  Laf. 

HeL  Oh  were  that  all 1  think  not  on  my  Father,! 

And  thefc  great  Tears  grace  his  Remembrance  more     7 
Than  thofe  I  (hcd  for  him.     What;  was  he  like  ?      ./ 
I  have  forgot  him.     My  Imagination  y^' 

Carries  no  Favour  in*t,  but  Bertram's. 
I  am  undone,  there  is  no  Living,  none,  .^ 

If  Bertram  be  away.     T were  all  one  \ 

That  I  ihould  love  a  bright  particular  Star, 
And  think  to  wed  it ;  he  is  fo  Above  me:       ) 
In  his  bright  Radiance  and  Collateral  Light 
Muft  I  be  comforted,  not  in  his  Sphere. 
Th'  Ambition  in  my  Love  thus  plagues  it  felf ; 
The  Hind,  that  would  be  mated  by  the  Lion, 
Muft  dye  for  Love.     *Twas  pretty,  tho*  a  Plague,    * 
To  fee  him  ev*ry  Hour^o  fit  and  draw 
His  arched  Brows,  his  hawking  Eye,  his  Cuils 
In  our  Heart's  Table :  Heart  too  capable 
Of  every  Line  and  Trick  of  hisfweet  Favour- 
But  now  he  is  gone,  and  my  idolatrous  Fancy 
Muft  fanftifie  his  Relick.     Who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Parolles. 
One  that  goes  with  him  :  I  love  him  for  his  fake. 
And  yet  I  know  him  a  notorious  Liar, 
Think  him  a  great  way  Fool,  folely  a  Coward ; 
Yet  thefe  fix'd  Evils  fit  fo  fit  in  him. 
That  they  take  place,  when  Virtues  fteely  Bones 
Look  bleak  i'th'  cold  Wind ;  withal,  full  oft  W8  fee 
Cold  Wifdom  waiting  on  fuperfluous  Folly. 

Par.  Save  you,  fair  Queen. 

IfeL  And  you,  Monarch. 

Par.  No. 
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^r/.  And  no. 

Par.  Are  you  meditating  on  Vifginity  ? 

HcL  Ay:  You  have  fome  ftain  of  Soldier  in  you;  kt  me 
ask  you  a  Queftion.  Man  is  £nemy  to  Virginity,  how  may 
we  barricado  it  againft  bim? 

PoTm  Keep  him  out. 

HcL  But  he  aflaih,  and  our  Virginity*  though  ^valiant, 
in  the  defence  yec  is  weak  :  Unfold  us  fome  warlike  Kefi* 
ftancc. 

Par.  There  is  none :  Man  fetting  down  before  you,  will 
undermine  you,  and  blow  you  up. 

HcL  Blefs  our  poor  Virginity  from  Undermincr5,  and 
Blowers  up.  Is  there  no  military  Pdicy  how  Virgins  might 
blow  up  Men  ?  i 

Par.  Virginity  being  blown  down,  Man  will  quicklier 
be  blown  up :  Marry  in  blowing  him  down  again,  with 
the  Breach  your  ft  Ives  made,  you  lofe  your  City.  It  is 
not  Politick,  in  the  Commonwealth  of  Nature,  to  prefervc 
Virginity.  Lofs  of  Virginity,  i$  rational  Encreafe,  and 
there  was  never  Virgin  got,  'till  Virginity  was  firft  loft. 
That  you  were  made  of,  is  Metal  to  make  Virgins.  Vir- 
ginity, by  being  once  loft,  may  be  ten  times  found :  By 
being  ever  kept,  it  is  ever  loft;  'tis  too  cold  a  Companion; 
away  with'^ 

Hcl.  I  will  ftand  for't  a  little,  though  therefore  I  die  a 
Virgin. 

Par.  There*s  little  can  be  faid  in*t ;  'tis  acainft  the  Rule 
of  Nature.  To  fpeak  on  the  part  of  Virginity,  is  to  ac- 
cufc  your  Mother;  which  is  moft  infailible  Difobedience. 
He  that  hangs  himfcif  is  a  Virgin :  Virginity  murthers  it 
fe!f,  and  fliould  be  buried  in  High-ways  out  ©f  all  fanfti- 
ficd  Limit,  as  a  defperate  OfFendrefs  againft  Nature.  Vir- 
ginity breeds  Mites,  much  like  a  Cheefe,  confuroes  it  felf 
to  the  very  Paring,  and  fo  dies  with  feeding  its  own  Sto- 
fnach.  Befides  Virginity  i^  pcevifti,  proud*  idle,  made 
of  felT-love,  which  is  the  moft  inhabited  Sin  in  the  Canon. 
JCcepit  not,  you  cannot  chufe  but  loofe  by't.  Out  with't; 
within  ten  Years  it  will  make  it  felf  two,  which  is  a  goodly 
increafe,  and  the  Principal  it  &lf  not  much  the  worfe.  A- 
way  with't. 
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HJp  How  might  one  do.  Sir,  to  lofe  it  to  her  own 
liking  i 

Par.  Let  me  fee.  Marry  iU,  to  like  him  that  ne'er  it 
likes.  *Tis  a  Commodity  will  lofe  the  Glofs  with  lying. 
The  longer  kept^  the  lefs  worth :  Off  with't  while  'tis  ven- 
dible. Anfwer  the  time  of  requeft*  Virginity,  like  an  old 
Courtier*  wears  her  Cap  out  of  Fa(hion,  richly  futed,  but 
unfutable)  juft  like  the  Brooch  and  the  Toothpick,  which 
we  wear  not  now :  Your  Date  is  better  in  your  Pyeand  your 
Porredge,  than  in  your  Cheek ;  and  your  Virginity,  your 
old  Virginity,  is  like  one  of  our  French  withered  Pears ;  it 
looks  ill,  it  eats  drily,  marry  'tis  a  wither 'd  Pear  :  It  was 
formerly  better,  marry  yet  'tis  a  withered  Pear.  Will  you 
any  thing  with  it  ? 

Hel.  Not  my  Virginity  yet. 
There  ihall  your  Mafter  have  a  thoufand  Loves, 
A  Mother*  and  a  Miftrefs,  and  a  Friend, 
A  Phoenix,  Captain,  and  an  Enemy* 
A  Guideji.  a  Goddefs,  and  a  Sovereign, 
A  Counfeller,  a  Traitrefs*  and  a  Dear ; 
His  humbleft  Ambition,  proud  Humility, 
I^s  jarring  Concord,  and  his  difcord  Dulcet, 
His  Faith,  his  fweet  Difafter ;  with  a  world 
Of  pretty  fond  adoptious  Chriftendoms 

That  blinking  Cm^*^  go  flips.     Now  (hall  he- 

I  know  not  what  he  (hall—-—  God  fend  him  well         ? 
The  Court's  a  learning  Place— and  he  is  one . 

Par.  What  one,  i'faith  ? 

Hcl.  That  I  wi(h  well *tis  pity 

Par.  What's  pity  ? 

HeL  That  wi(hing  well  had  not  a  Body  in'r, 
Which  might  be  felt,  that  we  poorer  born, 
Whofe  bafer  Stars  do  (hut  them  up  in  Wi(hes, 
Might  with  effeds  of  them  follow  our  Friends* 
And  (hew  what  we  alone  muft  think,  which  never 
Heturns  us  Thanks. 

Eater  Page. 

Page.  Monfieur  ParcfUs, 
My  Lord  calls  for  you. 

Par.  Little  Helen  farcwel,  if  I  can  remember  thee,  I  will 
tbjnli;  of  thef  at  Court, 
^  *  ^^^ 
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HcL  Monfieur  ParoUes^  you  were  bom  under  a  chari- 
table Stj^r. 

Par.  Under  Aiars^  I. 

Hel.  I  efpecially  think  under  Mars. 

Par.  Why  under  Mars  ? 

Hel.  The  Waters  have  fo  kept  you  under,  that  you  muft 
needs  be  born  under  Mars. 

Par.  When  he  was  Predominant. 

Hel.  When  he  was  Retrograde,  I  think  rather. 

Par.  Why  think  you  fo  ? 

Hel.  You  go  fo  much  backward  when  you  Fight. 

Par.  That's  for  Advantage. 

Hel.  So  is  Running  away. 
When  Fear  propofes  Safety : 

But  the  Cnmpofirion  that  your  Valour  and  Fear  makes  in 
you,  is  a  Virtue  of  a  good  Wing,  and  I  like  the  wear  welL 

Par.  I  am  fo  full  of  Bufinefs,  1  cannot  anfwer  thee  acute- 
ly :  I  will  return  pcrfeft  Courtier,  in  the  which  my  Inftru* 
ition  (hall  ferve  to  Naturalize  thee,  fo  thou  wilt  ht  capable 
of  the  Courtiers  Counfel,  and  undcrftand  what  Advice  (hall 
thruH:  upon  thee ;  elfe  thou  dieft  in  thine  Unthankfulnefs,  and 
thine  Ignorance  makes  thee  away;  farewel.  When  thou  haft 
leifure,  fay  thy  Prayers ;  when  thou  haft  none,  remember 
thy  Friends;  get  thee  a  good  Husband,  and  ufe  him  as  he 
ufesthee:  So  farewel.  \J£xiu 

Hel.  Our  Remedies  oft  in  our  felves  do  lye. 
Which  we  afcribe  to  Heav'n:  The  fated  Sky 
Chives  us  free  Scope,  only  doth  backward  pull 
Our  flow  Defigns,  when  we  our  felves  are  dull. 
What  Power  is  it,  which  mounts  my  Love  fo  high, 
That  mikrs  me  fee,  and  cannot  feed  mine  Eye? 
Tne  mightieft  Space  in  Fortune,  Nature  brings 
To  join  Jike  Likes,  and  kifs  like  native  Things. 
ImpolTible  be  ftrange  Attempts  to  thofe 
That  weigh  their  Pains  in  Senfe,  and  do  fuppofe 
What  hath  been,  cannot  be.     Who  ever  ftrove 
To  fliew  her  Merit,  that  did  mifs  her  Love? 

The  King's  Difeafe My  Projcft  may  deceive  me. 

But  my  Intents  are  fix'd,  and  will  not  leave  me.         [Exitm 

Fhmijb 
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FloMriJb  Carmts.    Enter  the  King  of  France  with  Letters^ 

and  divers  Attendants. 

Kingm  The  Florentines  and  Senojs  are  by  th*  Ears, 
Have  fought  with  equal  Fortune,  and  continue 
A  braving  War. 

I  Lord.  So  'tis  reported*  Sir. 

King.  Nay, 'tis  moft  credible;  we  here  receive  it> 
A  Certainty  vouch'd  from  our  CouHn  uiuftriay 
With  Caution,  that  the  Florentine  will  move  us 
For  fpcedy  Aid;  wherein  our  deareft  Friend 
Prejudicates  the  Bufinefs,  and  would  feem 
To  have  us  make  Denial. 

1  Lord.  His  Love  and  Wifdom, 
Approved  fo  to  your  Majefty,  may  plead 
For  ampleft  Credence. 

King.  He  hath  arm'd  our  Anfwer, 
And  Florence  is  deny'd  before  he  comes : 
Yet  for  our  Gentlemen  that  mean  to  fee 
The  Tufian  Service,  freely  have  they  leave 
To  (land  on  either  part. 

2  Lord.  It  may  well  ferve 

A  Nurferv  to  our  Gentry,  who  are  fick 
For  Breathing  and  Exploit. 
King.  What's  he  comes  here  i 

Enter  Bertram,  Lafeu  and  Parolles. 

I  Lord.  It  is  the  Count  RoJJilliony  my  good  Lord,  young 
Bertram. 

King.  Youth,  thou  bear'ft  thy  Father's  Face, 
Frank  Nature  rather  curious  than  in  bafte. 
Hath  well  composed  thee :  Thy  Father's  moral  Parts 
Maift  thou  inherit  too.  Welcome  to  Paris. 

Ber.  My  Thanks  and  Duty  are  your  Majefty 's. 

King.  I  would  I  had  that  corporal  Soundnefs  now. 
As  when  thy  Father  and  my  felf  in  Friendlhip, 
Firft  try'd  our  Soldierlhip.-  He  did  look  far 
Into  the  Service  of  the  Time,  and  was 
Bifcipled  of  the  braveft.  He  lafted  lonp. 
But  on  us  both  did  haggirti  Age  fteal  on. 
And  wore  us  out  of  Aft.  It  much  repairs  me 
Tp  talk  of  your  good  Father;  in  V\\s  XomX-Vv 
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He  had  the  Wit,  v^hich  I  can  well  cubferve 

To  Day  in  our  young  Lords;  but  they  may  jeft 

'Till  their  own  Scorn  return  to  them  unnoted. 

E'er  they  can  hide  their  Levity  in  Honour: 

So  like  a  Courtier,  no  Contempt  nor  Bitternefi 

Were  in  his  Pride,  or  Sharpntfs;  if  they  were, 

His  Equal  had  awak'd  them,  and  his  Honour 

Clock  to  it  felf,  knew  the  true  Minute  when 

Exception  bid  him  fpeak;  and  at  that  time 

His  Tongue  obey 'd  his  Hand.  Who  werebelow him. 

He  us^d  as  Creatures  of  another  Place, 

And  bow'd  his  eminent  Top  to  their  {ow  Ranks« 

Making  them  proud  of  his  Humility, 

In  their  poor  Praife  he  humbled:  Such  a  Man 

Might  be  a  Copy  to  thefe  younger  Times; 

Which  foUow'd  well,  would  demonflrate  them  xiowj 

But  Goers  backward. 

Bcr.  His  good  Remembrance,  Sir, 
Lyes  richer  in  your  Thoughts,  than  on  his  Tomb : 
So  in  Approof  lives  not  his  Epitaph, 
As  in  your  Royal  Speech. 

King.  Would  I  were  with  him ;  he  would  always  6y« 
j(Methinks  I  hear  him  now^  his  plaufive  Words 
He  fcatter'd  not  in  Ears,  but  grafted  them 
To  grow  there  and  to  bear;  let  me  not  live, 
^This  his  good  Melancholly  oft  began 
On  the  Cataftrophe  and  Hed  of  Paftime 
When  it  was  out^  Let  me  not  live,  quoth  he. 
After  my  Flame  lacks  Oil,  to  be  the  Sn«ff 
Of  younger  Spirits,  whofe  apprehcnfive  Senfes 
All  but  new  Things  difdain ;  whofe  Judgments  Mt 
Meer  Fathers  of  their  Garments;  whme  ComftcKides 
Expire  before  their  Faftiions:  This  he  wifli^d. 
I  after  him,  do  after  him  wifli  too. 
Since  I,  nor  Wax,  nor  Honey  can  bring  bomej 
I  quickly  were  diffolved  from  my  Hive, 
To  give  fome  Labourers  room. 

2  Lord.  You're  loved.  Sir, 
They  that  leaft  lend  it  you,  ftiall  lade  your  firft. 

King.  I  fill  a  Place  I  know*c ;  how  long  is't,  CeUM, 

Siiici 
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Since  the  PhyHcian  at  your  Father's  died  { 
He  was  much  fam'd. 

Bcr.  Some  fix  Months  fince,  my  Lord. 

Ki/fg.  If  he  were  living,  I  would  try  him  yet. 
Lend  me  an  Arm ;  the  reft  have  worn  me  out 
With  fcveral  Applications ;  Nature  and  Sicknefs 
Debate  it  at  their  Leifure.    Welcome,  Count, 
My  Son's  no  dearer. 

Ber.  Thanks  to  your  Majefty.  [ExcHftt^ 

Enter  CoHntefs^  Steward  and  Clown* 

Count.  I  will  now  hear,  what  fay  you  of  this  Gentle- 
woman { 

Stew.  Madam,  the  Care  I  have  had  to  even  your  Coq« 
tent,  I  wi(h  might  be  found  in  the  Calender  of  my  paft 
Endeavours^  for  then  we  wound  our  Modeft\ ,  and  make 
foul  the  Clearnefs  of  our  Defervings^  when  of  our  felves  we 
publifli  them. 

CotPft.  What  do*s  this  Knave  here  ?  Get  you  gone.  Sirrah} 
the  Complaints  I  have  heard  of  you,  I  do  not  all  believe;  'tis^ 
my  Slownefs  that  I  do  not,  for  I  know  you  lack  not  Folly 
to  commit  them,  and  have  Ability  enough  to  make  fuch 
Knaveries  yours. 

Clo.  *Tis  not  unknown  to  you.  Madam,  I  am  a  poor  Fet 
low. 

Gnnt.  Well,  Sir. 

Clo.  No,  Madam, 
'Tis  not  fo  well  that  I  am  poor,  though  many  of  the  Rich 
are  damn'd;  but  if  I  have  your  Lady  (hip's  good  Will  to  ga 
to  the  World,  Ishel  the  Woman  and  I  will  do  as  we  may. 

Count.  Wilt  thou  needs  be  a  Beggar  ? 

Clo.  I  do  beg  your  good  will  in  this  Cafe. 

Count.  What  Cafe/ 

Clo.  In  Isters  Cafe  and  mine  own ;  Service  is  no  Heri- 
tage, and  I  think  I  (hall  never  have  the  Ble(fing  of  God, 
'till  I  have  Kfue  a  my  Body,  for  they  fay  Barns  are  Blef- 
fings. 

Count.  Tell  me  the  Reafon  why  thou  wilt  marry  ? 

Qo.  My  poor  Body,  Madam,  requires  it,  I  am  driven 
on  by  the  JFie(h,  and  he  muft  needs  go  that  the  Devil 
drives. 
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Count.  Is  this  all  your  Wor (hip's  Reaibn? 

Ch.  Faichy  Madam,  I  have  other  holy  R.eafons»  fuch  as 
they  are. 

Count.  May  the  World  know  them? 

Clo.  I  have  been,  Madanoj  a  wicked  Creature,  as  you  and 
all  Flefli  and  Blood  are^  and  indeed  I  do  marry  that  I  may 
repent. 

Count.  Thy  Marriage  fooner  than  thy  Wickednefs^ 

Clo.  I  am  out  of  Friends,  Madam,  and  I  hope  to  have 
Friends  for  my  Wife's  Sake. 

Count.  Such  Friends  are  thine  Enemies^  Knave. 

Clo.  Y'are  (hallow,  Madam>  in  great  Friends,  for  the 
Knaves  come  to  do  that  for  me  which  I  am  weary  of;  he 
that  ears  my  Land,  fpares  my  Team,  and  gives  me  leave  to 
in  the  Crop;  if  I  be  his  Cuckold,  he's  my  Drudge;  he  that 
comforts  my  Wife,  is  the  Cherifherof  my  Fletband  Blood; 
he  that  cheri(heth  my  Fle(h  and  Bloody  loves  my  Flefli  and 
Blood ;  he  that  loves  my  Fle(h  and  Blood  is  my  Friend : 
Er^Oy  he  that  kiffes  my  Wife  is  my  Friend.  If  Men  could 
be  content  to  be  what  they  are,  there  were  no  fear  in  Mar- 
riage, for  young  Charbon  the  Puritan,  and  old  Po^fkm  the 
Papifl,  howfome'er  their  Hearts  are  fevered  in  Religion,  their 
Heads  are  both  one,  thty  may  joul  Horns  together  like  any 
Deer  i'th'  Herd. 

Ofunt.  Thou  wilt  ever  be  a  foul-mouth'd  and  calumnious 
Knave. 

Clo.  A  Prophet,  I  Madam,  and  I  fpeak  the  Truth  the  next 
way,  for  I  the  Ballad  will  repeat,  which  Men  full  true  (hall 
find,  your  Marriage  comes  by  Deftiny,  your  Cuckow  fings 
by  kind. 

Count.  Get  you  gone,  Sir,  I'll  talk  with  you  more  anon. 

Stew.  May  it  pleafe  you.  Madam,  that  he  hi^HeUenconit 
to  you,  of  her  I  am  to  fpeak. 

Count.  Sirrah,  tell  my  Gentlewoman  I  would  fpeak  with 
her,  Hellen  I  mean* 

Clo.  Was  this  fair  Face  the  Caufe,  quoth  ftief 
Why  the  Grecians  facked  Troy? 
Fond  done,  done  fond,  was  this  King  Priam'^s  Joy? 
With  that  (he  fighed  as  (lie  ftood,  bis^ 
And  gave  this  Sentence  then;  among  nine  bad  if  one  b6  goocf» 
Qmong  nine  bad  ii  one  be  gcod^  there's  yet  one  good  in  ten. 

CAtint« 
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Count.  What,  one  good  in  ten  ?  You  corrupt  the  Song, 
Sirrah* 

Ch.  One  good  Wortian  in  ten,  Madaro,  which  is  the  pu- 
rify ing  a  th*  Song :  Would  God  would  ferve  the  World  fo 
all  the  Year>  we'd  fin<i  no  Fault  with  the  Tithe  Woman  if 
I  were  the  Parfon ;  one  in  ten,  quoth  a'  I  and  we  might  h^ve 
a  good  Woman  born  but  o'er  every  blazing  Star,  or  at  an 
Earthquake,  'twould  mend  the  Lottery  well;  a  Man  may 
pray  his  Heart  out  e'er  a  pluck  one. 

Count.  You'll  be  gone,  Sir  Knave^  and  do  as  I  command 
you.? 

Clo^  That  Man  that  (hould  be  at  a  Woman's  command,- 
and  yet  no  hurt  done  !  tho*  Honefty  be  no  Puritan,  yet  it 
will  do  no  hurt ;  it  will  wear  the  Surplis  oF  Humility  over 
the  black  Gown  of  a  big  Heart:  I  am  going,  Forfooth,  the 
Bufinefs  is  for  Hellen  to  come  hither.  \£xit. 

Count.  Well,  now. 

Stew.  I  know,  Madam,  you  love  your  Gentlewoman  in- 
tirely. 

Count.  Faith  I  do;  her  Father  bequeathed  her  to  me,  and 
iheher  felf,  Without  other  Advantages,  may  lawfully  make 
Title  to  as  much  Love  as  (he  finds ;  there  is  more  owing 
her  than  is  paid,  and  more  ihall  be  paid  her  than  (he'll 
demand. 

Stew.  Madam,  I  was  very  late  more  near  her  than  I  think 
ihe  wifh'd  me;  alone  (he  was,  and  did  communicate  to  her 
felf,  her  own  Words  to  her  own  Ears ;  (he  thought,  I  dare  vow 
for  h^r,  they  touch*d  not  any  Stranger  Senfe.  Her  Matter 
was, (he  lov  a  your  Son;  Fortune,  (he  faid,  was  noGoddefs, 
that  had  put  fuch  Difference  betwixt  their  two  £ftates ; 
Love  no  God,  that  would  not  extend  his  Mighty  only  where 
Qualities  were  level:  Complained  againfl  the  Quecyi  of  Vir- 
gins, that  would  fuffer  her  poor  Knight  to  be  furpris'd  with- 
out Refcue  in  the  ftrfl  Aflault  or  Ranfom  afterwards  This 
ihe  delivered  in  the  moft  bitter  Touch  of  Sorrow  that  e*er 
1  heard  Virgin  .exclaim  in,  which  I  held  it  my  Duty  fpee* 
dily  to  acquaint  you  withal ;  fithence  in  the  Lofi  that  may 
happen,  it  concerns  you  Ibmething  to  know  it. 

Count.  You  have  difcharg'd  this  Honefly,  keep  ic  to  your 
felf;  many  Likelihoods  informed  me  of  this  before,  which 
hung  fo  tottering  in  the  Ballancf,  that  I  co>3idxv^N^x\i>^\v<t. 

Vol.  IL  \J  ^^^ 
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nor  mifdoubt :  Pray  you  leave  me,  ftall  thii  in  your  Bdfi^m, 
and  I  thank  you  for  your  honcftCare;  I  will  fpeak  with  you 
further  anon .  [Exit  Stewdrd. 

Enter  Helena. 
Count.  Even  fo  it  was  with  me  when  I  was  young; 
If  ever  we  are  Nature's,  thcfe  are  oufs;  this  Thorn 
Doth  to  our  Rofe  of  Youth  rightly  belong, 
Our  Blood  to  us,  this  to  our  Blood  is  boni. 
It  is  the  Show  and  Seal  of  Nature's  Trurh, 
Where  LoV^'s  flroflg  Paffion  is  impreft  in  Youth; 
By  our  Remembrances  of  Days  forgone, 
Such  were  our  Faults,  or  then  we  thought  them  none; 
Her  Eye  is  fick  on*t,  I  obferve  her  no#. 

Hel.  What  is,  your  Pleafui-e,  Madam? 

Count.  You  know,  HcIUHj  1  am  fl  Mother  to  you. 

Hel.  Mine  honourable  Mfftreft. 

Count.  Nay,  a  Mother,  why  not  a  Mother?  whftn  I  faid 
Mother,  v 

Methought  you  faw  a  Serpent;  what's  in  Mother, 
That  you  ftm  at  it?  I  4y.  I  sim  your  Mother, 
And  put  you  in  the  Catalogue  ot  thofc 
That  were  enwombed  rrtirte;  'tis  often  feen 
Adoption  ftrives  with  Nature,  and  Choice  breeds 
A  native  Slip  to  us  from  foreign  Seeds. 
You  ne'er  oppr^ft  me  ^ith  a  Mother's  Gtoap, 
Yet  I  exprefs  to  youa  Mother's  Cartf: 
God's  Mercy,  Maiden,  do's  it  curd  thy  Blood, 
To  fay  I  am  thy  Motheir?  what's  the  Matter,  -  • 

That  this  d^ftemper'd  Meffenger  of  Wet, 
The  many  colour'd  Iris  rour^ds  thine  Eye? 
Why that  you  are  my  Daughter  ? 

Hel.  That  I  am  not. 

Count.  I  fay  I  arti  your  Mother.  ; 

Hel.  Pardon,  Madaiii. 
The  Count  RoffilUon  cannot  be  my  Brother; 
I  am  from  humble,  he  from  honoured  Name ; 
No  Note  upon  my  Parents,  his  all  Noble. 
My  Mafter,  my  dear  Lord  he  i»,  and  t 
His  Servant  live,  and  will  his  Vaflal  die  : 
He  muft  not  be  my  Brother. 

Count.  Nor  I  your  Mother. 

'    '  ■  'to/. 
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Hel.  You  ^tt  my  Mother,  Madam^  would  y6U  were^ 
So  that  my  L6f4  y(mt  Sofl  were  not  my  Brothel; 
Indeed  my  Mofthtf- — ^h)I-  Were  you  both  our  Mothers, 
I  care  no  more  for,  thart  I  dd  for  Hcav'n, 
So  I  were  not  his  Sifttf ;  ^art't  Ao  other, 
But  I  your  Daughter^  ht  ftiuft  be  iay  Brother. 

Comu  Yes,  HelUn,  you  itoi^ht  be  my  Piughter-in^faWt 
God  ihield  you  meat)  k  tm^  Daughter  and  Mother^ 
So  drive  u|e^  yt^t  PuJft :  what  pftle  agen  ?  i  /,- 

My  Fear  hath  G^fthM  your  Fondoefsl  Now  I  fct 
The  MiftVy  of  your  LdvtKnefs,  and  find 
Your  fait  Tearstteid;   now  t6  allSenfe  'tis  grofs. 
You  love  my  Son ;  Inv^tibft  is  aftiam'd 
Againft  the  Pr^amatioft  of  thy  Pfcffion, 
To  fay  thou  daft  rnotj  thenefof*  tell  flae  true. 
But  tell  me  th«tt  *tis  fo.  For  loo/c,  thy  Chetb 
Confcfs  it  one  tb  tlfotherj  cmd  thine  Eyes  ^ 

See  it  fo  grofly  (hown  in  thy  Behaviour, 
That  in  their  Kihd  they  fpe&k  it:  orfly  Sin 
And  hellifti  Obftinacy  tit  thy  Tongue, 
That  Truth  fliould  be  fufpedcd ;  fpeak,  ist  fo  / 
If  it  be  fo,  you  have  wound  a  goodly  Clew: 
If  it  be  not,  forfwear't;  hoWe'er  I  charge  thW,    , 
As  Heav'n  ihall  work  in  me  for  thine  avail, 
To  tell  mc  truly. 

Hel.  Good  Madam,  pirdoft  me. 
CoHnu  Do  you  love  rty  Sort? 
Hel.  Your  Pafdon,  noble  Miftreff. 
Count.  Love  you  my  Son  ?       ' 
Hel.  Do  not  you  love  hito,  Madarta? 
Count.  Go  not  about;  my  Love  hithin't  a  Boftd, 
Whereof  the  World  rakes  note:  Come,  come,  difcloft 
The  Sute  of  yotit  Affeftibn,  for  your  Paffiolis 
Hive  to  the  full  appeach'd.  ] 

HeL  Then  I  confefs  / 

Here  on  my  Knee,  before  high  Heavert$/and  you. 
That  before  you,  and  next  unto  high  H^v'n,  I  love  your  Son  ; 
My  Friends  were  poor,  but  honeft;^'s  my  Lovej 
Be  not  oflFcnded,  for  it  hurts  not  hitti 
That  he  is  lov'd  of  me;  I  follow  him  not 
By  any  Token  of  prffuiilptUous  Suit> 
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Nor  would  I  have  hiin>  'till  I  do  deferve  him, 
\     Yet  never  know  how  that  Defert  fliould  be : 
I  know  I  love  in  vain,  ftrive  againft  Hope; 
Yet  in  this  captious  and  intenible  Sive)  ^ 

I  ftill  pour  in  the  Water  of  my  Love, 
And  lack  not  to  lofe  flill ;  thus  IndiM  like. 
Religious  in  mine  Error*  I  adore 
The  Sun  that  looks  upon  the  Worihipper, 
But  knows  of  him  no  more.  My  deareft  Madam, 
Let  not  your  Hate  incounter  with  my  Love> 
For  loving  where  you  do;  but  if  your  felf* 
Whofe  aged  Honour  cites  a  virtuous  Youth» 
Did  ever  in  fo  true  a  Flame  of  Loving, 
Wi(h  chaftly,  and  love  dearly,  that  your  Dian 
Was  both  her  felf  and  Love;  O  then  give  pity 
To  her  whofe  State  is  fuch^  that  cannot  chufe 
But  lend  and  give  where  (he  is  fure  to  lofe ; 
That  feeks  not  to  6nd  that,  which  Search  implies. 
But  Riddle  like,  lives  fweetly  where  ihe  dies* 

Count.  Had  you  not  lately  an  Intent>  fpeak  truly. 
To  go  to  Parish 
Hel.  Madam,  I  had. 
Count.  Wherefore?  Tell  true. 
HeL  I  will'tell  true,  by  Grace  it  felf  I  fwear; 
You  know  my  Father  left  me  fpme  Prefcriptions 
Of  rare  and  prov'd  EflFefls,  fucn  as  his  Reading  . 
And  manifeft  Experience  had  coUeded 
For  general  Soveraignty;  and  that  he  will'd  me 
In  heedfull'fl:  Refervacion  to  beftow  them. 
As  Notes,  whofe  Faculties  inclufive  were. 
Mare  than  they  were  in  note :  Amongft  the  reft. 
There  is  a  Remedy,  approved,  fet  down. 
To  cure  the  defperate  Languiftiings  whereof 
The  King  is  rendered  loft. 

Count.  This  was  your  Moti ve for  P^r/x,  was  it,  (peak? 
HeU  My  Lord,  your  Son  made  me  to  think  of  this^ 
EKe  PariSj  and  the  Medicine,  and  the  King, 
Had  from  the  Converfation  of  my  Thoughts, 
Happily  been  abfent  then. 

Count.  But  think  you>  HelUn^ 
If  you  /hould  tender  your  fu^^ofcd  Aid^ 
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He  would  receive  it?  He  and  his  Phyficians 
Are  of  one  Mind ;  he,  that  they  cannot  help  him : 
They;  that  they  cannot  help.  How  (hall  they  credit 
A  poor  unlearned  Virgin,  when  the  Schools. 
Emboweird  of  their  Dofirrine,  have  left  oflF 
The  Danger  to  it  fclf  ? 

HcL  There's  fomething  in't 
More  than  my  Father's  Skill,  which  was  the  great'ft 
Of  his  Profeifion,  that  his  good  Receipt 
Shall  for  my  Legacy  be  fan&ified 
By  th*  luckieft  Stars  in  Heav'n ;  and  would  your  Honour 
But  give  me  leave,  for  the  fuccefs  I'd  venture 
The  well  loft  Life  of  mine,  on  his  Grace's  Cure, 
By  fuch  a  Day  and  Hour. 

CoHHt.  Do*ft  thou  believe*t  ? 

HeU  Ay,  Madam,  knowingly. 

Comt.  Vfhy^HelUn^thovi  ihalt  have  my  Leave  and  Love, 
Means  and  Attendants,  and  my  loving  Greetings 
To  thofe  of  mine  in  Court.  I'll  ftay  at  home. 
And  pray  God's  Blcffing  unto  thy  Attempt : 
Be  gone  to  Morrow,  and  be  fure  of  this. 
What  I  can  help  thee  to,  thou  (halt  not  mifs.       \^Exmnt. 


A  C  T   II.     SCENE   L 

Enter  the  King  with  divers  joung  Lords^  ^^ki^^  ^^'^^  fi^  ^^^ 
Florentine  fTar.  Bertram  ana  ParoIles«  FUt^iJh  Cornets. 

^^&*  TJArewel,  young  Lords :  Thefe  warlike  Principles 
X   Do   not  throw  from  you;  and  you,  my  Lords» 
farewel; 
Share  the  Advice  betwixt  you*  If  both  gain,  ail 
The  Gift  doth  ftretch  it  felf  as  'tis  receiv'd^ 
Add  is  enough  for  both. 

I  L§rd.  'Tis  our  Hope,  Sir, 
After  well  entered  Soldiers,  to  return 
And  find  your  Grace  in  Health. 

King.  No,  no,  it  cannot  be ;  and  yet  my  Heart 
Will  not  confefs  he  owes  the  Malady 
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That  doth  my  Life  beHe^;  farewel,  young  Lqtds^ 

Whether  I  live  or  die,  be  you  the  Sons 

Of  worthy  Fre»ch  Men ;  let  higher  Italj, 

Thofe  bated  that  inherit  but  the  Fall 

Of  the  laft  Monarchy,  fee  that  you  come 

Not  to  woo  Honour,  but  to  wed  it,  whca 

The  braveft  Queftion  fli rinks;  find  what  you  feck. 

That  Fame  may  cry  you  loud :  I  fay,  farew^ 

I  Lord.  Health  at  your  bidding  ferve  youjr  Majefty. 

Ki?t^*  Thofe  Girls  of  Italy,  take  heed  of  them; 
They  fay  our  French  lack  Langugge  to  deny 
If  they  demand :  Beware  of  being  Captives, 
Before  you  ferve. 

Both.  Our  Hearts  receive  your  Warnings. 

iT/^f.  Farewel.  Come  hither  to  me. 

1  Lord.  Oh,  my  fweet  Lord*  that  you  Afrill  (lay  behind  us. 
Par.  'Ti$  not  his  Faulf,  the  Spark— ^ 

2  Lord.  Oh  'tis  brave 'Wars. 

Par.  Moft  admirable;  I  have  feen  thofe  Wars. 

Bern  I  am  commanded  here,  and  kept  a  Coi]  witb^ 
Too  young,  and  the  next  Year,  and  *tis  too  early. 

Par.  And  thy  Mind  ftand  to  it»  Boy ; 
Steal  away  bravely. 

Ber.  I  ftay  here  the  Forehorfe  to  a  Smock, 
Creeking  my  Sbooes  on  the  plain  Mafonry, 
•Till  Honour  be  bought  up,  and  no  Sword  worn 
But  one  to  dance  with:  By  Heav'n  I'll  fteal  away. 

1  Lord.  There's  Honour  in  the  Theft. 
Par.  Commit  it,  Count. 

2  Lord.  I  am  acceflary,  and  fo  farewel. 

BcK^  I  grow  to  you,  and  our  parting  is  atoituic'tf  Body. 

X  L0r4.  Farewel,  Captain. 

2  Lordm  Sweet  Monfieur  Parolles. 

Par.  ^Toble  Heroes,  my  Sword  and  yours  are  kin ;  good 
Sparks  and  luftrous ;  a  Word,  good  Metak.  You  fhall  find  in 
the  Regiment  of  Spinii,  one  Captain  Spmrio  his  Cicatrice, 
with  an  Emblem  of  War  here  on  his  finifter  Ch«ek;  it  was 
this  very  Swor(^  entrenchM  it;  fay  to  him,  I  Iive>  and  ob- 
ferve  his  Reports  of  me. 

I  Lord.  We  (hall,  noble  Captain. 

Par.  Mars  doat  on  you  for  his  Novices;  what  wiU  yede  f 
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Bgr.  Stay;  the  King. 

Par.  Ule  a  more  Ipacioitf  Ceremony  to  the  noble  Lords» 
you  have  Te&mn4  your  felf  witbjn  th^  Lift  of  too  cold  an 
Adieu;  be  more  expreffive  to  them,  for  they  wear  them- 
felves  in  the  Cap  of  the  I'ime,  there  do  muller  true  Gate, 
eat,  fpeak>  and  move  under  th^  Influence  of  the  moft  re- 
ceiv'd  Starj  and  tho'  the  Devil  le;2d  the  Meafure,  fuch  are 
to  be  followed:  After  threm,  and  uk:  a  more  dilated  fare- 
wel. 

Ber.  Aqd  I  will  dp  fo. 

Par.  Worthy  Fellows,  and  like  to  prove  moft  finewy 
S  word  •  men .  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Lafeu. 

Laf,  Pardon,  my  Lord,  for  ipe  and  for  my  Tidings. 

King,  ril  fee  thee  <o  ftand  up*  ("Pardon. 

Laf.  Then  here's  a  Man  ftands  that  hath  brought  his 
I  would  you  had  kneel'd,  my  Lordj  to  ask  me  Mercy, 
And  that  at  my  Bidding  you  could  To  ftand  up. 

King.  l' would  I  had,  fo  I  had  broke  thy  Pate, 
And  ask'd  thee  Mercy  for't. 

Laf.  Goodfaith  a  Crofs,  but,  my  good  Lord,  *tis  thus; 
Will  you  be  cur'd  of  your  Infirmity  ? 

King.    No. 

Laf.  O  will  you  eat  no  Grapes,  my  Royal  Fox  ? 
Yes,  but  you  will,  my  noble  Grapes,  and  if 
My  Royal  Fox  could  reach  them:  I  have  feena  Medicine 
That's  able  to  Ucak  Life  into  a  Stone,        v 
Quicken  a  Rock,  and  make  you  dance  Canary 
With  fprighily  Fire  and  Motion,  whofe  fimplc  Touch 
Is  powerful  lo  araife  King  Pippen,  nay. 
To  give  great  Charlemain  a  Pen  in*s  Hand, 
And  write  to  her  a  Love-line. 

King.  What  her  is  this  ? 

Laf.  Why  Doftor  She :  My  Lord,  there's  9ne  arriv'd. 
If  you  will  fee  her:  Now,  by  my  Faith  and  Honour,      _ 
If  ferioufly  I  may  convey  my  TiiQi^ghts 
In  this  my  ligijt  Delivcxance,  I  hav€  fppkc 
With  one,  thzt  in  her  Sex,  her  Ywrs,  Profcffioo, 
Wifdom  and  Co^ftaflcy,  hath  amaz'd  me  more 
Than  I  dare  blame  my  Weakn^;  Will  ypu  fee  her  f 
For  that  is  her  Demand,  aod  Jmriitt  BvL&t)f^\ 
Thit  doncp  Imgh  wclj>tiict  \3  i^  ^^^1.- 
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Kin^.  Now,  good  Lafm^ 
Bring  in  the  Admiration,  that  we  with  thee 
Miy  fpend  our  Wonder  too,  or  take  off  thine. 
By  wondring.  how  thou  took'ft  it. 

Laf.  Nay,  Til  fit  you, 
And  not  be  all  Day  neither. 

King.  Thus  he  his  fpecial  nothing  ever  Prologues. 

Laf.  Nay,  come  your  ways. 

[Bringing  in  Helena. 

King.  This  hafte  hath  Wings  indeed. 

Laf.  Nay,  come  your  ways. 
This  is  his  Majefty,  fay  your  Mind  to  him; 
A  Traitor  you  do  look  like,  but  fucTi  Traitors 
His  Majefty  feldom  fears;  I  am  Creffiifs  Uncle, 
That  dare  leave  two  together;  fare  you  well.  '[£xit. 

Kingp  Now,  fair  one,  do's  your  Bufinefs  follow  us  ? 

HeL  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 
Gerard  de  Narbon  was  my  Father,  , 

In  what  he  did  profefs,  well  found. 

King.  I  knew  him. 

HeL  The  rather  will  I  fpare  my  Praifes  towards  him. 
Knowing  him  is  enough :  On's  Bed  of  Death 
Many  Receipts  he  gave  me,  namely  one. 
Which  as  the  deareft  Iflue  of  his  Pradice, 
And  of  his  old  Experience,  th*only  Darling, 
He  bad  me  ftorc  up,  as  a  Triple^-Eye, 
Safer  than  mine  own  two:  More  dear  I  have fo; 
Ahd  hearing  your  high  Majefty  is  touched 
With  that  malignant  Caufe,  wherein  the  Honour 
Of  my  dear  Father's  Gift  ftands  chief  in  Power, 
I  come  to  tender  it,  and  my  Appliance, 
With  all  bound  Humblenefs. 

King.  We  thank  you.  Maiden ; 
But  may  not  be  fo  credulous  of  Cure, 
When  our  liioft  learned  Doftors  leave  us,  and 
The  congregated  CoUedge  have  concluded. 
That  labouring  Art  can  never  ranfome  Nature 
From  her  unaidable  Eftate;  I  (ay,  we  muft  not 
So  ftain  our  Judgment,  or  corrupt  our  Hope, 
To  proftitut?e  our  paft<urt  Malady ' 
Jo  JEmpericksi  or  to  diflT^^rer  fo  ^ 
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Our  great  felf  and  our  Credit,  to  efteem 

A  fenfelefs  help,  when  help  paft  fenfe  we  deem. 

HeL  My  Duty  then  (hall  pay  me  for  my  pains  ; 
I  will  no  more  enforce  my  Omcc  on  you. 
Humbly  intreating  from  your  Royal  Thougbtf, 
A  modeft  one  to  bear  me  back  again.  ? 

King.  I  cannot  give  thee  lefs,  to  becalPd  grateful; 
Irhou  thought'ft  to  help  me,  and  fuch  Thanks  I  give. 
As  one  near  Death  to  thofe  that  wilh  him  live; 
But  what  at  full  I  know,  thou  know*fl  no  part« 
I  knowing  all  my  Peril,  thou  no  Arr« 

HeL  What  I  can  do,  can  do  no  hurt  to  try, 
Since  you  fet  up  your  Reft  *gainft  Remedy; 
He  that  of  greateft  Works  is  finiflier. 
Oft  docs  them  by  the  weakeft  Minifter  : 
So  holy  Writ,  in  Babes,  hath  Judgment  ftiown. 
When  Judges  have  been  Babes.  Great  Floods  have  flown 
From  nmple  Sources ;  and  great  Seas  have  dried. 
When  Miracles  have  by  the  grcat'ft  been  denied. 
Oft  Expeftation  fails,  and  moft  oft  there 
Where  moft  it  promifes :  And  oft  it  hits. 
Where  Hope  is  coldcft,  and  Defpair  moft  ftiifts. 

King.  I  muft  not  hear  thee;  fare  thee  well,  kind  Maid» 
Thy  pains  not  us*d,  muft  by  thy  felf  be  paid. 
Proffers  not  took,  reap  Thanks  for  rheir  Reward. 

HeL  Infpircd  Merit  fo  by  Breath  is  bar'd: 
It  is  not  fo  with  him  th^t  all  things  knows 
As  'tis  with  us,  'that  fquare  our  Guefs  by  (hows  : 
But  moft  it  is  Prefumption  in  us,  when 
The  help  of  Heav'n  we  count  the  aft  of  Men. 
Dear  Sir,  to  my  Endeavours  give  confenr, 
Of  Heav*n,  not  me,  make  an  Experiment. 
I  am  not  an  Impoftor,  that  proclaim 
My  felf  againft  the  level  of  mine  aim. 
But  know,  I  think,  and  think  I  know  moft  fure. 
My  Art  is  not  paft  Power,  nor  you  paft  Cure. 

King.  Art  th^u  fo  confident?  within  what  fpace 
Hop'ft  thou  my  Cure  ? 

HeL  The  Greateft  lending  Grace, 
E'er  twice  the  Horfes  of  the  Sun  (hall  bring 
Their  fiery  Torcher  his  diurnalKing. 
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E'er  twice  in  Murk  and  Occidental  Damp, 
Moid  He/perns  hath  quenched  his  (leepy  Lamp  ; 
Or  four  and  twenty  times  the  Pilot's  Glafs 
H^th  told  the  thioviHi  Minutes  how  they  pafs. 
What  is  infirm,  from  your  found  Parts  (hall  fly. 
Health  flialllive  free,  and  Sicknefs  freely  die. 

King.  Upon  thy  Certainty  and  Confidence, 
What  dar*ft  thou  venture  ? 

Hel.  Tax  of  Impudence, 
A  Strumpet's  boldnefs,  a  divulged  Shame 
Traduc'd  by  odious  Ballads :  My  Maiden's  Name 
Sear'd  otherwifc,  no  worfe  of  worft  extended, 
,With  vileft  Torture  let  my  Life  be  ended. 

Kiffg^  Methinks  in  thee  fomc  bleffed  Spirit  doth  (peak 
His  powerful  Sound,  within  an  Organ  weak ; 
And  what  Impoffibility  would  flay 
In  common  Senfe,  Scnfe  faves  another  way. 
Thy  Life  is  dear,  for  all  that  Life  can  rate 
Worth  name  of  Life,  in  thee  hath  eflimate  : 
Youth,  Beauty,  Wifdom,  Courage,  all 
That  Happincfs  and  Prime  can  happy  call; 
Thou  this  to  hazard,  needs  mufl:  intimate 
Skill  infinite,  or  monftrous  defperate; 
Sweet  Praftifer,  thy  Phyfick  I  will  try. 
That  minifters  thine  own  Death  if  I  die. 

Hel.  If  I  break  Time,  or  flinch  in  Property    ^ 
Of  what  I  fpokc,  unpiticd  let  me  die, 
And  well  dcferv'd  :  Not  helping,  Dcath^s  my  Fee; 
But  if  I  help,  what  do  you  promife  me  ? 

Kmg.  Make  thy  Demand. 

Hel.  But  will  you  make  it  even  ? 

King.  Ay,  by  my  Scepter,  and  my  hopes  of  help. 

Hel.  Then  (lialt  thou  give  me,  with  thy  kingly  hand> 
What  Husband  in  thy  Power  i  will  command. 
Exempted  be  from  me  the  Arrogance 
To  chufe  from  -forth  the  Royal  Blood  of  France^ 
My  low  And  humble  Name  to  propagate 
With  any  Branch  or  Image  of  thy  State : 
But  fuch  a  one  thy  VafTal,  whom  I  know 
Is  free  for  me  to  ask^  thee  to  beftow. 
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King.  Here  js  my  hand,  the  Premifes  obferv'd. 
Thy  Will  by  my  Performance  (hall  beferv'd: 
So  make  the  choice  of  thine  own  time,  for  I, 
Thy  rcfolv'd  Patient,  on  thee  ftill  rely; 
More  fliould  I  queftion  thee,  and  more  I  muft, 
Tho'  more  to  know,  could  not  be  more  to  truft : 
From  whence  thou  cam'ft,  how  tended  on,  but  reft 
Unqueftion'd  welcome,  and  undoubted  bleft. 
Give  mefome  help  here  hoai  if  thou  proceed. 
As  high  as  word,  my  Deed  ihall  match  thy  Deed. 

Enter  Countefs  and  CloTDn. 

Count.  G)me  on.  Sir,  I  ihall  now  put  you  to  the  height 
of  your  breeding. 

Clown.  I  will  Ihew  my  felf  highly  fed,  and  lowly  taught; 
I  know  my  Bufinefs  is  but  to  the  Courri! 

Count.  To  the  Court,  why  what  place  make  you  fpe- 
cial,  when  you  put  off  that  with  fuch  Contempt;  but  to 
the  Court? 

Clo.  Truly,  Madam,  if  God  have  lent  a  Man  any  Man- 
ners, he  may  eafily  put  it  off  at  Court  i  He  that  cannot 
make  a  Leg,  put  off 's  Cap,  kifs  his  Hand,  and  fay  nothing, 
has  neither  Leg,  Handf,  Lip,  nor  Cap;  and  indeed  fuch  a 
Fellow,  to  fay  precifely,  were  not  for  the  Court;  but  for 
me,  I  have  an  Anfwer  will  ferve  all  Men. 

Count.  Marry  that's  a  bountiful  Anfwer  that  fits  all  Que* 
ftions, 

Clo.  It  is  like  a  Barber's  Chair,  that  fits  all  Buttocks,  the 
pin  Buttock,  the  quatch  Buttock,  the  brawn  Buttock,  or 
any  Buttock. 

Count.  Will  your  Anfwer  ferve  fit  to  all  Queftions? 

Clo.  As  fit  as  ten  Groats  is  for  the  Hand  of  an  Attorney, 
as  your  French  Crown  for  your  Taffary  Punk,  as  Tiks 
Rufti  for  Tom's  Fore-finger,  as  a  Pancake  for  Shrovetuejfdaj^ 
ft  Morris  for  Maj-dajy  as  the  Nail  to  his  hole,  the  Cuckold 
to  his  Horn,  as  a  fcolding  Quean  to  a  wrangling  Knave,  as 
the  Nun-8  Lip  to  the  Friar's  Mouth,  nay,  as  the  Pudding 
to  his  9cin. 

Count.  Have  you,  I  fay,  an  Anfwer  of  fuch  fitncfs  for  all 
Queftions? 
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Clo.  From  below  your  Duke»  to  beneath  your  Conftable, 
it  will  fit  any  Queftion. 

GuHt.  It  muft  be  an  anfwer  of  moft  monftrous  Gzc^  that 
muft  fit  all  Demands, 

Clo.  But  a  Trifle  neither  in  good  faith*  if  the  Learned 
ihould  fpeak  truth  of  it :  Here  it  is,  and  all  that  belongs 
to*t.  Ask  me  if  I  am  a  Courtier,  it  iball  do  you  no  harm 
to  learn. 

CoHnt.  To  be  young  again,  if  we  could  :  I  will  be  a 
Fool  in  queftion,  hoping  to  be  the  wifer  by  your  anfwer. 
I  pray  you.  Sir,  are  you  a  Courtier? 

Clo.    O  Lord,  Sir there's  a  fimple  putting  off:  More, 

more,  a  hundred  of  them. 

Count.  Sir,  I  am  a  poor  Friend  of  your's,  that  loves  you, 

Ch.  O  Lord,  Sir thick,  thick,  fpare  not  mc 

Count.  I  think,  Sir,  you  can  eat  none  of  this  horoelj 
Meat. 

Clo*  O  Lord,  Sir nay  put  me  to't,  I  warrant  you. 

Count.  You  were  lately  whip'd,  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clo.  O  Lord,  Sir fpare  not  me. 

Count.  Do  you  cry,  O  Lord,  Sir,  at  your  whipping,  and 
fpare  not  me  ?  Indeed,  your  O  Lord  Sir,  is  very  fequent  to 
your  whipping :  You  would  anfwer  very  well  .to  a  whip- 
ping if  you  were  but  bound  to't. 

Clo.  I  ne'er  had  worfe  luck  in  my  Life,  in  my,  O  Lord 
Sir ;  I  fee  things  may  ferve  long,  and  not  ferve  ever. 

Count.  I  play  the  noble  Hufwife  with  the  time,  to  enter- 
tain it  fo  merrily  with  a  Fool. 

Clo.  O  Lord,  Sir why  there't  ferves  well  again. 

Gunt.  An  end,  Sir,  to  your  Bufinefs:  Giwt  Hellen  thiss 
And  urge  her  to  a  prefent  anfwer  back. 
Commend  me  to  my  Kinfraen,  and  my  Son : 
This  is  not  much. 

Clo.  Not  much  Commendation  to  them. 

Count.  Not  much  Imployment  for  you,  you  underfiaod 
me. 

Clo.  Moft  fruitfully,  I  am  there  before  my  Legs. 

Count.  Hafte  thou  again.  .     {^Exiuut. 

Enter  Bertram,  Lafeu,  ani  ParoUef. 

Laf.  They  fay  Miracles  arc  paft,  and  we  have  our  Phik>- 
fophicai  Perfon,  to  make  modern  and  familiar  things  fuper- 
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natural  and  caufetefs.  Hence  is  it,  that  we  make  Trifles  of 
Terrors,  enfconfing  our  felves  into  feeming  Knowledge, 
when  we  (hould  fubmit  our  felves  to  an  unknown  Fear. 

Par.  Why  *tis  the  rareft  Argument  of  wonder,  that  hath 
ihot  out  in  our  latter  times. 

Ber.  And  fo  *cis. 

Laf.  To  be  relinquifli'd  of  the  Artifts. 

Tar.  So  I  fay,  both  of  Galen  and  farofitlfm. 

Laf.  Of  all  the  learned  and  authentick  Fellows. 

Tar.  Right,  fo  I  fay.  . , 

Laf.  That  gave  him  out  incurable. 

Tar.  Why  there  'tis,  fo  fay  I  too. 

Laf.  Not  to  be  help'd. 

Par.  Right,  as  'twere  a  Man  aflbr'd  of  an— — » 

Laf.  Uncertain  Life,  and  fure  Death. 

Tar.  Juft,  you  fay  well:  So  would  I  have  faid.    • 

Laf.  I  may  truly  fay,  it  is  a  Novelty  to  the  World. 

Tar.  It  is  indeed,  if  you  willhaveitintheihewing,  you 
ihall  read  it  in  what  do  you  call  there. 

Laf.  A  Ihewing  of  a  heav'niy  EfFed:  in  an  earthly  A&or. 

Par.  That's  it^  I  would  have  faid  the  very  fame.     . 

Laf  Why  your  Dolphin  is  not  luftier :  For  me,  I  fpeak 
in  refpcft 

Tar.  Nay,  'tis  ftrange,  'tis  .very  ftrange,  that  is  the  brief 
and  the  tedious  of  it,  and  he's  of  a  moft  facinerious  Spirit* 
that  will  not  acknowledge  it  to  be  the--— — 

Laf.  Very  hand  of  Heav'n. 

Tar.  Ay,  fo  I  fay. 

Laf.  In  a  moft  weak 

Tar.  And  debile  Minifter,  great  Power,  great  Tranfccn- 
dence,  which  ihould  indeed  give  us  a  further  ufe  to  be  made, 
than  only  the  recov'ry  of  the  King,  as  to  be-— 

Laf.  Generally  thankful. 

Enter  King^  Helena,  and  jittendants. 

Tar.  I  would  have  faid  ir,  you  faid  well  :  Here  comes 
the  King. 

Laf.  Luftick,  as  the  Dutchman  fays:  I'll  like  a  Maid  the 
better  while  I  have  a  Tooth  in  my  Head :  Why  he's  able  to 
lead  her  a  Corranto. 

Tar.  Mer  du  Finaigrey  is  not  this  Hellen  ? 

Laf.  Fore  God  I  think  fo.  «    . 
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KiHg.  Go  call  before  me  til  the  LorAi  in  Court* 
Sitj  my  Preferver,  by  thy  Patient's  fide, 
And  with  this  healthful  HM)d,  whore  batlifti'd  fenfe 
Thou  haft  repealed,  a  fecond  time  receive 
The  confirmation  of  my  promised  Gift, 
Which  but  attends  thy  naming. 

Enur  three  or  fear  Lerdi. 
Fair  Maid»  fend  forth  thine  £ye;  this  youthful  parcel 
Of  Noble  Batchellors»  ftand  at  my  beftowing, 
0*er  whom  both  Sovereign  Power,  and  Father's  Voice 
I  have  to  ufe ;  thy  frank  Bledion  make. 
Thou  haft  power  to  chufe,  and  they  none  to  ferftke. 

HeL  To  each  of  you,  one  fair  and  virtuous  Miftreis 
Fall*  when  i.ove  plcafe :  many,  to  each,  but  one. 

Laf.  rd  give  Bay  Curral,  and  his  Furniture, 
My  Mouth  no  more  were  broken  than  thefe  Beyy, 
And  writ  as  little  Beard. 

King.  Perufe  them  well : 
Not  one  of  thofe,  but  bad  a  noble  Father. 

\She  addrejfes  her  felf  $0  a  L$rd. 
HeL  Gentlemen,  Hcav'n  hath,  through  toe,  rcftor*d  the 
King  to  Health. 
j4U.  We  uhderftand  it,  and  thank  Heav'n  for  you. 
HtL  I  im  a  fi^pie  M^id,  .and  therein  weialtbieft. 

That  I  proteft,  I  (imply  ana  a  Maid- 

Pleafe  it  your  Majefty,  I  have  done  already: 
The  Blufties  in  my  Checks  thus  whifper  me. 
We  blufti  that  thou  ihould'ft  chufe  but  be  fefufedi 
Let  the  white  Death  fit  on  thy  Checks  for  ever. 
We'll  ne'er  come  there  again. 

Kmg.  Make  choite  and  fee,      .       ■ 
Who  (huns  thy  Love,  (hurts  all  his  Love  in  mew        •  -        1 

//W.  Now  D/4»  from  thy  Altflf  do  I  fly. 
And  to  impartial  Jow^  thtt  God  li^oft  high 
Do  ffly  fighj  ftrcam  :  Sir,  ^ill  you-he*f  my  Suit?' 

I  Lord,  And  grant  it.  r 

HeL  Thanks,  Sir,  ail  the  reft  is  mute. 
Laf.  I  had  rather  be  in  this  Choice,  than  throw 
A  Deaux-ace  for  my  Life. 

HeL  The  Honour^  Sir,  that  flames  ifi  your  flir  Eyes^ 
Before  Ilpcsiks  too  tbreatningl^  tellies  *« 
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Love  make  your  Fortunes  twenty  times  above 
Her  that  fo  wiflie^,  and  her  humbfe  Love. 

2  Lord.  No  better,  if  you  pleafe. 

Hel.  My  wilh  receive, 
Which  great  Jove  grant,  and  fo  I  take  my  leave. 

Laf.  Do  all  they  deny  her  ?  And  they  were  Sons  of  mine» 
rd  have  them  whip'd,  or  I  would  fend  them  to  if  Turk^ 
to  make  Eunuchs  of.       ' 

HeL  Be  not  afraid  that  I  your  hand  (houldtake, 
1*11  never  do  you  wrong  for  your  own  fake : 
Blefling  upon  your  Vows,  and  in  your  Bed, 
Find  fairer  Fortune,  if  you  ever  wed, 

Laf.  Thefc  Boys  are  Boys  of  Icc^  they'll  none  of  htt: 
Sure  they  are  Baftards  to  the  Englip^  the  French  nc*er  got 
'em. 

HeL  Yoo-are  too  young,  too  happy,  and  too  good 
To  make  your  felf  a  Son  out  of  my  Blood. 

4  Lord.  Fair  one,  I  think  not  fo. 

Laf.  There's  one  Grape  yet,  I  am  furc  my  Father 
drunk  Wine;  but  if  thou  be'ft  not  an  Afs,  I  am  a  Youth  of 
fourteea :  I  have  known  thee  already. 

HeU  I  dare  not  fay  I  take  you,  but  I  give 
Me  and  my  Service,  ever  whilft  I  live. 
Into  your  guiding  Power  :  This  is  the  Man.    [To  Bertram* 

King.  Why  then  young  Bertram  take  her,  (he's  thy  Wife* 

Ber.  My  Wife,  my  Liege?  I  (hallbefeechyourHighnefs, 
In  fuch  a  Bufinefs,  give  me  leave  to  ufe 
The  help  of  mine  own  Eyes. 

Kiftg.  Know'ft  thou  nor,  Bertrdm^  what  (he  hath  done 
for  me  ? 

Ber.  Yes,  mjt  goQ4  Lord,  but  never  hope  to  know  why 

''^^'^^•^S^^J^^^'^  fhe  has  raisM  me  from  my  fickly 

^^Y-JBiit  follgws  it,  my  Lord,  to  bring  me  down 
j*!^bift.*nfi#ef  fc*  your  rainng :  I  know  her  well? 
t"v^^  had  her  breeding,  at  my  Father's  charge:  -^ 
"^^^rP^^^^^^  Wife?  Difdaib 

.  l^lftf  corrppt  me  ever. 

.'  3&ifjf.  *TIs  only  Title. thou  difdaitfft  in  her,  the  whicK 

I  tan  build  up:-  Strafege  is  it  that  out  t5Voo^% 
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Of  colour,  weight,  and  heat,  pour'd  all  together. 

Would  quite  confound  diftindioh ;  yet  ftands  off 

In  differences  of  mighty.     If  (he  be 

All  that  is  virtuous,  (ave  what  thou  diflik'ft, 

ApoorPhyfician's  Daughter,  thou  diflik'ft 

Of  Virtue  for  the  Name :  But  do  not  fo. 

Fromloweft  place,  whence  virtuous  things  proceed. 

The  Place  is  dignify*d  by  th*  Doer's  Deed. 

Where  great  Addition  fwells,  and  Virtue  none. 

It  is  a  dropfied  Honour;  Good  alone,  , 

Is  good  without  a  Name.     Vilenefs  is  fo : 

The  Property  by  what  it  is,  (hould  go. 

Not  by  the  Title.     She  is  young,  wife,  fair, 

lo.thefe,  to  Nature  (he's  immediate  Heir; 

Abd  thefe  breed  Honour :  That  is  Honour*s  fcorn. 

Which  challenges  it  felf  as  Honours  born. 

And  is  not  like  the  Sire,    Honours  beft  thrive. 

When  rather  from  our  Ads  we  them  derive 

Than  our  Fore-goers :  The  meer  word's  a  flave  , 

Debofh'd  on  every  Tomb,  on  every  Grave; 

A  lying  Trophy,  and  as  oft  is  dumb. 

Where  Duft,  and  damnM  Oblivion  is  the  Tomb. 

Of  honour'd  Bones  indeed,  what  ftiould  be  (aid? 

If  thou  canfl:  like  this  Creature  as  a  Maid, 

I  can  create  the  reft  :  Virtue  and  ihe 

Is  her  own  Dower ;  Honour  and  Wealth  from  me. 

Ber.  I  cannot  love  her,  nor  will  ftrive  to  do't. 

King.  Thou  wrong'ft  thy  felf,  if  thou  (hould'ft  ftrive  to- 
chufe. 

HeL  That  you  are  well  reftor'd,  my  Lord,  Vm  glad  i 
Let  the  reft  go. 

King.  My  Honour's  at  the  ftake,  which  to  defeat 
I  muff  produce  my  Power.     Here,  take  her  Hand, 
Proud  fcornful  Boy,  unworthy  this  good  Gift, 
That  doft  in  vile  Mifprifion  Ihackle  up 
My  Love,  and  her  Defert ;  that  canft  not  dream. 
We  poizing  iis  in  her  defeftive  Scale, 
Shall  weigh  thee  to  the  Beami  that  wilt  not  '  i  ow. 
It  is  in  us  to  plant  thine  Honour,  where 
We  pleafe  to  have  it  grow.    Check  thy  Contempt  r 
Obey  our  Will,  which  travels  in  thy  good. 

BeGere 
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Believe  not  thy  Difdain,  but  prefeotly 
Do  thine  own  Fortunes  that  obedient  right 
Which  both  thy  Duty  owes,  and  our  Power  claims : 
Or  I  will  throw  thee  from  my  cares  for  ever, 
Into  the  Staggers  and  the  carelefs  Lapfe 
Of  Youth  and  Ignorance;  both  my  Revenge  and  Hate 
Loofing  upon  thee  in  the  Name  of  Juftice, 
Without  all  terms  of  pity*     Speak  thine  anfwer* 

Ber.  Pardon*  my  gracious  Lord ;  for  I  fubmic 
My  Fancy  to  your  Eyes.   When  I  confider 
What  great  Creation*  and  what  dole  of  Honour 
Flies  where  you  bid  :  I  find  that  (he  which  late    ; 
Was  in  my  nobler  Thoughts  moft  bafc,  is  now 
The  praifcd  of  the  King ;  who  fo  cnoblcd,  i 

Is  as  'twere  bom  fo. 

King.  Take  her  by  the  hand. 
And  tell  her  ftie  is  tnine :  To  whom  I  promife 
A  Counterpoize;  if  not  in  thy  Eftate,  ' 

A  Ballance  more  repleat. 

Ber.  I  take  her  hand. 

King.  Good  Fortune,  and  the  Favour  of  the  King^ 
Smile  upon  the  Contraft  ;  whofe  Ceremony 
Shall  feem  expedient  on  the  now-born  Brief, 
And  be  performed  to  Night ;  the  folemn  Feaft 
Shall  more  attend  upon  the  coming  fpace> 
Expefting  abfent  Friends.    As  thou  lov'ft  her. 
Thy  Love's  to  me  religious;  elfe  do*s  err.  [Exeunt. 

Manent  Parolles  and  Lafeu. 

Laf.  Do  you  hear,  Monfieur?  a  word  with  you. 

Par.  Your  pleafure.  Sir. 

Laf.  Your  Lord  and  Mafter  did  well  to  make  his  Recan- 
tation* 

Pdr.  Recantation?  my  Lord?  my  Mafter? 

Laf.  Ay,  is  it  not  a  Language  I  fpeak  ? 

Par.  A  moft  harfh  one,  and  not  to  be  underftood  with- 
out bloody  fucceediisg.    My  Mafter? 

Laf.  Kxt  you  Companion  to  the  Count  RoJJilUn  ! 

Par.  To  any  Courft?  to  all  Counts  ;  to  what  is  Man. 

Laf.  To  what  is  Count's  Man ;  Count's  Mafter  is  of  an- 
other Stile. 

Vol.  II.  X  ^ft- 
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Par.  You  are  too  old.  Sir ;  let  it  fatisfie  you,  you  are 
too  old. 

Laf.  I  muft  tell  thee,  Sirrah,  I  write  Man ;  to  which 
title  Age  cannot  bring  thee. 

Par.  What  I  dare  too  well  do,  I  dare  not  do. 

Laf.  I  did  think  thee  for  two  Ordinaries  to  be  a  pretty 
wife  Fellow.  If  thou  didft  make  tolerable  vent  of  thy  Tra- 
vel, it  might  pafs;  yet  the  Scarfs  and  the  Banners  about 
thee,  did  manifoldly  difTuade  me  from  believing  thee  a  Veifel 
of  too  great  a  Burthen.  I  have  now  found  thee;  wlien  I 
lofe  thee  again,  I  care  not :  Yet  art  thou  good  for  nothing 
but  taking  up,  and. that  thou'rt  fcarce  wohb. 

Par.  Hadft  thou  not  the  Privilege  of  Antiquity  upon 
thee 

Laf.  Do  not  plunge  thy  felf  too  far  in  Anger,  left  thou 
haften  thy  trial;  which  is,  Lord  have  Mercy  on  thee  for  a 
Hen ;  fo,  my  good  Window  of  Lattice,  fare  thee  well,  thy 
Cafement  I  need  not  open>  I  look  through  thee.  Give  me 
thy  Hand. 

Par.  My  Lord>  you  give  moft  egregious  Indignity. 

Laf.  Ay,  withal  my  Heart,  and  thou  art  worthy  of  it. 

Par^  I  have  not,  my  Lord,  defcrv'd  it. 

Laf.  Yes,  good  faith,  ev'ry  dram  of  it;  and  I  will  not 
bate  thee  a  fcruple. ' 

Par.  Well,  I  fliall  be  wifer— 

Laf.  Ev'n  as  foon  as  thou  can'ft,  for  thou  haft  to  pull  at 
a  fmack  a'th'  contrary.  If  ever  thou  beeft  bound  in  thy 
Scarf  and  beaten,  thou  fhalt  find  what  it  is  to  be  proud  of 
thy  Bondage.  I  have  a  defire  to  hold  my  Acquaintance 
with  thee,  or  rather  my  Knowledge,  that  I  may  fay  in  the 
default,  he  is  a  Man  I  know. 

Par.  My  Lord,  you  do  me  moft  infupportable  Vexa- 
tion. 

Laf.  I  would  it  were  Hell  Pains  for  thy  fake,  and  my 
poor  doing  eternal :  For  doing  I  am  paft,  as  I  will  by  thee, 
in  what  motion  Age  will  give  me  leave.  [^Exit. 

Par.  Wel]»  thou  haft  a  Son  (hall  take  this  Difgrace  off 
me ;  fcurvy,  old,  filthy,  fcurvy  Lord :  Wdl,  I  muft  be  pa- 
tient, there  is  no  fettering  of  Authority.  ^  I'll  beat  hiin,  by 
my  Life,  if  I  can  meet  him  with  anV;,cbnvenience<^  and  he 
were  double  and  double  a  Lord.  I'll  have  ao  more  pity  of 

*  his 
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his  Age  than  I  would  have  of  I'll  beat  him,  and  if  I 

could  but  meet  hitn  again. 

£nier  Lafeu* 
Laf.  Sirrah,  your  Lord  and  Mafter's  married,   there's 
New's  for  you :  You  have  a  new  Miftrefs. 

Par.  I  moft  unfeignedly  befeech  your  Lordfhip  to  make 
fome  Refervation  of  your  Wrongs.    He  is  my  good  Lord, 
whom  I  ferve  above  is  my  Mafter* 
Laf.  Who?  Qod? 
Par.  Ay,  Sir. 

Laf.  The  Devil  it  is,  that's  thy.  Matter.  Why  doft  thou 
garter  up  thy  Arms  a  this  fafliion?  Doft  make  Hofe  of  thy 
Sleeves  ?  Do  other  Servants  fo  ?  Thou  wert  beft  fet  thy 
lower  Part  where  thy  Nofe  ftands.  By  mine  Honour,  if  I 
were  but  two  hours  younger.  Yd  beat  thee:  Methink'ft 
thou  art  a  general  0£Fence,  and  every  Man  fhould  beat  thee. 
I  think  thou  waft  created  for  Men  to  breath  themfelves  up- 
on thee. 
Par.  This  is  hard  and  undeferved  meafure,  my  Lord. 
Laf.  Go  to,  Sir ;  you  were  beaten  in  Italy  for  picking  a 
Kernel  out  of  a  Pomegranat ;  you  are  a  Vagabond,  and  no 
true  Traveller :  You  are  more  fawcy  with  Lords  and  ho- 
nourable Perfonages,  than  the  commiflion  of  your  Birth  and 
Virtue  gives  you  Heraldry.  You  are  not  worth  another 
word,  elfe  Pd  call  you  Knave.    I  leave  you.  [£xi>. 

Enter  Bertram. 
Par.  Good,  very  good,  it  is  fo  then.    Good,  vtry  good, 
let  it  be  conceal'd  a  while. 

Bir.  Undone,  and  forfeited  to  cares  for  ever. 
Par.  What  is  the  matter,  fwcet  Heart? 
Ber.  Although  before  the  folenui  Prieft  I  have  fworfl)  I 
will  not  bed  her. 
Par.  What?  what,  fweet Heart? 
Ber.  O  my  Parollesj  they  have  married  me : 
I'll  to  the  Tufcan  Wars,  and  never  bed  her. 

Par.  France  is  a  Dog-hole,  and  it  no  more  merits 
.The  tread  of  a  Man's  Foot:  To  th*  Wars. 
^^      Ber.  There*s  Letters  from  my  Mother :  What  th'import 
*t  is,  I  know  not  yet. 

L :    Par.  Ay,  that  would  be  known:  To  th*  Wars  m^  Eo^'^ 
:  to  th-  Wars. 

X  1 
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He  wears  his  Honour  in  a  Box  unfeen,  .  . 
That  hugs  his  kickfy  wickfy  here  at  home* 
Spending  his  manly  Marrow  in  her  Arms 
Which  fhould  fultainthe  bound  and  high  curvet 
Of  Mdrs^s  fiery  Steed :  To  other  Regionsy 
France  is  a  Stable,  we  that  dwell  in't  Jades, 
Therefore  to  th*  War. 

Ber.  It  ihall  be  fo,  I'll  fend  her  to  my  Moufe, 
Acquaint  my  Mother  with  my  hate  to  her. 
And  wherefore  I  am  fled)    Write  to  the  King 
That  which  I  durft  not  fpeak.     His  prefent  Gift 
Shall  furnifh  me  to  thofe  lioUan  Fields 
Where  noble  Fellows  ftrike.    War  is  no  ftrife 
To  the  dark  Houfe,  and  the  detefted  Wife. 

Par.  Will  this  Capricio  hold  in  thee,  art  fure{ 

Ber.  @o  with  me  to  my  Chamber,  and  advife  me. 
I'll  fend  her  flraight  away :  To  morrow 
1*11  to  the  Wars,  (he  to  her  fingle  Sorrow. 

Par.  Why  thefe  Balls  bound,  there's  noife  in  it.  'Tis  hard 
A  young  Man  married,  is  a  Man  that's  nurr'd  : 
Therefore  away,  and  leave  her  bravely ;  go. 
The  King  has  done  you  wrong :  but  hufh,  *tis  fb.    \Exe$$9$$. 

Enter  Helena  and  Clown. 

HeU  My  Mother  greets  me  kindly,  is  (he  well? 

Gb.  She  is  not  well,  but  yet  (he  has  her  Health;  (he's  very 
merry,  but  yet  fhe  is  not  well :  But  thanks  be  given  fhe's 
very  well,  and  wants  nothing  i'th'  World ;  but  yet  flie  is 
not  well. 

HeU  If  fhe  be  very  well,  what  does  fhe  ail,  that  /he's 
not  very  well? 

Cb.  Truly  (he's  very  well,  indeed,  but  for  two  things. 

H9I.  What  two  things  ? 

Clo.  One,  that  Ihe  is  not  in  Heav'n,  whither  God  (end 
her  quickly;  the  other,  that  fhe's  in  Eartbt  from  whence 
Cod  fend  her  quickly. 

Enttr  Parolles. 

tar.  Blefs  you,  my  fortunate  Lady. 

HeU  I  hope.  Sir,  I  have  your  good  will  to  have  mine 
own  good  Fortune. 
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Pdr,  You  had  my  Prayers  to  lead  them  on,  and  to  keep 
them  on,  have  them  ftil).  O  my  Knave,  how  does  my  old 
Lady? 

Qo.  So  that  you  had  her  Wrinkles  and  I  her  Mofly, 
I  would  (he  did  as  you  fay# 

Par.  Why  I  fay  nothing* 

CU.  Marry  you  are  the  wifer  Man ;  for  many  a  Mao's 
Tongue  (hakes  out  his  Matter's  undoing :  To  fay  nothing, 
to  do  nothing,  to  know  nothing/  and  to  have  nothing,  is  to 
be  a  great  part  of  your  Title,  which  is  within  a  very  little 
of  nothing. 

Par.  Away,  thou'rt  a  Knave. 

C/#.  You  (hould  have  faid*  Sir,  before  a  Knave,  th*art  1 
Knave,  that's  before  me  th'art  a  Knave  :  This  had  been 
truth.  Sir. 

Par.  Go  to,  thou  art  a  witty  Fool,  I  have  found  thee. 

Clc.  Did  you  find  me  in  your  felf,  Sir  ?  or  were  you 
taught  to  find. me  ?  The  fearch.  Sir,  was  profitable,  and 
much  Fool  may  you  find  in  you,  even  to  the  World's  Plea- 
fure,  and  the  encreafe  of  Laughter. 

Pdr.  A  good  Knave  i'faith,  and  well  fed. 
Madam,  my  Lord  will  go  away  to  Night, 
A  very  ferious  Bufinefs  calls  on  him. 
The  great  Prerogative  and  Rite  of  Love, 
Which  as  your  due  Time  claims,  he  does  acknowledge. 
But  puts  it  oiF  by  a  compelled  reftraint : 
Whofe  want,  and  whofe  delay,  is  ftrew'd  with  Sweets 
Which  they  diftil  now  in  the  curbed  time. 
To  make  tne  coming  hour  o'erflow  with  joy. 
And  Pleafure  drown  the  brim. 

Bel.  What's  his  will  elfe? 

Par.  That  you  will  take  your  inftant  leave  o'th*  King^ 
And  make  this  hafte  as  your  own  good  proceeding, 
Strengthned  with  what  Apology  you  think 
May  make  it  probable  need. 

Hel.  What  more  commands  he  ? 

Par.  That  having  this  obtained,  you  prefently 
Attend  his  further  pleafure. 

HeL  In  every  thing  I  wait  upon  his  will* 

Par.  I  (hall  report  it  fo.  [Exit  P^^ 

ffel.  I  pray  you  come,  SirraVi.  \J.x\x 
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Enter  Lafeu  and  Bertram* 

Ldf.  But  I  hope  your  Lord(hip  thinks  not  him  a  Sol- 
dier. 

Bcr.  Yes,  my  Lord,  and  of  very  valiant  approof. 

Lafi  You  have  it  from  his  own  deliverance. 

Bcr.  And  by  other  warrantable  Teftimony. 

Laf.  Then  my  Dial  goes  not  true,  I  took  this  Lark  for 
a  Buncing. 

Bcr.  I  do  aflure  you,  my  Lord,  he  is  very  great  in  Know- 
ledge^  and  accordingly  Valiant. 

Lafi  I  have  then  finned  againft  his  Experience^  and  tranf- 
grefs'd  againft  his  Valour,  and  my  State  that  way  is  dange- 
rous>  (ince  I  cannot  find  in  my  Heart  to  repent  :  Here 
he  comes,  I  pray  you  make  us  Friends,  I  will  purfue  the 
Amity. 

Enter  Parolles. 

Par.  Thefe  things  ihall  be  done,  Sir. 

Laf.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  who's  his  Taylor  ? 

Par.  Sir  ? 

Laf.  O  I  know  him  well,  I,  Sir,  he  Sir's  a  good  Work- 
man, a  very  good  Taylor. 

Ber.  Is  (he  gone  to  the  King  i  \AJide  to  Parolles* 

Par.  She  is. 

Ber.  Will  flie  away  to  night  ? 

Par.  As  you'll  have  her. 

Ber.  I  have  writ  my  Letters,  casketed  my  Treafure^ 
©iven  order  for  our  Horfe,  and  to  Night, 

When  I  fliould  take  PoffeiEon  of  the  Bride 

And  e'er  I  do  begin  '" 

Laf.  A  good  Traveller  is  fomething  at  the  latter  end  of 
a  Dinner ;  but  if  on  that  he  lyes  three  thirds>  and  ufes  a  known 
Truth  to  pafs  a  thoufand  Nothings  with,  he  (hould  be  once 
heard,  and  thrice  beaten —God  favc  you  Captain. 

Ber.  Is  there  any  Unkindnefs  between  my  Lord  and  you, 
Monfieur  ? 

Par.  I  know  not  how  I  have  deferved  to  run  into  my 
Lord's  Difpleafure.  « 

Laf.  You  have  madefliift  to  run  into't.  Boots  and  Spurs 
and  all,  like  him  that  leaps  into  theCuftard;  and  out  of  it 
youll  run  again,  rather  than  fuffcr  Qucftion  for  your  Re- 
fidence. 


Alts  nvell  that  Ends  nvell.  775 

Bcr.  It  may  be  you  have  miftaken  him,  my  Lord. 

Laf.  And  Qs^  do  fo  for  ever,  tho'  I  took  him  at's  PrayenJ 
Fare  you  well,  my  Lord,  and  believe  this  of  me,  there  can 
be  no  Kernel  in  tkis  light  Nut :  The  Soul  of  this  Man  is  his 
Clothes.  Truft  him  not  in  matter  of  heavy  Confequence  : 
I  have  kept  of  them  tame,  and  know  their  Natures.  Fare- 
wel,  Monfieur,  I  have  fpoken  better  of  you,  than  you 
have  or  will  deferve  at  my  Hands,  but  we  muft  do  good 
againft  evil.  [Exit. 

Par.  An  idle  Lord,  I  fwear. 

Ber.  I  think  fo. 

Par.  Why  do  you  not  know  him  ? 

Ber.  Yes,  I  do  know  him  well,  and  common  Speech 
Gives  him  a  worthy  pafs.    Here  comes  my  Clog. 

Mnter  Helena. 

HeL  I  have.  Sir,  as  I  was  commanded  from  you. 
Spoke  with  the  King,  and  have  procured  his  leave 
For  prefent  parting,  only  he  defires 
Some  private  Speech  with  you. 

Bcr.  I  fhall  obey  his  will. 
You  muft  not  marvel,  IleUff^  at  my  Courfe, 
Which  holds  not  colour  with  the  time,  nor  does. 
The  Miniftration,  and  required  Office 
On  my  particular.     Prepar'd  I  was  not 
For  fuch  a  Bu(inefs ;  and  therefore  am  I  found 
So  much  unfetled :  This  drives  me  to  entreat  you. 
That  prefently  you  take  your  way  for  home. 
And  rather  mufe  than  ask  why  I  entreat  you. 
For  my  Refpefts  ate  better  than  they  feem. 
And  my  Appointments  have  in  them  a  need 
Greater  than  ihews  it  felf  at  the  firfl:  view. 
To  you  that  know  them  not.     This  to  my  Mother, 

iGivinid  Litter. 
Twill  be  two  days  e'er  I  ihall  fee  you,  fo 
I  leave  you  to  your  Wifdom. 

HeL  Sir,  I  can  nothing  fay. 
But  that  I  am  your  moft  obedient  Servant. 

Ber.  Come,  no  more  of  that. 

IfeL  And  ever  (hall 
:\  With  true  obfervance  feek  to  eke  out  that 
:v  Wherein  toward  me  my  homely  ^tusVi^Ntl'Si:^ 

i^4>  ciju^  my  grc»%  Fortune^  It  ^  ^*^ 


■^1 


Ber.  Let  that  go :  my  hafte  is  very  great.  Ftrewel : 
home. 

HeL  Pray,  Sir,  your  pardoo» 

Ber.  Well,  what  would  you  fay  ? 

Hel.  I  am  not  worthy  ot  the  Wealth  lowej 
Nor  dare  I  fay  'tis  mine :  And  yet  it  is^ 
Bi^t,  like  a  timorous  Thief,  molt  fain  would  fteal 
What  Law  does  vouch  mine  own. 

Ber.  What  w^ould  you  have  ? 

HeL  Something,  and  fcarce  fo  much  — —  Nothing  in- 

dced^ 1  would  not  tell  you  what  I  would,  my  Lord-— 

''Faith  yes Strangers  and  Foes  do  funder,  and  not  kifs. 

Ber.  I  pray  you  ftay  not,  but  in  hafte  to  Horfe. 

HeU  I  ihall  not  break  your  bidding,  good  my  Lord : 
Where  are  my  other  Men  ?  Monfieur,  farewel.  \_Exit. 

Ber.  Go  thou  toward  home,  where  I  will  never  come, 
Whilft  I  can  (hake  my  Sword,  or  hear  the  Drum: 
Away,  and  for  our  flight, 

far.  Bravely,  Couragio.       '  [^Exeunt. 


^— 


ACT   III.     SCENE    I. 

Flourijh.      Enter  the  Duke  ef  Florence,  tw0.  French  Lordsy 

with  Soldiers. 

Duke.  Q  O  that  from  point  to  point,  now  have  you  heard 

i3  The  fundamental  Reafons  of  this  War, 
Whofe  great  decifion  hath  much  Blood  let  forth, 
And  more  thirfts  after* 

I  Lord.  Holy  feems  the  Quarrel 
Upon  your  Grace's  part ;  black  and  fearful 
.Qn.the  Oppofer. 

Duke.  Therefore  we  marvel  much,  our  Coufin  Francij^ 
Would,  in  fo  juft  a  Bufinefs,  fliut  his  BofofDy 
Againft  our  borrowing  Prayers* 

1  Lord.  Good  my  Lord, 
The  reafons  of  oiv  State  we  cannot  yield. 
But  like  a  common  and  an  outward  Man, 
That  the  great  Figure  of  a  Council  frames« 
By  felf-uqfb(«  motion,  therefore  dare  not 
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Say  what  I  think  of  it,  fincc  I  have  found 
My  felf  in  my  incertain  grounds  to  fail 
A$  often  as  1  gueft.  ^ 

Duke.  Be  it  his  pleafure. 

2  Lord.  But  I  am  furc  the  younger  of  our  Nation, 
That  furfcit  on  their  cafe,  will  day  by  day 
Come  here  for  Phyfick. 

Duke.  Welcome  (hall  they  be  be: 
And  all  the  Honours  that  can  fly  from  us. 
Shall  on  them  fettle.   You  know  your  places  well. 
When  better  fall,  for  your  avails  they  fell. 
To  morrow  to  the  Field.  lExeuM. 

Enter  Countefs  4nd  Clnvn. 

Count.  It  hath  happened  as  I  would  have  had  it»  fave  that 
he  comes  not  along  with  her. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  I  take  my  young  Lord  to  be  a  very 
melancholy  Man. 

Count.  By  what  obfervance,  I  pray  you  \ 

Qo.  Why  he  will  look  upon  his  Boot>  and  (ing;  mend 
his  RufF,  and  fing ;  ask  Queftions,  andfing;  pick  his  Teeth, 
and  fing :  I  knew  a  Man  that  had  this  Trick  of  Melancholy, 
fold  a  goodly  Manor  for  a  Song. 

Count.  Let  me  fee  what  he  writes,  and  when  he  means  to 
come. 

Clo.  I  have  no  mind  to  Isbel  fince  I  was  at  Court.  Our 
old  Ling,  and  our  Ishefs  o*th"  Country,  are  nothing  like 
your  old  Ling,  and  your  Isbeh  o'th'  Court :  The  Brains  of 
my  Oy/'/W's  knocked  out,  and  I  begin  to  love,  as  an  old  Man 
loves  Mony,  with  no  Stomach. 

Count.  What  have  we  here  ? 

Qo.  In  that  you  have  there.  [Exit. 

A  Letter. 

I  have  fent  jou  a  Daughter4n^Law  :  She  hath  recovered 
the  Kingy  and  undone  me.  I  have  wedded  her^  Not  bedded 
hery  and  [worn  to  make  the  Not  eternal.  Tou  Jhall  hear  I  anf 
run  away  ;  know  it  before  the  Report  comoj  if  there  be  breadth 
enough  in  the  Worldy  /will  hold  a  long  difiance.     Aij  Duty 

to  JOU. 

Your  unfortunate  Sot\^ 
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This  is  not  wellj  rafh  and  unbridled  Boy, 
To  fly  the  Favours  of  fo  good  a  Kingy 
.  To  pluck  his  Indignation  on  thy  Head, 
By  the  mifprifing  of  a  Maid,  too  virtuous 
For  the  Contempt  of  Empire. 

Enter  Clowftn 

Clo.  O  Madam,  yonder  is  heavy  News  within  between 
two  Soldiers  and  my  young  Lady. 

CoHnu  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Clo.  Nay,  there  is  fome  comfort  in  theNews>  fome  com- 
fort, your  Son  will  not  be  kiird  fo  foon  as  I  thought  he 
^ivould. 

CoHHt.  Why  ihould  he  be  kill'd  % 

CU.  So  fay  Ij  Madam,  if  he  run  away,  as  I  hear  he 
does,  the  danger  is  in  (landing  to't;  that's  the  lofs  of  Men, 
though  it  be  the  getting  of  Children.  Here  they  come 
will  tell  you  more.  For  my  part,  I  only  hear  your  Son 
was  run  away. 

Enter  Helena  and  two  Gentlemen. 

1  Gen.  Save  you,  good  Madam. 

Hel.  Madam,  my  Lord  is  gonc>  for  ever  gone* 

2  Gen.  Do  not  fay  fo. 

Count.  Think  upon  Patience :  'Pray  you,  Gentlemenj 
I  h&ve  felt  fo  many  quirks  of  Joy  and  Grief, 
That  the  firft  face  of  neither  on  the  flart 
Can  Woman  me  unto't.     Where  is  my  Son,  I  pray  you  ? 

2  Gen.  Madam,  he's  gone  to  fervc  the  Duke  of  Florence. 
We  met  him  thitherward,  from  thence  we  came ; 
And,  after  fome  difpatch  in  hand  at  Court, 
Thither  we  bind  again. 

Hel.  Look  on  this  Letter,  Madam,  here's  my  Pafport. 

When  thou  canfl  get  the  Ring  upon  my  Finger,  which  never 
Jfhall  come  of,  and  Jbew  me  a  Child  begotten  of  thy  Body  that 
I  am  Father  tOy  then  call  me  Husband:  But  infuch  a  [Then] 
/  write  a  [Never,]] 

This  is  a  dreadful  Sentence. 

Gunt.  Brought  vou  this  Letter,  Gentlemen? 

I  Gen.  Ay,  Maclam,  and,  for  the  Contcats  (SJ^e^  arc  forry 
for  our  Pains. 

Gaiwu 
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CouHU  I  prethee>  Lady,  have  a  better  Cheer, 
If  thou  engrofTeft  all  the  Griefs  as  thine, 
Thou  robb'ft  me  of  a  Moiety :  He  was  roy  Son, 
But  I  do  waih  his  Name  out  of  my  Blood, 
And  thou  art  all  my  Child,     Towards  Florence  is  he  ? 

z  Gen.  Ay,  Madam. 

CoHnt.  And  to  be  a  Soldier ! 

z  Gen.  Such  is  his  noble  purpofe,  and  believe't 
The  Duke  will  lay  upon  him  all  the  Honour 
That  good  convenience  claims. 

Count.  Return  you  thither  ? 

1  Gen.  Ay,  Madam,  with  the  fwifteft  Wing  of  Speed. 

Hel.  ^Till  I  have  no  Wife^  I  have  nothing  in  France. 
•Tis  bitter.  \Readin£i 

Count.  Find  you  that  there  ? 

Hel.  Yes,  Madam. 

I  Gen.  'Tis  but  the  boldnefs  of  his  hand  happily,  which 
his  Heart  was  not  confenting  to. 

Count.  Nothing  in  France  until  he  have  no  Wife: 
There's  nothing  here  that  is  too  good,  for  him 
But  only  /he,  and  (he  deferves  a  Lord, 
That  twenty  fuch  rude  Boys  might  tend  upon. 
And  call  her  hourly  Miftrefs.     Who  was  with  him  ? 

I  Gen.  A  Servant  only,  and  a  Gentleman  which  I  have 
fometimes  known. 

Count.  Parolles,  was  it  not  ? 

I  Gen.  Ay,  my  good  Lady,  he. 

Count.  A  very  tainted  Fellow,  and  full  of  Wickednefe, 
My  Son  corrupts  a  well  derived  Nature 
With  his  inducement. 

1  Gen.  Indeed,  good  Lady,  the  Fellow  has  a  deal  of  that, 
too  much,  which  holds  him  much  to  have« 

Count.  Y'are  welcome.  Gentlemen,  I  will  entreat  you^ 
when  you  fee  my  Son,  to  tell  him  that  his  "Soul  can  never 
win  the  Honour  that  he  lofes:  More  I'll  entreat  you  writ- 
ten to  bear  along. 

2  Gen.  We  ferve  you,  Madam,  in  that,  and  all  your  wor- 
thieft  Affairs. 

Count.  Not  fo,  but  as  we  change  our  Courtefies, 
Will  you  draw  near  ?  lExit  Count,  and  GcntUmw* 
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HeU  *TiU  I  have  no  Wife^  I  have  nothing  in  France* 
Nothing  in  France  until  he  has  no  Wife  I  . 
Thou  (halt  have  none,  ReJJilhn,  none  in  France, 
Then  haft  thou  all  again*     Poor  Lord  1  is*t  I 
That  chafe  thee  from  thy  Country,  and  expofe 
Thofe  tender  Limbs  of  thine,  to  the  event 
Of  the  none  fparing  War  ?  And  is  it  I, 
That  drives  thee  from  the  fportive  Court,  where  thou 
Waft  (hot  at  with  fair  Eyes,  to  be  the  mark 
Of  fmoaky  Mufquets  ?  O  you  leaden  MefTengers, 
That  ride  upon  the  violent  fpeed  of  Firc» 
Fly  with  falfe  aim,  move  the  ftill  piercing  Air 
That  ftings  with  piercing,  do  not  touch  my  Lord  : 
Whoever  ftioots  at  him,  I  fet  him  there. 
Whoever  charges  on  his  forward  Breaft, 
I  am  the  Caitiff  that  do  hold  him  to  it. 
And  tho'  I  kill  him  not,  I  am  the  caufe 
His  Death  was  fo  effcftcd.     Better  'twere 
I  met  the  raving  Lion  when  he  roar'd 
With  fliarp  conftraint  of  Hunger:  Better  'twere. 
That  all  the  Mifcries  which  Nature  owes 
Were  mine  at  once.     No>  come  thou  home,  Roffilion^ 
Whence  Honour  but  of  danger  wins  a  Scar, 
As  oft  it  lofes  all.     I  will  be  gone : 
My  being  here  it  is,  that  holds  thee  hence. 
Shall  I  ftay  here  to  do't  ?   No,  no,  although 
The  Air  of  Paradife  did  fan  the  Houfe, 
And  Angels  offic'd  all ;  I  will  be  gone. 
That  pitiful  Rumour  may  report  my  flight 
To  confolate  thine  Ear.    Come  Night  and  Day, 
For  with  the  Dark,  poor  Thief,  I'll  fteal  away.  [Exit. 

Flonrip.    Enter  the  Duke  of  Florence,  Bertram,  Drum  and 

Trumpets^  Soldiers^  Parolles. 

Dnke.  The*  General  of  our  Horfe  thou  art,  and  we 
Great  in  our  hope,  lay  our  beft  Love  and  Credence 
Upon  thy  promifing  Fortune. 

Ber.  Sir,  it  is 
A  charge  too  heavy  for  my  Strength,  but 
Well  ftrive  to  bear  it  for  your  worthy  fake, 
To  th*extream  edge  of  hazard.  i 
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Dnks*  Ti^^^  go  thou  forth. 
And  Fortune  play  upon  thy  profperous  Helm, 
As  thy  aufpicious  Miftrefs. 

Ber.  This  very  day. 
Great  Mars^  I  jput  my  fdf  into  thy  File, 
Make  me  but  like  my  Thoughts,  and  I  (hall  prove 
A  lover  of  thy  Drum ;  hater  of  Love.  [ExtHnt. 

Enter  Countefs  and  Steward. 

Count.  Alas  I  and  would  you  take  the  Letter  of  her? 
Might  you  not  know  fhe  would  do,  as  fhe  has  done, 
By  fending  me  a  Letter.    Read  it  again. 

LETTER. 

I  am  St.  Jaques  Pilffrim^  thither  gone ; 

Ambitious  Love  hathfi  in  me  offended^ 
That  bare'foot  flod  I  the  cold  Ground  upon^ 

With  fainted  Fiw  mj  Faults  to  have  amended. 
Write^  writer  that  from  the  bloody  courfe  of  War^ 

Aly  dearefi  Aiafier^  jour  dear  Son,  may  hie; 
Blefs  him  at  home  in  Peace^  whilfi  I  from  far y 

His  Name  with  x^ealous  Fervour  fanSifie. 
Hisfakfn  Labours  bid  him  me  forgive  \ 

I  his  dejfightful  Juno  Jent  him  forth 
From  courtly  Friends,  with  camping  Foes  to  livcj 

Where  Death  and  Danger  dog  the  Heels  of  Worth. 
He  is  too  good  and  fair  for  Death  and  me^ 
Whom  I  my  felf  embraccy  to  fet  him  free. 

Ah  what  fharp  Stings  are  in  her  mildeft  words  ? 
Rynaldoy  you  did  never  lack  advice  fo  much. 
As  letting  her  pafs  fo ;  had  I  fpoke  with  her, 
I  could  have  well  diverted  her  intents. 
Which  thus  (he  hath  prevented* 

Stew.  Pardon  me,  Madam> 
If  I  had  given  you  this  over  night> 
She  might  have  been  o'erta'en ;  and  yet  (he  writes 
Purfuit  would  be  but  vain. 

Count.  What  Angel  (hall      ^ 
\Blefs  this  unworthy  Husband?  He  cannot  thrive, 
Unlefs  her  Prayen,  whom  Heav'n  delights  to  hear, 
Ai)d  loves  to  grant,  reprieve  him  fromxKt]^t^>^^ 
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Of  greateft  Jufticc.    Write,  write,  RjnaliU^ 

To  this  unworthy  Husband  of  his  Wife, 

Let  every  word  weigh  heavy  of  her  worth. 

That  he  does  weigh  too  light :  My  greateft  Grief^ 

Tho'  little  he  do  feel  it,  fet  down  fharply. 

Difpatch  the  moft  convenient  MefTenger; 

When  haply  he  does  hear  that  ihe  is  gone. 

He  will  return,  and  hope  I  may  that  ihe* 

Hearing  fo  much,  will  fpeed  her  Foot  again. 

Led  hither  by  pure  Love.    Which  of  them  both 

Is  deareft  to  me,  I  have  no  skill  in  Senfe 

To  make  diftindion ;  Provide  this  Meflenger ; 

My  Heart  is  heavy,  and  mine  Age  is  weak. 

Grief  would  have  Tears>  and  Sorrow  bids  mo  (peak. 

[Exemt. 
A  Tucket  Afar  off. 

Enter  ah  old  Widow  of  Florence,  Diana,  Violenta,  and 

Mariana,  wth  other  Citizens. 

Wid.  Nay  come. 
For  if  they  do  approach  the  City, 
We  (hall  lofe  all  the  fight* 

Dia.  They  fay,  the  French  Count  has  done 
Moft  honourable  Servite» 

Wid.  It  is  reported. 
That  he  has  ta'en  their  greateft  Commander, 
And  that  with  his  own  Hand  he  flew 
The  Duke's  Brother.    We  have  loft  our  labour. 
They  arc  gone  a  contrary  way  :  Hark, 
You  may  know  by  their  Trumpets. 

Afar.  Come,  let's  return  again. 
And  fuffice  our  felves  with  the  Report  of  iu 
Wei],  Dianay  take  heed  of  this  French  Earl, 
The  Honour  of  a  Maid  is  in  her  Name, 
And  no  Legacy  is  fo  rich 
As  Honefty. 

Wid.  I  have  told  my  Neighbour 
How  you  have  been  follicited  by  a  Gentleman 
His  Companion. 

Mar.  I  know  that  Knave,  hang  him.  one  ParolleSf  a  fil- 
thy Officer  he  is  in  thofe  Suggeftions  for  the  young  Earl ; 
hew:u:e  of  them »  Di4ifui\   tVxtit  VtotEo&s^  Eaticements, 
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Oaths^  and  Tokens,  and  all  the  Engines  of  Lufl,  are  not 
the  things  they  go  under;  manj^a  Maid  hatb-been^  (educed 
by  them,  and  the  Mifery  is  Exs^mple^  that  fo  terrible  (hews 
in  the  wreck  of  Maiden-hood>  cannot  for  all  that  difluade 
Succeffion»  but  that  they  are  limed  with  the  Twigs  that 
threatens  them.  I  hope  I  need  not  to  advife  you  further, 
but  I  hope  your  own  Grace  will  keep  you  where  you  arc, 
tho'  there  were  no  further  danger  known,  but  the  Modefty 
which  is  fo  loft. 

Dia.  You  (hall  not  need  to  fear  me. 

£»ter  Helena  dijgmfed  like  a  Pilgrim. 

Wid.  I  hope  fo ;  look  here  comes  a  Pilgripi  ;  I  know 
(he  will  lye  at  my  Houfe ;  thither  they  fend  one  another  ; 
111  queftion  her ;  God  fave  you  Pilgrim>  whither  are  you 
bound  ? 

HcL  To  S.  yaques  le  grand. 
Where  do  the  Palmers  lodge,  I  do  bcfeech  you? 

Wid.  At  ihtSx.  Frances  here  befide  the  Port. 

HeL  Is  this  the  way  ?  [A  March  afar  off. 

Wid.  Ay  marry  is't.     Hark  you,  they  come  this  way : 
If  you  will  tarry,  holy  Pilgrim, 
But  'till  the  Troops  come  by, 
I  will  Condud  you  where  you  fhall  be  lodged  ; 
The  rather,  for  I  think  I  know  your  Hoftefs 
As  ample  as  my  felf. 

HeL  Is  it  your  felf? 

Wid.  If  you  (hall  pleafe  fo,  Pilgrim, 

Hel.  I  thank  you,  and  will  ftay  upon  your  leifure. 

Wid.  You  came,  I  think,  from  France  f 

Hel.  I  did  fo. 

Wid.  Here  you  (hall  fee  a  Country-man  of  yours. 
That  has  done  worthy  Service. 

Hel.  His  Name,  I  pray  you  ? 

Dia.  The  Count  RoJJilion :  Know  you  fuch  a  one  ? 

HeL  But  by  the  Ear  that  hears  moft  nobly  of  him. 
His  Face  I  know  not. 

Dia.  Whatfoe'er  he  iSy 
He's  bravely  taken  here.     He  ftole  from  France^ 
As  'tis  reported  ;  for  the  King  had  married  him 
Againft  his  liking.     Think  you  it  is  fo  ? 

HcL  Ayfurelyf  meer  the  Truths  I  bio^ii  Viv^  \j^^Y« 
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Di4.  There  is  a  Gentlenan  that  ferves  the  County 
Reports  but  courfely  of  her. 
Hel.  What's  his  Name  ? 
Dm.  Monfieur  ParolUs. 

Hel.  Oh  I  believe  with  him» 
In  Argument  of  Praife,  or  to  the  Worth 
Of  the  great  Count  himfelf^  fhe  is  too  meao 
To  have  her  Name  repeated;  all  her  deferving 
Is  a  referved  Monefty,  and  that 
I  have  not  heard  examined. 

Dia.  Alas,  poor  Lady ! 
•Tis  a  hard  Bondage  to  become  the  Wife 
Of  a  detefting  Lord. 

Wid.  Ah !  right  good  Creature !  wherefoc'er  (he  i%^ 
Her  Heart  weighs  fadly ;  this  young  Maid  might  do  her 
A  flirewd  turn,  if  (he  pleas'd. 

HeL  How  do  you  mean  ? 
May  be,  the  amorous  Count  foilicites  her 
In  the  unlawful  purpofe. 

Wid.  He  does  indeed, 
And  brokes  with  all  that  can>  in  fuch  a  Suit, 
Corrupt  the  tender  Honour  of  a  Maid : 
But  (he  is  arm'd  for  him,  and  keeps  her  Guard 
In  honefteft  Defence. 

Drum  and  CoUurs. 

Enter  Bertram,  ParoUes,  Officers  and  SMiers  attending^ 

Mar.  The  Gods  forbid  elfe. 

Wtd.  So,  now  they  come : 
That  is  jintonioy  the  Duke's  eldeft  Son, 
That  Efcalm. 

Hel.  Which  is  the  Frenchman  i 

Via.  He, 
That  with  the  Plume,  'tis  a  moft  gallant  Fellow, 
I  would  he  lov'd  his  Wife :  If  he  were  honefter 
He  were  much  goodlier.    Is't  not  a  handfome  Gentlemao  { 

HeL  I  like  him  well. 

Dia.  'Tis  pity  he  is  not  honefl :  Yond's  that  ^amc  Knave 
Thit  leads  him  to  thefe  Places;  were  I  his  Lady» 
I  would  poifon  that  vile  Kafcal* 

Hel.  Which  is  he? 

BiA.  That  Jack-an-apes  with  Scarfs.    Why  i%  ht  mcltn-^ 
holy  ?  ~'     *Ktt 


^^^ 
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Htl  Perchance  he's  hurt  i'th'  Battel 

Par.  Lofe  our  Drum!    Well. 

Mar»  He's  (hrewdly  vex'd  at  fomething.  Look  he  has 
•fpied  us. 

JT/W*  Marry  hang  you.  [ExeMntBer^  ^d?zr.  &c. 

Aian  And  your  Courtcfie,  for  a  Ring-carrier. 

Wid.  The  Troop  is  paft :  Come  Pilgrim,  I  will  bring 
You,  where  you  (hall  hoft  :  Of  in  joy  n'd  Penitents    . 
There's  four  or  five,  to  great  St.  Jaqacs  bound* 
Already  at  my  Houfe. 

HeL  I  humbly  thank  you  t 
Pleafc  it  this  Matron,  and  this  gentle  Maid 
To  eat  with  us  to  Night,  the  Charge  and  Thanking 
Shall  be  for  me;  and  to  requite  you  further. 
I  will  beftow  fome  Precepts  on  this  Virgin* 
Worthy  the  Note. 

Both.  We'll  take  your  offer  kindly.  [Exiimu 

Enter  Bertram  and  the  two  French  herds. 

1  Ld.  Nay,  *good  my  Lord,  put  him*  to'c :  Let  him 
have  his  way. 

2  Ld.  If  your  Lordfhip  find  him  not  a  Hilding*  hold 
me  no  more  in  your  Retpeft. 

I  Ld.  On  my  Life,  my  Lord,  a  Bubble. 
Ber.  Do  you  think  I  am  fo  far 
Deceived  in  him  \ 

1  Ld.  Believe  it,  my  Lord,  in  mine  own  direft  Know- 
ledge, without  any  Malice,  but  to  fpeak  of  him  as  vay 
Kinfman;  he's  a  mod  notable  Coward,  an  infinite  and 
endlefs  Liar,  an  hourly  Promife-breaker»  the  Owner  of 
no  one  good  Quality  worthy]!  your  Lordihip*s  Entertain* 
ment. 

z  Ld.  It  were  fit  you  knew  him,  left  repofing  too  far  in 
his  Virtue,  which  he  hath  not,  he  might  at  fbme  great  and 
trufty  Bufinefs,  in  a  main  Danger*  fail  you. 

Ber.  I  would  I  knew  in  what  particular  Adion  to  try 
him. 

2  Ld.  None  better  than  to  let  him  fetch  off  his  Drum; 
which  you  bear  him  fo  confidently  undertake  to  do. 

I  Ld.  I,  with  a  Troop  o( Florentines^  will  fuddenly  Sur- 
prize him;  fuch  I  will  have  whom  I  am  fure  he  knows  not 
from  the  Enemy:  We  will  bind  and  VioodL-HivjJi^\iOT5L^^«k 
Vox.  U.  Y  ^^^ 
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that  be  fhall  fuppofe  no  other  but  that  he  is  carried  into 
the  Leaguer  of  the  Adverfaries,  when  we  bring  him  to  our 
own  Tents;  be  but  your  Lordlhip  prefent  at  his  Exami- 
nation, if  he  do  not  for  the  promife  of  his  Life>  and  in  the 
higheit  CompuIHon  of  bafe  Fear,  offer  to  betray  you,  and 
deliver  all  the  Intelligence  in  his  power  againft  you,  and 
that  with  the  divine  Forfeit  upon  his  Soul  upon  Oath,  never 
truft  my  Judgment  in  any  thing* 

2  Ld.  O,  for  the  love  of  Laughter,  let  him  fetch  his 
Drum;  he  fays  he  has  a  Stratagem  for't;  when  your  Lord- 
fliip  fees  the  bottom  of  his  fuccefs  in't,  and  to  what  Metal 
this  Counterfeit  Lump  of  ours  will  be  melted,  if  you  give 
him  not  John  DrHm\  Entertainment,  your  inclining  cannot 
be  removed.    Here  he  comes. 

(  Enter  Parolles. 

1  Ld.  O,  for  the  love  of  Laughter,  hinder  not  the  Ho- 
nour of  his  Defign^  let  him  fetch  off  his  Drum  in  any 
hand. 

Ber.  How  now  Monfieur  ?  This  Drum  flicks  forely  in 
your  Dilpofition. 

z  Ld.   A  Pox  on't,  let  it  go,  'tis  but  a  Drum. 

Par.  But  a  Drum !  Is't  but  a  Drum  ?  A  Drum  fo  loft/ 
There  was  excellent  Command  \  to  charge  him  with  our 
Horfe  upon  our  own  Wings,  and  to  rend  our  own  Sol- 
diers. 

2  Ld.  That  was  not  to  be  blamed  in  the  Command  of 
the  Service;  it  was  a  Difafter  of  War,  that  Cefar  himfelf 
could  not  have  prevented,  if  he  had  been  there  to  Com- 
mand. 

Ber.  Well,  we  cannot  greatly  condemn  our  Succefs: 
Some  Difhonour  we  had  in  the  lofs  of  that  Drum,  but  it 
it  is  not  to  be  recovered.  * 

Par^  It  might  have  been  recover'd. 

Ber.  It  might,  but  it  not  is  now. 

Par.  It  is  to  be  recover'd,  but  that  the  Merit  of  Service 
is  feldom  attributed!  to  the  true  exaft  Performer,  I  would 
have  that  Drum  or  another,  or  hie  jaceu 

Ber.  Why,  if  you  have  Stomach  to't,  Monfieur ;  if 
you  think  your  Myftery  in  Stratagem  can  bring  this  In- 
flrument  of  Honour  again  into  his  native  Quarter,  be  mag- 
nanimous in  the  Enterprize  and  go  on,  I  will  grace  the  At- 
tempt 
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tempt  for  a  worthy  Exploit ;  If  you  fpecd  well  in  it,  the 
Duic  fliall  both  fpeak  of  it^  and  .extend  to  you  what  fur- 
ther becomes  his  Greatnefs^  even  to  the  utmoft  Syllable  of 
your  Worthinefs. 

Par.  By  the  hand  of  a  Soldier,  I  will  undertake  it« 

Ber.  But  you  muft  not  now  (lumber  in  it* 

Par.  I'll  about  it  this  Evening,  and  I  will  prcfently  pen 
down  my  Dilcmmacs,  encourage  my  fclf  in  my  certainty, 
put  my  felf  into  my  mortal  Preparation  j  and  by  Midnight 
look  to  hear  further  from  me. 

Bir.  May  I  be  bold  to  acquaint  his  Grace  you  are  gone 
about  it. 

Par.  I  know  not  what  the  Succefs  wilhbe,  my  Lord; 
but  the  Attempt  I  vow. 

Ber.  I*  know  th'art  Valiant, 
And  to  the  poflibility  of  thy  Solderihip^ 
Will  fubfcribe  for  thee,     Farewel. 

Par.  i  love  not  many  Words.  JjExit. 

I  Ld.  No  more  than  a  FiAi  loves  Water.  Is  not  this  a 
ftrange  Fellow,  my  Lord,  that  fo  confidently  feems  to  un- 
dertake this  Bufinefs,  which  he  knows  is  not  to  be  done ; 
Damns  himfelf  /to  do't^  and  dares  better  be  damn'd  than  to 
drft. 

1  Ld.  You  do  not  know  him,  my  Lord,  as  wc  do ;  cer- 
tain it  is,  that  he  will  fteal  himfelt  into  a  Man's  Favour, 
and  for  a  Week  efcape  a  great  deal  of  difcoveries>  but  when 
y©u  find  him  out,  you  have  him  ever  after. 

Ber.  Why  do  you  think  he  will  make  no  deed  at  all  of 
this,  that  fo  ferioufly  he  does  addrefs  himfelf  unto? 

2  Ld.  None  in  the  World,  but  return  with  an  Invent 
tion,  and  clap^  upon  you  two  or  three  probable  Lies;  but 
we  have  almoft  imboft  him,  you  (hall  fee  his  Fall  to  Night ; 
for  indeed  he  is  not  for  your  Lordlhip's  Refped. 

f  Ld.  We*il  make  you  fome  Sport  with  the  Pox  Ver 
we  Cafe  him.  He  was  firft  fmoak'd  by  the  old  Lord  Lafeu; 
when  his  Difguife  and  he  is  parted,  tell  me  what  a  Sprat 
you  fhall  find  him,  which  you  (hall  fee  this  very  Night. 

1  Ld.    I  muft  go  and  look  my  Twigs, 
He  ftiall  be  caught. 

Ber.  Your  Brother  he  fliall  go  along  witk  mft% 
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1  Ld.  As't  plcafe  your  LordAiip,  I'll  leave  yoiu 

Ber.  Now  will  I  lead  you  to  the  Houfcj  and  ihew  you 
the  Lafs  I  fpoke  of. 

I  Ckf.  But  you  fay  flic's  honeft. 

Bcr.  That's  all  the  fault :  I  (poke  With  her  but  once. 
And  found  her  wondrous  cold  ;  but  I  fent  to  her. 
By  this  fame  Coxcomb  that  we  have  i'th'  wind'» 
Tokens  and  Letters,  which  flie  did  refend  ; 
And  this  is  all  I  have  done  :  She's  a  fair  Creature, 
Will  you  go  fee  her  ? 

I  Ld.  With  all  my  Heart,  my  Lord.  [Exeum^ 

Enttr  Helena  and  fFidow. 

HeL  If  you  mifdoubt  me  that  I  am  not  flie,     ^ 
I  know  not  how  I  ihall  aflure  you  further. 
But  I  fliall  lofe  the  Grounds  I  work  upon. 

fTid.  Tho*  nly  Eftate  be  fallen,  I  was  well  born. 
Nothing  acquainted  with  thefe  Buiineffes* 
And  would  not  put  my  Reputation  now 
In  any  Aaining  A&^ 

Heli.  Nor  would  I  wifli  you, 
Firft  give  me  truft,  the  Count  he  is  my  Husband, 
And  what  to  your  fworn  Counfel  I  have  fpoken. 
Is  fo  from  word  to  word  ;  and  then  you  cannot. 
By  the  good  aid  that  I  of  you  fliould  borrow. 
Err  in  beftowing  it. 

Wid.  I  fliould- believe  you. 
For  you  have  fliew'd  me  that  which  well  approves 
Y'are  great  in  Fortune, 

HeL  Take  this  Purfe  of  Gold, 
And  let  me  buy  your  friendly  help  thus  f^r, 
Which  I  will  over-pay,  and  pay  again 
When  I  have  found  ir.  The  Count  he  wooes  your  Daughter, 
Lays  down  hi^  wanton  Siege  before  ber  Beauty, 
Re(blv€s  to  carry  her;  let  her  in  fine  confcnr, 
As  we'll  direft  her  how  'tis  beft  to  bear  it. 
Now  this  importurate  Blood  will  naught  deny. 
That  flie'U  demand :  A  Ring  the  Count  does  wear 
That  downward  hath  fucceeded  in  his  Houfe 
From  Son  to  Son,  fome  four  or  five  Defcent^ 

Since 
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Since  the  firft  Father  wore  it.    This  Ring  lie  holds 
In  nKjft  rich-Ghdice:  Yet  in  his  idle  Fir€,  V 

To  buy  his  Will,  it  would  not  feem  too  dear,         4 
How  e'er  repented  after.  ' 

Vnd.  Now  I  fee  the  Bottom  of  your  Pwpofc. 

Hel.  Upvf  fee  it  lawful  then.  It  is  no  more. 
But  that  your  Daughter,  fe'er  (he  feems  as  won, 
Defires  this  Ring ;  appoipts  him  an  Encounter ; 
la  fine,  delivers  me  to  filPthe  Time, 
Her  felf  mod  chaftly  abfent :  After  this 
To  marry  her,  Vll  add  three  thoufand  Crowns 
To  what  is  paft  already. 

ff^d.  I  -have  yielded ! 
Inftruft  my  Daughter  how  (he  (hall  perfevcr, 
That  Time  and  Place  with  this  Deceit  fo  lawful. 
May  prove  coherent.  Every  Night  he  comes 
With  Mufick  of  all  forts,  and  Songs  composed 
To  her  Unworthinefs :  It  nothing  ftands  us 
To  chide  him  from  our  Eeves,  for  he  perfifts. 
As  if  his  Life  lay  on'f . 

HcL  Why  then  to  Night 
Let  us  affay  our  Plot,  which  if  it  fpeed. 
Is  wicked  Meaning  in  a  lawful  Deed; 
And  lawful  Meaning  in  a  lawful  Ad, 
Where  both  not  Sin,  and  yet  a  finfiil  Paft.     v 
3ut  let's  about  it.  lExeunt. 


A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  B   I. 

Enter  one  of  the  Freich  Lords,  vfit'h  five  or  fix  Solditrs  '• 

in  Arnhnfl}. 

Lord.  TTE  can  come  no  bther  way  but  by  this  Hedge- 
JlJl  Corner ;  when  you  fally  upo  n  him,  fpcak  what 
terrible  Language  you  will,  though  you  Underftand  it  not 
yourfelves,  no  matter;  for  we  muft  not  feem  to  underftand 
him,  unlefs  feme  one  apaoqgft  uf,  whom  we  muft  produce 
for  am  Interpreter. 
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S§L  Good  Captain,  let  me  be  th'  Interprecen 

Lord.  Art  not  acquainted  with  him  I  Knows  he  not  thy 
Voice  ? 

Sol.  No,  Sir,  I  warrant  you. 

Lord.  But  what  Linfie-woolfie  haft  thou  to  /peak  to  us 
again? 

Sol.  Ev'n  fuch  as  you  fpcak  to  me. 

Lord.  He  muft  think  us  fome  Band  of  Strangers  i'th' Ad- 
verfaries  Entertainment.  Now  he  hath  a  Smack  of  all  neigh- 
bouring Languages;  therefore  we  muft  every  one  be  a  Mao 
of  his  (iwn  Fancy,  not  to  know  what  we  fpeak  one  to  ano- 
ther; fo  we  fecm  to  know,  is  to  know  ftraight  our  Purpofe ; 
Chouph's  language,  gabble  enough,  and  good  enough.  As 
for  yoii  Interpeter,  you  muft  feem  very  politick.  But  couch 
hoa,  here  he  comts,  to  beguile  two  Hours  in  a  Sleep,  and 
then  to  return  and  (wear  the  Lies  he  forges. 

Enter  Parolles. 

Par.  Ten  a  Clock;  within  thefe  three  flours 'twill  be  time 
enougli  to  go  home.  What  (hall  I  fay  I  have  done?  It  muft 
be  a  very  pja'-jfivc  Invention  that  cairies  it.  They  begin  to 
fm  ak  mt,  and  Dif^rraces  have  of  lateknock'd  toooftenatmy 
Door;  I  find  my  Tongue  is  too  Fool-hardy,  but  my  Heart 
hath  the  Fear  of  Mars  before  it,  and  of  his  Creatures,  not 
daring  the  Reports  of  my  Tongue. 

Lord.  This  is  the  firft  that  e'er  thine  own  Tongue  wa 
guilty  of.  \j4fi^* 

Par.  What  the  Devil  Ihould  move  me  to  undertake  the 
Recovery  of  this  Drum,  being  not  ignorant  of  the  Impoffi- 
bility,  and  knowing  I  had  no  fuch  Purpofe?  I  niuft  give 
my  felf  fome  Hurts,  and  fay  I  got  them  in  Exploit;  yet  flight 
ones  will  not  carry  it.  Thfy  will  fay,  came  you  off  with  fo 
little?  And  great  ones  I  dare  hot  give;  wherefore  what's 
the  Inftancc?  Tongue,  I  muftputyouintoaButter-womanH 
Mouth,  and  buy  my  felf  another  of '2f4/4*r/'s  Mules,  if  you 
prattle  me  into  thefc  Perils. 

Lord.  Is  it  poflible  he  fhould  know  what  he  is,  and  be 
that  he  is? 

Par.  I  would  the  cutting  of  my  Garments  would  fcrve 
the  turn,   or  the  breaking  of  my  Sfanijh  Sword* 

Lord^  We  cannot  afford  you  fo. 
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Pdr.  Or  the  paring  of  my  Beard,  and  to  fay  it  was  in 

Stratagem. 

Lord.  'T  would  not  do.  ^ 

Pdr.  Or  to  drown  my  Cloaths,  and  fay  I  was  ftript. 

Lord.  Hardly  ferve. 

Pdr.  Though  I  fworc  I  Icap'd  from  the  Window  of  the 
Cittadei. 

Lord.  How  deep  f  ^ 

Par.  Thirty  Fathom. 

Lord.  Three  great  Oaths  would  fcarce  make  that  be  be- 
liered. 

Par.  I  would  I  had  any  Drum  of  the  Enemies,  I  would 
fwear  I  recovered  it. 

Lord.  You  ftiall  hear  one  anon. 

Par.  A  Drum  now  of  tHe  Enemies.       [Alar nm within. 

Lord.  Throco  movoufuSy  cargo^  cargo^  cargo.  ^ 

All.  Cargo^  cargo^  viUiandofar  corbo^  cargo. 

Par.  O  Ranfom,  Ranfbm; 
Do  not  hide  mine  Eye^.     [They  feiz^e  him  and  blindfold  him2 

Inter.  'Bas\os  thromaldo  beskos. 

Par.  I  know  you  are  the  Muskos  Regiment, 
And  I  (hall  lofe  my  Life  for  want  of  Language. 
If  there  be  here  German  or  Dane^  low  Dutch, 
Italian^  or  French,  let  him  fpeak  to  me, 
1*11  difcover  that  which  fhall  undo  the  Florentine.  ^ 

Inter.  Baskps  vauvadoy  I  underfland  thee,  and  can  (peak 
thy  Tongue  Kereljbonto,  Sir,  betake  thee  to  thy  Faith,  for 
feventeen  Poniards  are  at  thy  Bofom. 

Par.  Oh.  ^ 

Int.  Oh  pray,  pray,  pray, 
Mancha  revancha  dnkhe. 

Lord.  OJceoribi  dnlchos  volivorco. 

Int.  The  General  is  content  to  fpare  thiee  yet. 
And,  hood-winkt  as  thou  art,  will  lead  thee  on 
To  gather  from  thee.  Haply  thou  may'ft  inform 
Something  to  fave  thy  Life. 

Par.  O  let  me  live. 
And  all  the  Secrets  of  our  Camp  Til  (hew  ; 
Their  Force,  their  Purpofes:  N^y,  III  fpeak  that 
Which  you  will  wonder  at.  -     '  ^^ 

Int.  But  wilt  thou  faithfully  % 
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Pari  If  I  do  not*  damn  me* 
Int.  jicord$  Unta. 
Come  oD>  thou  art  granted  fpace.  \ExW. 

[A  Jhort  AUrum  within. 
Lord.  Go,  tell  the  Count  RoJJilUon  and  my  Brother, 
We  have  caught  the  Woodcocl^  and  will  keep  him  mufied 
frill  we  do  near  from  them. 

Sol.  Captain  I  with 

Lord.  He  will  betray  us  all  unto  our  felTe% 
Inform  'em  that. 

Sol.  So  I  will,  Sir. 

Lord.  'Till  then  I'll  keep  him  dark  and  fafely  lockt« 

[Exewtl. 
Enter  Bertram  and  Diana, 

^er.  They  told  me  that  your  Name  was  F^ntibeU. 

Dia^  No,  my  good  Lord»  Diana. 

Ber.  Titled  Goddefs, 
And  worth  it  with  Addition;  but,  fair  Soul, 
In  your  fine  Frame  j?ath  Love  no  Quality  f 
If  the  quick  Fire  of  Youth  light  not  y^our  Mind, 
You  are  no  Maiden,  but  a  Monument: 
When  you  are  dead  you  ihall  be  fuch  a  one 
As  you  are  now,  for  you  are  cold  and  ftern ; 
And  now  you  (hould  be  as  your  Mother  was, 
\Vhcn  your  fweet  felf  was  got. 

Dia.  She  then  was  honeft. 

Ber.  So  (hould  you  be. 

J)ia.  No, 
My  Mother  did  but  Duty,  fuch,  my  Lord, 
As  you  owe  to  your  Wife. 

Ber.  No  more  o'that  I 
I  prethee  do  not  ftrive  againft  my  Vows: 
I  was  compeird  to  her,  but  I  love  thee 
By  Love's  own  fweet  Con  ft  rain  t,  and  will  for  ever 
Do  thee  all  Rights  of  Service. 

Dia.  Ay,  fo  you  ferve  us 
•Till  we  fcrvc  you :  But  when  you  have  our  Roies, 
You  barely  leave  our  Thorns  to  prick  our  felves. 
And  mock  us  with  our  Barenefs, 

Per.  How  have  I  fworn  | 
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Dia.  'Tis  not  the  many  Oaths  that  make  the  Truth,     A 
But  the  plain  fingle  Vow,  that  is  vowM  true ;  ' 

What  is  not  Holy,  that  we  fwear  not  by. 
But  take  the  High!ft  to  witners:  Then  pray  you  tell  me. 
If  I  ftiould  fwear  by  Jove  s^%lt^x.  Attribute, 
I  lov*d  you  dearly,  would  you  believe  my  Oaths, 
When  I  did  love  you  ill  ?  This  has  no  holding 
To  fwear  by  him  whom  I  proteft  to  love. 
That  I  will  work  againft  him.  Therefore  your  Oaths 
Are  Words  and  poor  Conditions,  but  unfeal'd. 
At  leaft  in  my  Opinion. 

Ber.  Change  it,  change  it : 
Be  not  fo  holy  Cruel.   Love  is  holy. 
And  my  Integrity  ne'er  knew  the  Crafts, 
That  you  do  charge  Men  with :  Stand  no  m  ore  o£F, 
But  give  thy  felf  unto  my  fick  Dcfires, 
Who  then  recovers.  Say  thou  art  mine,  and  ever 
My  Love,  as  it  begins,  (hall  fo  perfever. 

Dia.  I  fee  that  Men  make  Hopes  in  fuch  Affairs, 
That  we'll  forfake  our  felves.     Give  me  that  Ring. 

Ber.  I'll  lend  it  thee,  my  Dear,  but  have  no  Power 
To  give  it  from  me. 

Dia.  Will  you  not,  my  Lord  ? 
Ber.  It  is  an  Honour  *longing  to  our  Houfe, 
Bequeathed  down  from  many  Anceftors, 
Which  were  the  greateft  Obloquy  fth*  World 
In  me  to  lofe. 

Dia.  Mine  Honour's  fuch  a  Ring, 
My  Chaftity's  the  Jewel  of  our  Houfe, 
Bequeathed  down  from  many  Anceilors, 
Which  were  the  greateft  Obloquy^i'th*  World 
In  mp  to  lofe.    Thus  your  own  proper  Wifdom 
Brings  in  the  Champion  Honour  on  my  Part, 
Againft  your  vain  Aflault, 

Ber.  Here,  take  my  Ring, 
My  Houfe,  nff  Honour,  yea,  my  Life  be  thine, 
And  ril  be  bid  by  thee. 

Dia.  When  Midnight  comes,  knock  at  my  Chamber 
Window ; 
I'll  order  take,  my  Mother  fhall  not  hear. 
Now  willT  diarge  you  in  the  Band  o(  Tt>x^% 
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Remain  there  but  an  Hour,  nor  fpeak  to  me  : 

My  Reafons  are  moft  ftrong,  and  you  (hall  know  them, 

When  back  again  this  Ring  ihall  be  delivered ; 

And  on  your  Finger,  in  the  Night,  I'll  put 

Another  Ring,  that,  what  in  time  proceeds. 

May  token  to  the  future,  our  paft  Deeds, 

Adieu  'till  then,  then  fail  not :  You  have  won 

A  Wife  of  me,  though  there  my  Hope  be  done. 

Ber.  A  Heav'n  on  Earth  Tve  won  by  wooing  thee.     [Exit. 

DU.  For  which,  live  long  to  thanx  both  Heav'n  and  me. 
You  may  fo  in  the  end. 
My  Mother  told  me  juft  how  he  would  woo. 
As  if  ihe  fate  in's  Heart,  She  fays,  all  Men 
Have  the  like  Oaths :  He  had  (worn  to  marry  me 
When  his  Wife's  dead!  Therefore  Til  lye  with  him 
When  I  am  buried.  Since  Frenchmen  are  fo  braid. 
Marry  that  will;  Til  live  and  die  a  Maid; 
Only  in  this  Difguife,  I  think't  no  Sin, 
To  coufin  him  that  would  unjuftlywin.    •  [Exit. 

Enter  the  two  French  Lordi^  dnd  fwo  or  three  Solditrs. 

1  Ld.  You  have  not  given  him  his  Mother's  Letter? 

2  Ld.  I  have  delivered  it  an  Hour  (ince;  there  is  fbme- 
thing  in't  that  flings  his  Nature,  for  on  the  reading  \t^  he 
changed  almoft  into  another  Man, 

1  Ld.  He  has  much  worthy  Blame  laid  upon  him,  for 
ihaking  off  fo  good  a  Wife,  and  fo  fweet  a  Lady.  • 

2  Ld.  Efpecially,  he  hath  incurred  the  everlafting  Dif- 
pleafure  of  the  Krng>  who  had  ever  tun'd  his  Bounty  to 
iing  Happinefs  to  him«  I  will  tell  you  a  thing,  but  you 
ihall  let  it  dwell  darkly  with  yoir.i^ 

1  Ld.  When  you  have  fpoken  it^^  de^d,  and  I  am  the 
Grave  of  it.  v 

2  Ld.  He  hath  perverted  a  young  Gentlewoman  here  in 
Florence^  of  a  mofls  chad  Renown,  and  this  Night  he  flefhes 
his  Will  in  the  Spoil  of  her  Honour;  he  hath  given  her  his 
monumental  Ring>  and  thinks  hkhfelf  made  in  the  .unchaft 
Compofition, 

I  Ld.  Now  God  delay  our  Rebellion ;  as  we  are  our 
felves,  what  things  are  we  I 
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1  Ld.  Mcerly  our  own  Traitors;  and  as  in  the  commoa 
Courfc  of  all  Treafons,  we  ftill  fee  them  reveal  chemfelves^ 
•till  they  attain  to  their  abhorr'd  Ends;  io- he  that  in  this 
Adion  contrives  againft  his  own  Nobility  in  his  proper 
Stream,  o'er-flows  himfelf. 

I  Ld.  Is  it  not  meant  damnable  in  us  to  be  the  Trum- 
peters of  our  unlawful  Intents?  We  (hall  not  then  have  his 
Company  to  Night  } 

iLd.  ^ot  'till  after  Midnight;  for  he  is  dieted  to  his 
Hour. 

1  Ld.  That  approaches  apace :  I  would  gladly  have  him 
fee  his  Company  anatomiz'd,  that  he  mj^ht  take  aMeafure 
of  his  own  Judgments^  v^  herein  (o  ferioLily  he  had  fet  his 
Counterfeit. 

2  Ld.  We  will  not  meddle  with  him  'till  he  come; 
For  his  Piefcnce  muft  be  the  whip  of  the  other. 

1  Ld.  In  the  mean  time,  what  hpar  you  of  thofe  Wars? 

2  Ld.  I  hear  there  is  an  Overture  of  Peace. 

1  Ld.  Nay,  I  aflure  you  a  Peace  is  concluded. 

2  Ld.  What  will  Count  RoJJilUen  do  then?  Will  he  travel 
higher,  or  return  again  into  France  ? 

X  Ld.  I  perceive  by  this  Demand,  you  are  cot  altogether 
of  his  Counfel, 

2  Ld.  Let  it  be  forbid.  Sir,  fo  fiiould  I  be  a  great  deal  of 
this  Ad. 

1  Ld*  Sir,  his  Wife  fome  two  Months  fince  fled  from 
his  Houfe,  her  Pretence  is  a  Pilgrimage  to  St.  Jaques  U 
.^rand;  which  holy  Undertaking,  with  moft  auftere  Sandli-^ 

mony,  (he  accoroplifh'd ;  and  there  refiding,  the Tendernefs 
of  her  Nature  became  as  a  Prey  to  her  Grief;  in  fine,  made 
a  Groan  of  her  laft  Breath,  and  now  (he  fings  in  Heav'n. 

2  Ld.  How  is  this  juftified? 

1  Ld.  The  ftrongcr  Part  of  it  by  her  own  Letters,  which 
makes  her  Story  true,  ^ven  to  the  Point  of  her  Death;  her 
Death  it  felf,  which  could  not  be  herOflScetofay,  is  come, 
was  faithfully  confirmed  by  the  Redor  of  the  Place. 

2  Ld,  Hath  the  Count  all  this  Intelligence? 

1  Ld.  Ay,  and  the  particular  Confirmations,  point  from 
point,  to  the  full  arming  of  the  Verity. 

2  Ld*  I  am  heartily  forry  that  he'il  be  glad  of  this^ 
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X  LJL  How  mightily  fometimes  we  make  us  Comforts  of 
our  Loflfes. 

2  Ld.  And  how  mightily  fbme  other  times  we  drowa 
our  Gain  in  Tears,  the  great  Dignity  that  this  Valour  hath 
here  required  from  him,  (hall  at  home  be  encountred  with 
a  Shame  as  ample. 

1  Ld.  The  Web  of  our  Life  is  of  a  mingled  Yarn,  good 
and  ill  together:  Our  Virtues  would  be  proud,  if  our  Faults 
whipt  them  not,  and  our  Crimes  would  defpair  if  they  were 
not  chcrifti'd  by  our  Virtues. 

Enter  a  Servanu 
How  now?  Where's  your  Mafter? 

Ser.  He  met  the  Duke  in  the  Street*  Sir,  of  whom 
he  hath  taken  a  folemn  Leave :  His  Lordihip  will  next  Morn- 
ing for  France.  The  Duke  hath  offered  him  Letters  of 
Commendations  to  the  King. 

2  Ld.  They  ftiall  be  no  more  than  needful  there,  if  they 
were  more  than  they  can  commend. 

Enter  Bertram. 

1  Ld.  They  cannot  be  too  fweet  for  the  King's  Tart- 
nefs :  Here's  his  Lordfhip  now.  How  now,  my  Lord,  is't 
not  after  Midnight  ? 

Ber.  I  have  to  Night  difpatch'd  fixteen  Bufineflfes,  a 
Months  length  a  Piece,  by  an  Abftrad  of  Succefs ;  I  have 
congied  with  the  Duke,  done  my  Adieu  with  his  neareft; 
buried  a  Wife,  mourn*d  for  her;  writ  to  my  Lady  Mother, 
I  am  returning;  entertain'd  my  Convoy,  and  between  thefe 
main  Parcels  of  difpatch,  eflpeded  many  nicer  Needs;  the 
laft  was  the  greateft,  but  that  I  have  not  ended  yet. 

2  Ld.  If  the  Bufinefs  be  of  any  Difficulty,  and  this 
Morning  your  departure  hence,  it  requires  hafte  of  your  Lord- 
fhip. 

Ber.  I  mean  the  Bufinefs  is  not  ended,  as  feariflg  to  hear 
of  it  hereafter.  But  fhall  we  have  this  Dialogue  bet  ween  the 
Fool  and  the  Soldier?  Come^  bring  forth  this  counterfeit 
Module;  'has  deceived  me,  like  a  double  meaning  Prophe- 
ficr. 

2  Ld.  Bring  him  forth,  h'asfate  in  the  Stocks  all  Nigh^ 
poor  gallant  Knave. 

Ber^  No  matter,  his  Heels  have  deferv'd  it,  in  uftirpiog 
his  Spurs  fo  long.    How  does  he  carry  himf^f  ? 
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iLd*  I  have  told  your  Lord(hip  already:  The  Stocks 
carry  him.  But  to  anfwer  you  as  you  would  be  undcr- 
fiood^  he  weeps  like  a  Wench  tlut  tiad  ihed  her  Milk,  he 
hath  confeft  himfelf  to  Af0r£aH,  whom  he  fuppofes  to  be  a 
Friar,  from  the  time  of  his  very  Remembrance  to  this  very 
inftant  Difaiter  of  his  fetting  i'th'  Stocks;  and  what  think 
you  he  hath  confeft  ? 

Ber.  Nothing  of  me,  has  a  ? 

2  Ld.  Mis  Confeilion  is  taken,  and  it  (hall  be  read  to  his 
Face;  if  your  Lordfliip  be  in't,  as  I  believe  you  are,  you 
muft  have  the  Patience  to  hear  it. 

Enter  Parolles  with  his  Interpreter. 

Ber.  A  Plague  upon*  him,  muffled !  he  can  fay  nothing 
of  me;  hufti. 

I  Ld.  Hoodman  comes :  Pirtotartarojfa. 

Int.  He  calls  for  the  Tortures ;  what,  will  you  fay  with^ 
out  *em? 

Par.  I  will  confefs  what  I  know,  without  conftraint; 
If  ye  pinch  me  like  a  Pafty,  I  can  fay  no  more. 

Int.  Boskp  Chimurcho. 

1  Ld.  Biblibindo  Chicnrmurco. 

Int.  You  are  a  merciful  General :  Our  General  bids  you 
anfwer  to  what  I  (hall  ask  you  out  of  a  Note. 

Par.  And  truly,  as  I  hope  to  live. 

Int.  Firft  demand  of  him,  how  many  Horfe  the  Duke  is 
ftrong.  What  fay  you  to  that  ? 

Par.  Five  or  fix  Thoufand,  but  very  weak  and  unfervice- 
able ;  the  Troops  are  all  fcatter'd,  and  the  Commanders  very 
poor  Rogues,  upon  my  Reputation  and  Credit,  and  as  I 
hope  to  live. 

Int.  Shall  I  fet  down  your  Anfwer  fo  ?' 

Par.  Do,  111  take  the  Sacrament  on't,  how  and  which 
way  you  will :  All's  one  to  me. 

Ber.  What  a  paft-ftving  Slave  is  this? 

1  Ld.  Y*are  deceived,  my  Lord,  this  is  Monfieur  P^r^Z/w, 
the  gallant  Militarift,  that  was  his  own  Phrafe,  that  had  the 
whole  Theory  of  War  in  the  Knot  of  his  Scarf,  and  the 
Praftice  in  the  Chap  of  his  Dagger. 

2  Ld.  I  will  never  truft  a  Man  again  for  keeping  his 
Sword  clean,  nor  believe  he  can  have  every  thing  in  luixvv 
by  wearing  his  Apparel  neatly. 


Int* 
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Int.  Well,  that's  ftt  down* 

far.  Five  or  fix  thoufand  Horfe  I  faid,  I  will  fay  tmci 
or  thereabouts  fet  down,  for  Til  fpeak  truth* 

I  Ld.  He's  very  near  the  truth  in  this. 

iBer.  But  I  con  him  no  thanks  for't  in  the  Nature  he  d^ 
livers  it. 

Par.  Poor  Rogues,  I  pray  you  fay. 

Int.  Well,  that's  fet  down. 

Par.  I  humbly  thank  you.  Sir,  a  Truth's  a  Truth,  the 
Rogues  are  marvellous  poor. 

Int.  Demand  of  him  of  what  Strength  they  are  a  Foot. 
What  fay  you  to  that  /* 

Par.  By  my  Troth,  Sir,  if  I  were  to  live  this  prefent 
Hour  I  will  tell  true.  Let  me  fee,  Spurio  a  hundred  and 
fifty,  Sebaftian  fo  many,  Corambus  fo  many,  yaques  fo  ma- 
ny; Gmltian^  Co/moj  Lodawicl^  and  Gratii^  two  hundred 
each;  mine  own  Company,  ChitopheVj  VoHmwdy  Bentit^  two 
hundred  and  fifty  each,  fo  that  the  Mufter-file,  rotten  and 
found,  upon  my  Life  amounts  not  to  fifteen  thoufand  Pole, 
half  of  the  which  dare  not  ihake  the  Snow  from  off  their 
Coflacks,  left  they  (hake  themfclves  to  Pieces. 

Ber.  What  (hall  be  done  to  himi* 

I  Li.  Nothing,  but  let  him  have  thanks.  Demand  of 
him  my  Conditions,  and  what  Credit  I  have  with  the 
Duke. 

Int.  Well,  that's  fet  down.  You  ihall  demand  of  him, 
whether  one  Captain  Dumain  be  i'th'  Camp,  a  Frenchman\ 
what  his  Reputation  is  with  the  Duke,  what  his  Valour, 
Honefty,  and  Expertnefs  in  War  ;  or  whether  he  thinb  it 
were  not  poffible  with  well  weighing  Sums  of  Gold  to  co^ 
rupt  him  to  revolt.  What  fay  you  td'this?  What  do  you 
know  of  itf 

Par.  I  befeech  you  let  me  anfwer  to  the  particular  of  the 
Interrogatories.     Demand  them  fingly. 

Int.  Do  you  know  Captain  Dumain  i 

Par.  I  know  him,  he  was  a  Botcher*s  Prentice  in  Pms^ 
from  whence  he  was  whipt  for  getting  the  Sheriff's  Fool 
with  Child,  dumb  Innocent,  that  could  not  fay  him  nay« 

Bcr.  Nay,  by  your  leave  hold  your  Hands,  tho*  I  know 
his  Brains  are  forfeit  to  the  next  Tile  that  falls. 

Int.  Well,  is  this  Captain  in  the  Duke  of  TUwuit 
Cump?  Fitt- 
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Pdr.  Upon  my  Knowledge  he  is,  and  lowfie* 

I  Ld.  Nay,  look  not  fo  upon  me,  we  ftiall  hear  of  you 
Lord  anon* 

Int.  What  is  his  Reputation  witli  the  Duke  ? 

Par.  The  Duke  knows  him  forno  other,  but  a  poor  Offi- 
cer of  mine,  and  writ  to  me  the  other  Day  to  turn  him  out 
o'th'  Band.     I  think  I  have  his  Letter  in  my  Pocket. 

Int.  Marry  we*ll  fearch. 

Tar.  In  good  Sadnefs  I  do  not  know,  either  it  is  thcre^ 
or  it  is  upon  a  File  with  the  Duke^s  other  Letters,  in  my 
Tent. 

Int.  Here  *tis,  here*s  a  Paper,  (hall  I  read  it  to  you? 

Par.  I  do  not  know  if  it  be  it  or  no» 

Bir.  Our  Interpreter  do's  it  well. 

I  Ld.  Excellently. 

Int.  Dian,  the  Counis  a  Fo9l^  and  full  of  Gold. 

Par.  That  is  not  the  Duke's  Letter,  Sir;  that  is  an  Adver- 
tifement  to  a  proper  Maid  in  Florence^  one  Diana^  to  take 
heed  of  the  AUurtmcnt  of  one  Count  RoJJilUony  a  foolilh 
idle  Boy,  but  for  all  that  very  ruttifli.  I  pray  you,  Sir, 
put  it  up  again. 

Int.  Nay,  I'll  read  it  firft,  by  your  favour. 

Par.  My  meaning  in'r,  I  proteft,  was  very  honeft  in  the 
behalf  of  the  Maid;  for  I  knew  the  young  Count  to  be  a 
dangerous  and  lafcivious  Boy,  who  is  a  Whale  to  Virginity, 
and  devours  up  all  the  Fry  it  iinds. 

Bcr.  Damnable !  both  lides  Rogue. 

Inter.    Reads  the  Letter. 

When  hefwears  Oaths,  hid  him  drop  Gold,  and  take  it. 

jifter  he  fcoreSi  he  never  fa^s  the  Score: 

Half  won  is  Match  well  made,  match  and  well  makg  it; 

He  nierfajs  after^Dehts,  take  it  before. 

Andjaj  a  Soldier  (Dian)  told  thee  this : 

Men  are  to  mell  with.  Boys  are  not  to  kifs. 

For  couHt  of  thiSf  the  Count's  a  Fool,  I  kpow  it^ 

Who  pajs  before,  bnt  not  when  he  does  owe  it. 

Thine^  as  he  yow*d  to  thee  in  thine  Ear^ 

Paroilbs. 


s 
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Ber.  He  (hall  be  whipt  through  the  Army  with  this  Rime 
in  his  Forehead. 

2  Ld.  This  is  your  devoted  Friend,  Sir,  the  manifold 
Linguift,  and  the  Army-potent  Soldier. 

Ber.  I  could  endure  any  thing  before,  but  a  Cat,  and 
he's  a  Cat  to  me. 

Inu  I  perceive.  Sir,  by  the  General's  Looks,  we  (hall  be 
fain  to  hang  you* 

Par.  My  Life,  Sir,  in  any  cafe;  not  that  I  am  afraid  to 
die,  but  that  my  Offences  being  many,  I  would  repent  out 
the  Remainder  of  Nature.  Let  me  live.  Sir,  in  a  Dungeon, 
i'th*  Stocks,  any  where,  fo  I  may  live. 

Int.  We'll  fee  what  may  be  done,  fo  you  confefs  frcelyj 
therefore  once  more  to  this  Captain  D»mam:  You  have  an- 
fwer'd  to  his  Reputation  with  the  Duke,  and  to  his  Valour* 
What  is  his  HoneftyJ 

Far.  He  will  fteal.  Sir,  an  Egg  out  of  a  Cloiftcr:  For 
Rapes  and  R^viihments  he  parallels  Nejfus.  He  profefles  not 
keeping  of  Oaths;  breaking  them  he  is  fironger  than  Her- 
ctiles.  He  will  lie,  Sir,  with  fuch  volubility,  that  you  would 
think  Truth  were  a  Fool :  Drunkennefs  is  his  beft  Virtue, 
for  he  will  be  Swine-drunk,  and  in  his  Sleep  he  doesjlittle 
harm,  fave  to  his  Bed-cloaths  about  him ;  but  they  know  his 
Conditions,  and  lay  him  in  Straw.  I  have  but  little  more 
to  fay.  Sir,  of  his  Honefty,  he  has  every  thing  that  an  ho- 
ned Man  fhould  not  have  ;  what  an  honeft  Man  fhould 
have,  he  has  nothing. 

I  Ld.   I  begin  to  love  him  for  this. 

Ber.  For  this  Defcription  of  thin^Honefty  ?  A  Pox  upon 
him  for  me,  he's  more  and  more  a  Cat. 

Jnt.  What  fay  you  to  his  Expertnefs  in  War. 

Par.  Faith,  Sir,  h'as  led  the  Drum  before  the  Englifb 
Tragedians:  To  belie  him  I  will  not,  and  more  of  his  Sol- 
dierfliip  I  know  nor,  except  in  that  Country,  he  had  the 
Honour  to  be  the  Officer  at  a  Place  thi^  caird  MiU-endy  to 
inftrud  for  the  doubling  of  Piles.  I  wfnUddo  the  Man  what 
Honour  I  can,  but  of  this  I  am  not  certain. 

iLd.  He  hath  out-villan'd  Villany  fo  far,  thatthc  Rarity 
redeems  him. 

Ber.  A  Pox  on  him,  he's  a  Cat  ftill. 

Int.  His  Qualities  being  at  this  poor  Price,  I  need  not  ta 
t^iyou,  if  Gold  will  corrupt  l\im  to  xtNoVt*  P4r. 


Alts  nvell  that  Ends  nvelL  8  o  i 

Par.  Sir,  for  a  Cardecue  he  will  fell  the  Fee-fimple  of  his 
Salvation,  the  Inheritance  of  it>  and  cut  th'  Intaii  from  all 
Remainders,  and  perpetual  Succefiion  for  it  perpetually. 

iHt.  What's  his  Brother,  the  other  Captain  Dumain  ? 

iLd.  Why  do's  he  ask  him  of  me? 

Int.  What's  he  ? 

Pdr.  E'en  a  Crowo'th'  fame  Ncft;  not  altogether  fo  great 
as  the  firft  in  Goodnefs,  but  greater  a  great  deal  in  Evil. 
He  excells  his  Brother  for  a  Coward,  yet  his  Brother  is  re^ 
puted  one  of  the  beft  that  is»  In  a  Retreat  he  out*runs  any 
Lackey;  marry  in  coming  on  he  has  the  Cramp. 

Int.  If  your  Life  be  faved,  will  you  undertake  to  betray 
the  Florentine  ? 

Par.  Ay,  and  the  Captain  of  his  Horfe»  Count  RoJJilUon. 

Int.  rU  whifper  with  the  General,  and  know  his  Plea* 
fure. 

Par.  I'll  no  more  drumming,  a  Plague  of  all  Drums,  on* 
ly  to  feem  to  deferve  well,  and  to  beguile  the  Suppofition 
of  that  lafcivious  young  JBoy  the  Count,  have  I  run  into 
Danger ;  yet  who  would  have  fufpeded  an  Ambufli  where 
I  was  taken  \ 

Int.  There  is  no  Remedy^  Sir,  but  you  muft  die ;  the 
General  fays,  you  that  have  fo  traiteroufly  difcovered  the 
Secrets  of  your  Army,  and  made  fuch  peftiferous  Reports 
of  Men  verv  nobly  held,  carl  ferVe  the  World  for  no  ho* 
neft  Ufe ;  tnerefore  you  muft  die«  Come,  Heads-man,  o£F 
with  his  Head. 

Par.  O  Lord,  Sir,  let  me  live,  or  let  me  fee  my  Death. 

Int.  That  (hall  you,  and  take  your  leave  of  all  your 
Friends:  [Vnblinding  him., 

So  look  about  you;  know  you  any  here? 

Count.  Good  Morrow,  noble  Captain. 
2  Ld.  God  blefs  you.  Captain  Parolles. 

1  Ld.  God  fave  you,  noble  Captain. 

2  Ld.  Captain,  what  greeting  will  you  to  my  Lord  La^ 
feni  I  am  for  France.' 

I  Ld.  Good  Captain,  will  you  give  me  a  Copy  of  that 

fame  Sonnet  you  writ  to  Diana  in  Behalf  of  the  Count  Rof' 

Jilliony  and  I  were  not  a  very  Coward,  Td  compel  it  of  you ; 

but  fare  you  well*  [Exeunu 

Vol.  II.  Z  Inv, 
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Ldf.  Whether  doft  thou  profefs  thy  felf,  a  Knave  or  a 
Fool? 

Clo.  A  Fool,  Sir,  at  a  Woman's  Service,  and  a  Knave  at  a 
Man's. 

Laf.  Your  Diftinfbion  ? 

Clo.  I  would  cozen  the  Man  of  his  Wife^  and  do  his  Ser- 
vice. 

Laf.  So  you  were  a  Knave  at  his -Service  indeed* 

Clo.  And  I  would  give  his  Wife  my  Baut^,  Sir,  to  do  her 
Service. 

La.  I  will  fubfcribe  for  theej  thou  art  both  Knave  and 
Fool. 

Clo.  At  your  Service. 

Laf.  No,  no,  no. 

Clo.  Why,  Sir,  if  I  cannot  ferve  you,  I  can  fcrve  as  great 
a  Prince  as  you  are. 

Laf.  Who's  that,  a  Frenchman  ? 

Clo.  Faith,  Sir,  a  has  an  EngUJb  Name,  but^s  Phifiiomy  is 
more  hotter  in  France  than  here. 

Laf.  What  Prince  is  that  ?  , 

Qo.  The  black  Prince,  Sir,  alias  the  Prince  of  Darknefs, 
alias  the  Devil. 

Laf.  Hold  thee,  there's  my  Purfe,  I  give  thee  not  this 
to  fuggeft  thee  from  thy  Mafter  thou  talk'ft  of,  ferve  him 
ftill. 

Qo.  lama  woodland  Fellow^  Sir,  that  always  lov'd  a 
great  Fire,  and  the  Mafter  I  fpeaK  of  ever  keeps  a  good  Fire, 
but  fure  he  is  the  Prince  of  the  World,  let  his  Nobility 
remain  in*s  Court.  I  am  for  the  Houfe  with  the  narrow 
Gate,  which  I  take  to  be  too  little  for  Pomp  to  enter:  Some 
that  humble  themfelves  may,  but  the  many  will  be  too  chill 
and  tender,  and  they  11  be  for  the  flowry  Way  that  leads  to 
the  broad  Gate,  and  the  great  Fire. 

Laf  Go  thy  ways,  I  begin  to  be  aweary  of  thee*  and  I 
tell  thee  fo  before,  becaufe  I  would  not  fall  out  with  thee. 
Go  thy  ways,  let  my  Horfes  |be  well  looked  to^  without 
any  Tricks. 

Clo.  If  I  put  any  Tricks  upon  'em,  they  (hall  be  Jadet 
Tricks,  which  arc  their  own   Right  by  the  Law  of  Na- 
ture. [Exit. 
Laf.  A  ihrewd  Knave»  and  unhappy. 
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Hath  brought  roe  up  to  be  your  Daughter's  Dowre, 
As  it  hath  fated  her  to  be  my  Motive 
And  helper  to  a  Husband.  But,  O  ftrange  Men/ 
That  can  fuch  fwect  Ufe  make  of  what  they  hate. 
When  fawcy  trufting  of  the  coien'd  Thoughts 
Defite«  the  pitchy  Night,  fo  Luft  doth  play 
With  what  it  loaths,  for  that  which  is  away. 
But  mw%  of  this  hereafter.  You  Diaua^ 
Under  my  poor  Inftfudions  yet  mu(l  fufFer 
Something  in  my  behalf. 

Di4.  Let  Death  and  Honefty 
Go  with  your  ImpofitionSi  I  am  yours 
Upon  your  Will  to  fuiFcr. 

HcL  Yet  I  pray  you : 
But  with  the  Word  the  Time  will  bring  on  Suifimer^ 
When  Briars  (hall  have  Leaves  as  well  as  Thorns, 
And  be  as  fweet  as  ftiarp!  We  rauft  away, 
Our  Waggon  is  prepared,  and  Time  revives  us; 
All's  well  that  ends  well,  ftill,  that  finds  the  Crown; 
What  e'er  the  Courfe,  the  End  is  the  Renown,     [ExiHnt* 

Enter  Counte/s,  Lafeu,  a»d  Clown. 

Laf.  No»  no,  no,  your  Son  was  mifs-led  with  a  fnipt  taf* 
fata  Fellow  there,  whofe  villanous  Saffron  would  have  made 
all  the  unbak'd  and  dow  Youth  of  a  Nation  in  his  Colour. 
Your  Daughter-in-law  had  been  alive  at  this  Hour,  and  your 
Son  here  at  home,  more  advanced  by  the  King  than  by  that> 
red-taird  Humble- Bee  I  fpeak  of. 

C0Mnt.  I  would  I  had  not  known  him*  it  was  the  Death 
of  the  moft  virtuous  Gentlewoman  i  that  ever  Nature  had 
Praife  for  Creating;  if  fhe  had  partaken  of  my  Flelh,  and 
coft  me  die  deareit  Groans  of  a  Mother,  I  could  not  have 
owed  hera  more  rooted  Love.  ^ 

LMf,  *l|^as  a  good  Lady,  'twas  a  good  Lady«  We  may 
pick  a  thoufand  Sallets  e*er  we  light  on  fuch  another  Herb* 

0#.  Indeed^  Sir,  fhe  was  the  fweet  Marjoram  of  the 
Sallet,  or  rather  the  Herb  of  Grace. 

Laf.  They  are  not  SiUet-Herbs,  you  Knave,  they  are 
Kofe-herbs* 

CU.  I  am  00  great  NebHchadntz^z^nr^  Sir,  I  have  not  mack 
Sbill  in  GrafTe^ 

Z  %  1-*V 
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Clo.  'Faith  thcr«*s  a  doico  of 'eni>  with  delicate  fine  Hats, 
and  moft  courteous  Feathers,  which  bow  the  H^ad,  and 
ncd  at  every  Man,  [Ex^mnt, 


ACTV.    SCENE  L 

Enter  Helena,  Tfidow^  and  Diana,  with  rw§  jittrndants. 

^elf  TlUT  this  exceeding  pofting  Day  ^tid  Night, 

JL^  Muft  wear  your  Spirits  low,  we  cannot  help  it» 
But  fince  you  hare  made  the  Days  and  Nights  as  one^ 
To  wear  your  gentle  Limbs  in  my  Affairs, 
Be  bold  you  do  fo  grow  in  my  requital. 
As  nothing  can  unroot  you.     In  happy  tirtie. 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 
This  Man  may  help  me  to  his  Maj^fty'ifear, 
If  he  would  fpcnd  his  Power.     God  fareyou^  Sir, 

(Jent.  And  you. 

HeL  Sir,  I  have  feefi  you  in  the  Court  of  France^ 

Gent.  I  havfe  been  fometimes  there, 

HbU  I  do  prefume.  Sir,  that  you  ire  not  fillcn 
From  ihe  Report  that  goes  upon  your  Goodncft; 
And  therefore  goaded  with  itioft  fhatp  OccaHons^ 
Which  lay  nice  Manners  by,  I  put  you  to 
The  ufe  of  ydur  own  Virtues,  for  tht  which 
I  (hall  continue  thankful. 

Gent.  What's  your  Will? 

Hel.  That  it  will  pleafe  you 
To  give  this  poor  Petition  to  the  King, 
And  aid  me  with  that  ftore  of  Power  you  have 
To  come  into  his  Prefence.  * 

Gent.  The  King's  not  here, 

Hel.  Not  here.  Sir? 

Gentf  Not  indeed. 
He  hence  removed  laft  Night,  and  with  more  baftc 
Than  is  his  ufe. 

fFid.  Lord>  how  we  lofe  our  Painst 

fleL  Airs  well  that  Ends  well  yet, 
Tho*  Tijp?  fpero  fo  jidvprfe,  jn^l  means  unfit  i 
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1  do  beftcth  you,  Vlhithcf  is  ftfc  gone? 

Genf.  Marry,  as  I  take  ir,  to  RoJfUion, 
Whither  I  am  goifi^. 

HiU  I  db  befe^ch  you,  Sir, 
Since  you  are  lik^  td  fee  the  King  before  me. 
Commend  the  Papet  to  his  gtacious  Haiid, 
Which,  I  prefuitie,  fhaiU  ttmtt  you  no  blame, 
But  rather  ftiakg  ydu  thank  your  Pains  for  it. 
I  will  come  after  you  with  what  good  fpeed 
Out  m&4tis  will  msike  us  meani, 

* 

Gent.  This  Til  do  for  you. 

HeL  And  y6ti  ftiall  find  your  felf  to  be  well  tharik'd, 
what  e*er  falls  more.  We  muft  to  Horfe  again.  Go,  go, 
provide.  \ExeHm. 

Emet  Clown  and  Parolles. 

Par.  Good  Mr.  Levdtchy  give  lily  Lord  Ldfeu  this  Lct- 
tef ;  I  have  eVf  now.  Sir,  been  better  known  to  you,  when 
I  have  held  familiarity  with  freOier  Clothes;  but  I  am 
nOw,  $ir,  muddied  in  Fortune's  Mood,  and  fmell  fomewhac 
ftfong  of  her  ftrong  Difpleafufe. 

do.  Truly,  Fortune's  Difpleafufe  is  but  fluttifti,  if  it 
fffieif  ib  ftrongiy  as  thou  fpeak' A  of :  I  will  henceforth  eat  no 
f  Ifti  of  Portu<ie*s  bUttVing.     tf6thee,  allow  the  Wind. 

PAt.  fJay,  you  need  not  to  flop  your  Nofe,  Sir,-  I  fpeak 
but  4  Mfetaphor. 

Cld.  Iftde^d,  Siri  if  your  Metaphor  ftink,  I  will  flop  my 
Nofe,  or  againft  any  Man's  Metaphor.  Prethee  get  thee 
filfthtfr. 

Par.  Pray  you.  Sir,  deliver  me  this  Paper. 

CU.  Foh  I  prethee  fland  away  j  a  Paper  from  Fortune's 
Clofe-flool,  to  give  to  a  Nobleman.  Look  here  he  comes 
himfelf. 

Enter  LafeU. 

Qo.  Here  is  a  pur  of  Foftufte%  Sir,  or  of  Fortune's  Cat, 
but  not  a  Mufcat ;  that  hath  falKn  in't6  the  unclean  Fiih- 
pond  of  her  Difpleafure,  and,  as  he  f^ys,  muddied  withal* 
Pray  you.  Sir,  ufe  the  Cafp  as  yott  ma^,  for  he  looks  like 
a  poor,  decayed,  t<}geili5u$,  foolifh,  rafcally  Knave.  I  do 
pity  his  Diftrefs  in  my  Smiles  oi  Comfort,  and  leave  him 
to  your  Lordihip. 
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Par.  My  Lord,  I  »m  a  Man  whom  Fortune  hath  pruelly 
fcratch'd* 

Laf.  And  what  would  you  have  me  to  do  ?  'Tis  too 
late  to  pare  her  Nails  now*  Wherein  have  you  play'4  the 
Knave  with  Fpr^une,  that  ihe  fhould  fcratcn  you,  who  of 
her  felf  is  a  good  Lady,  and  would  not  have  Knaves  (hrive 
long  under  her?  There's  a  Cardecue  for  you  :  Let  the  Ju- 
flices  make  you  and  Fortune  Friends ;  I  am  for  other  Bu- 
finefs. 

Par.  I  befeech  your  Hpnour^  to  hear  me  one  fingle 
word. 

Laf*  You  beg  a  fingle  Penny  more ;  Come^  you  fliall 
ha't,  fave  your  word. 

Par.  My  Name,  my  good  Lord,  is  Tarolles^ 

Laf.  You  beg  more  than  one  word  then.  Cox  my  Paf- 
fion,  give  me  your  Hand :  How  does  your  Drum  ? 

Par.  O  my  good  Lord,  you  were  the  firft  that  found 
me. 

Laf.  Was  I^  infooth  ?  And  I  was  the  firft  that  loft:  ther • 

Par.  It  lyes  in  you,  my  Lord,  to  bring  me  in  fome  Grace» 
for  you  did  bring  me  out. 

Laf.  Out  upon  the  Knave,  doft  thou  put  upon  me  at 
once,  both  the  Office  of  God  and  Devil ;  one  brings  thee 
in  Grace,  and  the  other  brings  thee  out.  The  King's  com- 
ing, I  know  by  his  Trumpets.  Sirrah,  enquire  further  after 
me,  I  had  talk  of  you  laft  Night ;  tho'  you  are  a  Foo}  and 
a  Knave,  you  (hall  eat,  goto,  follow* 

Par.  I  praife  God  for  you.  [Exeum. 

FlouriJIj.     Enter  King^  Countefs^  Lafeu,  tht  $W0  Frcnah 

LordSy  with  Attendants. 

» 

King.  We  loft  a  Jewel  of  her  and  our  Efteem 
Was  made  much  poorer  by  it ;  but  your  Son, 
As  mad  in  Folly,  lack'd  the  Senfe  to  know 
Her  Eftimation  home. 

Count.  *Tis  paft,  my  Liege ; 
And  I  befeech  your  Majefty  to  make  it 
Natural  Rebellion,  done  i'th*  blade  of  Youth, 
^yhen  Oil  and  Fire,  too  ftfon^  for  Reafon's  fbrce^ 
Overbears  i^^  and  burns  on. 
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King.  My  honour'd  Lady, 
I  have  forgiv&n  and  forgotten  all, 

Tho*  my  Revenges  were  high  bent  upon  him,  i 

And  watch'd  the  time  to  (hoot. 

Laf.  This  I  muft  fay. 
But  firft  I  beg  my  pardon ;  the  young  Lord 
Did  to  his  Majefty,  his  Mother,  and  his  Lady, 
Offence  of  mighty  Note;  but  to  himfelf 
The  greateft  wrong  of  all.    He  loft  a  Wife, 
Whofe  Beauty  did  aftonifti  the  furvey 
Of  richeft  Eyes ;  whofe  Words  all  Ears  took  captive; 
Whofe  deep  Perfeftion,  Hearts  that  fcorn'd  to  fcrve. 
Humbly  called  Miftrefs. 

Kmg»  Praifing  what  is  loft,    i 
Makes  the  Remembrance  dear 4  Well— —call  him  hither. 
We  are  reconciled,  and  the  firft  View  ftiall  kill 
All  Repetition  :  Let  him  not  ask  our  Pardon, 
The  nature  of  his  great  Offence  is  dead. 
And  deeper  than  Oblivion,  we  do  bury 
Th'  incenfing  Relicks  of  iu    Let  him  approach 
A  Stranger,  no  Offender ;  and  inform  aim 
So  'tis  our  Will  he  ftiould* 

Gent.  I  ftiall,  my  Liege. 

IGffg.  What  fays  he  to  your  Daughter? 
Have  you  fpoke  ? 

Ldf.  All  that  he  is,  hath  reference  to  your  Highnefs* 

Kifig.  Then  ftiall  we  have  a  Match.    I  have  Letters  fent 
me,  that  fet  him  high  in  Fame. 

Emcr  Bertram. 

Lafi  He  looks  well  on't. 

King.  I  am  not  a  Day  of  Seafon, 
For  thou  maift  fee  a  Sun-ftiine,  and  a  Hail 
In  me  at  once ;  but  to  the  brigbteft  Beams 
Diftraded  Clouds  give  way,  fo  fiand  thou  forth. 
The  Time  is  fair  again. 

Ber.  My  high  repented  Blames, 
Dear  Sovereign,  pardon  me* 

King.  All  is  whole, 
Not  one  word  more  of  the  coafumed  Time, 
Let's  take  the  Inftant  by  the  forward  Top  i 
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For  we  are  old,  and  on  our  quick'ft  Decrees 
Th*  inaudible  and  noifelefs  F6ot  of  Tirtic 
Steals,  e'er  we  can  cflFcft  them.    You  fenirembef 
The  Daughter  of  this  Lord  ? 

Ber.  Admiringly,  my  Liege.   At  firft 
I  ftuck  my  Choice  upon  her,  e'er  my  Heart 
Durft  make  too  bold  a  Herald  of  my  Tongue : 
Where  the  Impreffion  of  mine  Eye  enfixing, 
Contempt  his  fcornful  Perfpcdive  did  lend  me. 
Which  warp'd  the  Line  of  every  other  Favour, 
Scorn'd  a  fair  Colour,  or  exprefs'd  it  ftoirn, 
Extended  or  contraded  all  Proportions 
To  a  moft  hideous  Objeft.     Thence  it  came. 
That  Ihe,  whom  all  Men  prais'd,  and  whom  my  felf. 
Since  I  have  loft,  have  lov*d  ;  was  in  mine  Eye 
The  Duft  that  did  o£Fend  it. 

King.  Well  excused : 
That  thou  didft  love  her,  ftrikes  fome  Sores  away 
^From  the  great  'Compt ;  but  Love  that  comes  too  late, 
Like  a  remorfefyl  Pardon  flowly  carried^ 
To  the  great  fender,  turns  a  fowre  Offence, 
Crying,  that's  good  that's  gone :  Our  rafli  Faults 
Make  trivial  Price  of  ferious  Things  we  have. 
Not  knowing  them,  until  we  know  their  Grave. 
Oft  our  Difpleafures  to  our  (elves  unjuft, 
Deftroy  our  Friends,  and  after  weep  their  Duft : 
Out  own  Love  waking,  cries  to  fee  what's  done. 
While  ftiameful  Hate  fleeps  out  the  Afternoon^ 
fee  this  fweet  Hellens  Knell,  and  now  forget  her. 
Send  forth  your  amorous  Token  for  fair  MmMm^ 
The  main  Confents  are  hajd,  and  here  we'll  ftay 
To  (ee  our  Widower's  fecond  Marriage  Day : 
Which  better  thah  the  firft,  O  dear  Heav*n  blefs. 
Or,  e'er  they  meet,  in  me,  O  Nature,  ceafe. 
■    Laf.  Come  on  my  Son,  in  whom  my  Houfe's  Name 
Muft  be  digefted :  Give  a  Favour  from  you 
Ito  fparkle  in  the  Spirits  of  ray  Daughter, 
That  (he  may  quickly  come*     By  my  old  Beard, 
And  every  Hair  that's  on't,  Hclk»,  that's  dead. 
Was  a  fweet  Creature ;  Such  a  Rfog  as  tht5» 

The 
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The  laft  that  o'er  (he  took  her  leave  at  CoUrt, 
I  faw  upon  her  Finger. 

Ber.  Hers  it  was  not.  , 

King.  Now  pray  you  let  m%  fee  itj     For  mine  Eye, 
While  I  was  fpeakingy  bh  Was  faften'd  to't :  , 

This  Ring  was  mine,  and  when  I  gave  it  HelUn^ 
I  bad  her,  if  her  Fortunes  ever  ftood 
Neceffited  to  help,  that  by  this  Token 
J  would  ralieve  h«r.    Had  you  that  craft  to  reave  ber 
Of  what  ihould  ftead  her  moft  ? 

Beu  My  gracibus  Sovereign, 
How  e'er  it  pteafes  you  to  take  it  (b. 
The  Ring  was  never  hers* 

Count.  Son>  on  my  Life, 
I  have  feen  her  wear  it,  and  Ihe  reckoned  it 
At  her  Life's  rate.  » 

Ldf^  I  am  fure  I  faw  her  wear  it. 

Ber.  You  are  deceived,  my  Lord,  ftie  never  faw  it ; 
In  Florence  was  it  froni  a  Cafement  thrown  me, 
Wrap'd  in  a  Paper,  which  contained  the  Name 
Of  her  that  threw  it :  Noble  (he  wa5,  and  thought 
I  ftood  engag'd>  but  when  I  had  fubfcrib'd 
To  mine  own  Fortune,  and  informed  her  fully, 
I  could  not  anfwer  in  that  courfe  of  Honour 
As  (he  had  made  the  Overture,  (he  ceaft 
In  heavy  Satisfadion,  and  would  never 
Receive  the  Ring  again. 

King.  PUtHS  himfelf, 
That  knows  the  Tind  and  multiplying  Medicine, 
Hath  not  in  Nature's  Myftery  more  Science, 
Than  I  hav6  in  this  Ring.     *Twas  mine,  'twas  HeUen\ 
Whoever  gave  it  you:  Then  if  you  know 
That  you  are  well  acquainted  with  your  k\S, 
Confels  'twas  hefs,  and  by  what  rough  Enforcement 
You  got  it  from  her.     She  call'd  the  Saints  to  furety^ 
That  (he  would  never  put  it  from  her  Finger^  ^ 

Ij^nlefs  (he  gave  it  to  your  felf  in  Bed^ 
(Where  yeu  have  never  comejl  or  fent  it  us 
Upon  her  great  Difafter. 

tier^  She  D«ver  faw  it. 


1 1 1         Alps  ivell  that  Ends  v)ell.  , 

Kini.  Thou  fpeak'ft  it  falfly,  as  I  love  mine  Honour ; 
And  mak*ft  conjedural  Fears  to  come  into  me. 
Which  I  would  fain  fiiut  out;  if  it  fhould  prove 
That  thou  art  fo  inhuman— 'twill  not  prove  fo 


And  yet  I  know  not thou  didft  hate  her  deadly. 

And  ihc  is  dead,  which  nothing  but  to  clofe 
Her  Eyes  my  felf,  could  win  me  to  believe. 
More  than  to  fee  this  Ring.    Take  him  away* 

[Gu4rds/iiz,e  Bertram. 
My  fore-paft  proofs,  howe'er  the  matter  fall, 
Shall  tax  my  Fears  of  little  Vanity, 
Having  vainly  fear'd  too  little.    Away  with  him. 
We'll  fift  this  Matter  further. 

Ber.  If  you  (hall  prove 
This  Ring  was  ever  hers,  you  fhall  as  eafie. 
Prove  that  I  husbanded  her  Bed  in  Florence^ 
Where  yet  flie  never  was.|  [Exit  htrtnm  guarded. 

Enter  s  Gentleman. 

King.  I  am  wrap'd  in  difmal  Thinking. 

Gent.  Gracious  Sovereign, 
Whether  I  have  been  to  blame  or  no,  I  know  not. 
Here's  a  Petition  from  a  Florentine^ 
Who  hath  for  four  or  five  Removes  come  fliort. 
To  tender  it  her  fdf.    I  undertook  it, 
Vanquilh'd  thereto  by  the  fair  Grace  and  Speech 
Of  the  poor  Suppliant,  who  by  this  I  know 
Is  here  attending  :  her  Bufincfs  looks  in  her 
With  an  importing  Vifage,  and  flie  told  me 
In  a  fweet  verbal  Brief,  it  did  concern 
Your  Highnefs  with  her  fflf. 

The  King  reads  a  Letter* 

Vpon  his  many  Pntefiations  to  marry  me^  when  his  Wife 
^as  deadj  I  blujb  to  /ay  it^  he  won  me.  Now  is  the  Count 
Roflilion  Widower y  his  Fbws  are  forfeited  to  me,  and  my  Ho^ 
nonrs  paid  to  him.  He  ftole  from  Florence,  taking  no  lesve^ 
and  I  follow  him  to  this  Conntrj  for  Juftice  t  Grant  it  me,  O 
Kingj  in  you  it  hefi  lyes^  otherwifi  a  Seducer  flofirijbes,  and  a 
poor  Aiaid  is  undone. 

Diana  CapSet. 
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Laf»  I  will  buy  me  a  Son-in-Law  in  a  Fain  and  Toll  him 
for  this.    1*11  none  of  him. 

ISng.  The  Heav'ns  have  thought  well  on  chee»  Lafe$$9 
To  bring  forth  this  difcov'ry.   Seek  the  Sutors : 
Go  fpeedily,  and  bring  again  the  Count, 

Enter  Bertram, 
I  am  afraid  the  Life  of  HeUcn  (Lady) 
Was  foully  fnatch*d. 

Gfunt.  Now  Juftice  on  the  Doers. 

IGn£.  I  wonder.  Sir,  Wives  are  fo  monftrous  to  you. 
And  that  you  fly  them  foon  as  you  fwear  them  Lordfhip  ; 
Yet  you  defire  to  marry*    What  Woman's  that  I 

Emer  TVid§w^  and  Diana, 

Bia.  I  am,  my  Lord,  a  wretched  Fhrentine, 
Derived  from  the  ancient  Capilet; 
My  Suit)  as  I  do  underftand,  you  know, 
And  therefore  know  how  far  I  may  be  pitied, 

JVid.  I  am  her  Mother,  Sir,  whofe  Age  and  Honour 
Both  fuffer  under  this  Complaint  we  brine. 
And  both  (hall  ceafe  without  your  remedy. 

King.  Come  hither.  Count,  do  you  know  thefe  Women  ? 

Ber.  My  Lord,  I  neither  can  nor  will  deny 
But  that  I  know  them;  do  they  charge  me  further? 

Dia.  Why  do  y©u  look  fo  Itrange  upon  your  Wife  ? 

Ber.  She's  none  of  mine,  my  Lord. 

Dia.  If  you  fhall  marry 
You  give  away  this  hand,  and  that  is  mine; 
You  give  away  Heav'ns  Vows,  and  thofe  are  mine ; 
You  give  away  my  felf,  which  is  known  mine ;  ^ 

For  I  by  Vow  am  fo  embodied  yours, 
That  (he  which  marries  you,  muft  marry  me, 
Either  both  or  none. 

Laf.  Your  Reputation  comes  too  fhort  for  my  Daughter, 
you  are  no  Husband  for  her.  (T0  Bertram* 

Ber.  My  Lord,  this  is  a  fond  and  defperate  Creature, 
Whom  fometime  I  have  laugh'd  with :  Let  your  Highneft 
Lay  a  more  noble  Thought  upon  mine  Honour, 
Than  for  to  think  that  I  would  fink  it  here. 

King.  Sir,  for  my  Thoughts,  you  have  them  ill  to  friend, 
•Till  your  Deeds  gain  them  fairer :  Prove  your  Honour, 
Then  in  my  Thought  it  lyes. 


S 14         ^Tf  V)eH  tht  Emis  mtfU. 

/     DidM^  Good  my  L<^rd» 

Ask  him  upon  his  Oath,  if  he  4o^  think 

Hp  had  DOC  my  Virginicy. 

King.  What  f^y'fl  tholi  to  her  ? 

Ber.  She's  Impudent,  my  Lord, 
And  was  a  common  Gamefter  to  thi  Camp. 

Did.  He  does  me  wrong,  my  Lord ;  if  [  were  fq^ 
He  might  have  bought  me  at  a  common  Pri^e. 
Do  not  believe  him.     O  behold  this  Ring^ 
Whpfe  high  Refped  and  rich  Validity 
Pid  lack  a  Parallel :  Yet  for  all  that 
He  gave  it  to  a  Coipmoner  o*ch'  Camp, 
If  I  be  one. 

Count.  He  blu(h^s,  and  'tis  hit  : 
Of  fix  preceeding  Anceftors,  that  Jem 
Confer'd  by  Teuament  to  th'  fequent  Iffue 
Hath  it  been  ow'd  and  worn.     This  is  his  Wife, 
That  Ring's  a  thoufand  Prooff. 

King.  Methought  you  faid 
You  faw  one  here  in  Court  could  witnefs  it. 

Did.  I  did,  my  Lord,  but  loath  am  to  produce 
So  bad  an  Inftrument;  his  Name's  ParoUes. 

Ldf.  I  faw  the  Man  to  day,  if  Man  he  be. 

King^  Find  him,  and  bring  him  hither. 

Ber.  What  of  him  ? 
He's  quoted  for  a  mod  perfidious  Slave> 
With  all  the  Spots  o'th'  World,  tax'd  and  deboifli'd. 
Which  Nature  fickens  with :  but  to  fpeak  truth. 
Am  I,  or  that  or  this,  for  what  he'll  utter. 
That  will  fpeak  any  thing  ? 

King.  She  hath  that  Ring  of  yours. 

Ber.  I  think  (he  has ;  certain  it  js  I  lik'd  her. 
And  boarded  her  i'th'  wanton  way  of  Youth : 
She  knew  her  diftancc,  and  did  angle  of  me, 
Madding  my  eagernefs  with  her  reftraint. 
As  all  Impediments  in  Fancy's  courfe 
Are  Motives  of  more  Fancy,  and  in  fine. 
Her  Infuit  coming  with  her  modern  Grace, 
$ubdu'd  me  to  ber  rate  ;  (he  got  the  Ring, 
And  I  had  that  which  any  Inferior  might 
At  Market  Price  have  bought* 


nu. 
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I  flQuft  be  paifent  1 
You  tkit  have  turn*d  off  a  firft  fo  noble  Wife, 
May  juftly  Diet  me.    I  pray  you  yer, 
Since  jou  lack  Virtue,  I  will  lofe  a  Husband, 
Send  for  yoqr  Ring,  I  will  return  it  home. 
And  give  mei  oaine  again. 

B$r.  I  have  it  not. 

KtH^.  What  Ring  was  yours,  I  pray  you? 

Did.  Sir,  much  like  the  fame  upon  your  Finger : 

Ki»g.  Know  you  this  Ring,  this  Ring  was  his  of  late. 

DU.  And  this  was  it  I  gave  him,  being  a-bed. 

King.  The  Story  then  goes  falfe,  you  threw  it  him 
Out  dF  a  Cafement. 

Enter  ParoUes. 

Bir.  My  Lord,  I  do  confefs  the  Ring  was  hers. 

King.  You  boggle  fhrewdly,  every  Feather  ftarts  you  t 
It  this  the  Man  you  fpeak  of  i 

Dia.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

King.  Tell  me.  Sirrah,  but  tell  me  true,  I  charge  you^ 
Not  fearing  the  Difpleafure  of  your  Mafter ; 
Which  on  your  juft  Proceeding  I"ll  keep  off. 
By  him,  and  by  thi$  Woman  here,  what  know  you? 

P^r.  So  pleafe  your  Majefty,  my  Mafter  hath  been  an 
honourable  Gentleman.  Tricks  he  nath  had  in  him,  which 
Gentlemen  have. 

King.  Come,  come,  to  the  purpofe ;  Did  he  love  this 
Woman  ? 

Par.  'Faith,  Sir,  he  did  love  her,  but  how  I 

King.  How,  I  pray  you  ? 

Par.  He  did  love  her.  Sir,  as  a  Gentleman  loves  a  Wo- 
man. 

King.  How  is  that  ? 

Par.  He  lov'd  her.  Sir,  and  Iov*d  her  not; 

King.  As  thou  art  a  Knave,  and  no  Knave ;  what  an  equi- 
vocal Companion  is  this  ? 

Par.  I  am  a  poor  Man,  and  at  your  Majefty*s  Command. 

Laf.  He's  a  good  Drum,  my  Lord,  but  a  naughty  O- 
rator. 

Dia.  Do  you  know  he  promis'd  me  Marriage? 
Par.  'Faith,  I  know  more  than  I'll  fpeak. 
King.  But  wilt  thou  not  fpeak  all  thou  k5\ON<'(k.\ 

Te 


P^r*  Yes,  fo  pleafe  your  Majefty*  I  did  go  between 
them,  as  I  faid ;  but  more  than  that,  he  lov'd  her  :  For, 
indeed,  he  was  mad  for  her,  and  talk'd  of  Sathan,  and 
of  Limbo,  and  of  Furies,  and  I  know  not  what ;  yet 
I  was  in  that  Credit  with  them  at  that  time,  that  I  knew 
of  their  going  to  Bed,  and  of  other  Motions,  as  promifing 
her  Marriage,  and  things  that  would  derive  me  ill  will  to 
fpeak  of ;  therefore  I  will  not  fpeak  what  I  know*. 

KiH^.  Thou  haft  fpoken  all  already,  unlefs  thou  canft  fiy 
they  are  married ;  but  thou  art  too  nnc  in  thy  Evidence ; 
therefore  ftand  adde.     This  Ring,  you  fay,  was  yours  i 

Did.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

King.  Where  did  you  buy  it?  or  who  gave  it  you? 

DU.  It  was  not  given  me,  ner  did  I  buy  it. 

King.  Who  lent  it  you  ? 

Dia»  It  was  not  lent  me  neither. 

King.  Where  did  you  find  it  then  ? 

DU.  I  found  it  not. 

King.  If  it  were  yours  by  none  of  all  thefe  ways. 
Mow  could  you  give  it  him. 

Dia.  I  never  gave  it  him. 

Z'^f*  This  Woman's  an  eafie  Glove,  my  Lord,  (he  goes 
o£F  and  on  at  pleafure. 

King.  This  Ring  was  mine,  I  gave  it  his  firft  Wi|b. 

Dia.  It  might  be  yours,  or  hers,  for  ought  I  know» 

King.  Take  her  away,  I  do  not  like  her  now. 
To  Prifon  with  her :  And  away  with  him. 
Unlefs  thou  tell'ft  me  where  thou  hadft  this  King^ 
Thou  dieft  within  this  Hour. 

Dia.  I'll  never  tell  you. 

King.  Take  her  away. 

Dia.  I'll  put  in  Bail,  my  Liege. 

King.  I  think  thee  now  fome  common  Cuftomcr. 

Dia.  By  Jove,  if  ever  I  knew  Man,  'twas  you. 

King.  Wherefore  haft  thou  accus'd  him  all  this  while  ? 

Dia.  Becaufe  he's  guilty,  and  he  is  not  guilty ; 
He  knows  I  am  no  Maid,  and  he'll  fwear  to't; 
ril  fwear  I  am  a  Maid,  and  he  knows  not. 
Great  King,  I  am  no  Strumpet,  by  my  Life; 
I  am  either  Maid  ,or  elfe  this  old  lliivC%Viik^[Pointingt0lAf 
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King.  She  does  abufe  our  Ears^  to  Prifon  with  her. 

Dia.  Good  Mother,  fetch  my  Bail.    Stay>  Royal,  Sir, 
The  Jeweller  that  owes  the  Ring  is  fent  for. 
And  he  (hall  furety  me.     But  for  this  Lord,         [To  Bert. 
Who  hath  abus'd  me,  as  he  knows  himfelf, 
Tho'  yet  he  never  harmVl  me*  hei^e  I  quit  him. 
He  knows  himfelf  my  Bed  he  hath  defil'd. 
And  at  that  time  he  got  his  Wife  with  Child ; 
Dead  tho'  Ihe  be,  (he  feels  her  young  one  kick: 
So  there's  my  Riddle,  one  that's  dead  is  quick. 
And  now  behold  the  meaning. 

Enter  Helena  and  WidoiVk 

King.  Is  there  no  Exorcift 
Beguiles  the  truer  Office  of  mine  Eyes  ? 
Is't  real  that  I  fee  ? 

Hel.  No,  my  good  Lord, 
'Tis  but  the  ftiadow  of  a  Wife  you  fee. 
The  Name,  and  not  the  Thing. 

Ber.  Both,  both,  O  pardon. 

Hel.  Oh,  my  good  Lord,  when  I  was  like  this  Maid, 
I  found  you  wondrous  kind,  there  is  your  Ring, 
And  look  you,  here's  your  Letter :  This  it  fays. 
When  from  mj  Finger  you  can  get  this  Ring, 
And,  Arc  bj  me  with  Child^  &c.     This  is  done. 
Will  you  be  mine,  now  you  are  doubly  won  ? 

Ber.  If  (he,  my  Liege,  can  make  me  know  this  clearly, 
I'll  love  her  dearly,  ever,  ever  dearly. 

HeU  If  it  appear  not  plain,  and  prove  untrue. 
Deadly  Divorce  ftep  between  me  and  you, 
O,  my  dear  Mother,  do  I  fee  you  living?    [TothoGfuntefi. 

Laf.  Mine  Eyes  fmell  Onions,  I  (hall  weep  anon: 
Good  Tom  Drum,  lend  me  a  Handkerchief.     [To  Parolles. 
So,  I  thank  thee,  wait  on  me  home,  I'll  make  Sport  with 
thee  :  Let  thy  Courtefies  alone,  they  are  fcurvy  ones. 

King.  Let  us  from  point  to  point  this  Story  know. 
To  make  the  even  Truth  in  pleafure  flow  : 
If  thou  beeft  yet  a  frelh  uncropped  Flower,        [To  Diznu 
Chufe  thou  thy  Husband,  and  Til  pay  thy  Dower, 
For  I  can  guefs,  that  by  thy  honefb  aid. 
Thou  keep'ft  a  Wife  her  felf,  thy  felf  a  Maid. 

Vou  II.  A  a 
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of  thu  and  ill  the  Progrefe  more  and  IcTs, 

Relblvedly  more  leirure  fhall  ezprefi : 

All  yet  feems  well,  and  if  it  end  fo  mceti 

^he  biner  pift,  more  welcome  is  the  fweet.  [Extmrt. 

EPILOGUE. 

THE  Kin£t  4  Beggar,  mw  the  fUtj  is dont : 
AH  is  well  eitdea,  if  his  Suit  be  woa, 
ThiUjoM  exfrefs  Centent^  which  we  will  Paj, 
W$hfirife  tt  pleAfe  yen,  day  exceeding  day  ; 
Ours  he  ytur  Patience  then,  and  yettrs  ««r  Parts^ 
Tatar  gentle  Hands  lend  hi,  and  tal^e  exr  Hearts^ 
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Dramatis  Perfonas^ 

ORfino,  l^uke  of  lUyria. 
Sebaftian,  a  young  Gentlemany  Brother  to 
Viola. 

Antonio>  a  Sea-Captainy  Friend  to  Sebaftian. 

Curio^^^'  }    ^^^^^^^  attending  on  the  "Duke. 

Sir  Toby  Belch,  Uncle  to  Olivia. 

Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek,  a  foolijb  Knight^  preten- 
ding to  Olivia, 

A  Sea-Captain^  Friend  to  Viola. 

Fabian,  Servant  to  Olivia. 

Malvolio,  a  fantafiical  Steward  to  Olivia. 

Clown^  Servant  to  Olivia. 

Olivia^  a  Lady  of  great  Beauty  and  Fortune^  be^ 
lovd  by  theDuke. 

Viola,  in  love  with  the  Duke. 
Maria,  Confident  to  Olivia. 

Trieft^  Sailors^  Officers^  and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE  a  City  on  the  Gaft  of 
g      JUyria. 

TWELFTH- 
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O   R, 

What  you  will 

ACT  I.    SCENE    I 

SCENE    \.1%e  Mace, 

Enter  the  ^uke^  Curio,  and  Lor4s. 

D  V  K  E. 
F  MuHck  be  the  Food  of  Love,  play  on. 
Give  me  excefs  of  it;  that  furfeiting 
The  Appetite  may  Hclcen,  and  lb  die. 
That  Strain  again,  tc  ha^J^  dying  Fall: 
O,  it  came  o'er  roy  Ear,  like  thefweet  Wind 
That  breathes  upon  a  Batrk  of  Violets, 
Stealing,  and  giving  Odour.  Enough,  no  more; 
•  Tis  not  fo  fweet  now,  as  it  was  before. 
O  Spirit  of  Love,  how  quick  and  frelh  art  thou! 
That  notwithftanding  thy  Capacity, 
Receiveth  as  the  Sea;  Nought  enters  there. 
Of  what  validity  and  pitch  fo  e'er. 
But  falls  into  Abatement,  and  low  Price, 
Even  in  a  Minute;  fo  full  of  Shapes  is  Fancy, 
That  it  alone  is  high  fantaftical. 

Cur.  Will  you  go  hunt,  my  Lord!  \ 

Dukf.  What  Cmrial 
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Our.  The  Hart. 

Dukf^  Why  fo  I  do,  the  nobleft  that  I  have ; 
O  when  mine  Eyes  did  fee  Olivia  firft, 
Methought  ihe  purg'd  the  Air  of  Peftilence ; 
That  Inftant  was  I  turn'd  into  a  Hart, 
And  my  Defires,  like  fell  and  cruel  Hounds, 
E'er  fince  purfue  me.     How  now>  what  News;  from  her? 

Enter  Valentine. 

PkL  So  pleafe  my  Lord,  I  might  not  be  admitted. 
But  from  her  Hand-maid  do  return  this  Anfwer: 
The  Element  it  fclf,  'till  fevcn  Years  heat, 
Shall  not  behold  her  Face  at  ample  View ; 
But  like  a  Cloyftrefs  fhe  will  vailed  walk. 
And  water  once  a  Day  her  Chambers  round 
With  Eye*ofFending  Brine :  All  this  to  feafon 
A  Brother's  dead  Love,  which  Ihe  would  keep  frcfli 
And  lading  in  her  fad  Remembrance. 

DHl(e.  O  fhe  that  hath  a  Heart  of  this  fine  Frame, 
To  pay  this  Debt  of  Love  but  to  a  Brother, 
How  will  Ihe  love,  when  the  rich  golden  Shaft 
Hath  kiird  the  Flock  of  all  AfFeftions  elfe 
That  live  in  her/  When  Liver,  Brain,  and  Heart, 
Thefe  fbveraign  Thrones,  are  all  fupply'd,  and  fiird 
Her  fweet  Perfeftions  with  one  felf^fame  King : 
Away  before  me,  to  fweet  Beds  of  Flowers, 
Love  Thoughts  lye  rich,  when  canopj'^d  with  Bowers. 

[Exenntn 

SCENE    II.  The  Street. 

Enter  Viola,  s  Captain  and  Sailors. 

Fio.  What  Country,  Friends,  is  this  ? 

Cap.  This  is  lUjriay  Lady. 

Fio.  And  what  ihould  I  do  in  Illyria  ? 
My  Brother  he  is  in  Elizdtim. 
Perchance  he  is  not  drown'd;  what  think  you.  Sailors? 

Cap.  It  is  perchance  that  you  your  felf  were  fav'd. 

Fio.  O  my  poor  Brother  I  And  fo  perchance  may  he  be. 

dp.  True,  Madam ;  and  to  comfort  you  with  Chance, 
Aflure  your  felf,  after  our  Ship  did  fplit. 
When  you,  and  thofe  poor  Number  faved  with  you. 

Hung 
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Hung  on  your  driving  Boat :  I  faw  your  Brothcft 

Moft  provident  in  Peril,  bind  himfelf. 

Courage  and  Hope  both  teaching  him  the  Pradice, 

To  a  ftrong  Mail  that  liv'd  upon  the  Sea, 

Where  like  Orion  on  the  Dolphin's  Back, 

I  faw  him  hold  Acquaintance  with  the  Waves, 

So  long  as  I  could  fee. 

Fio.  For  faying  fo,  there's  Gold : 
Mine  own  Efcape  unfoldeth  to  my  Hope, 
Whereto  thy  Speech  ferves  for  Authority^ 
The  like  of  bim.  Know'ft  thou  this  Country  \ 

C^p.  Ay,  Madam,  well;  for  I  was  bred  and  born 
Not  three  Hours  Travel  from  this  very  Place;. 

f^io*  Who  governs  here? 

Cap*  A  noble  Duke  in  Nature,  as  in  Name. 

yio.  What  is  his  Name? 

Cap.  Orfino. 

Vto.  Orfino  1 1  have  heard  my  Father  Nime  him. 
He  was  a  Batchellor  then. 

Cap.  And  fo  is  now,  or  was  fo  very  late; 
For  but  a  Month  ago  I  went  from  hence. 
And  then  'twas  frefh  in  Murmur,  as  you  know 
What  great  ones  do,  the  lefs  will  prattle  of. 
That  he  did  feek  the  Love  of  fair  Olivia. 

Fio.  What's  (he? 

Cap.  A  virtuous  Maid,  the  Daughter  of  a  Count, 
That  dy'd  fome  twelve  Months  fince,  then  leaving  her 
In  the  Proteftion  of  his  Son,  her  Brother, 
Who  ftiortly  aTo  dy*d  ;  for  whofe  dear  Love, 
They  fay,  fhe  had  abjured  the  Sight 
And  Company  of  Men. 

Flo.  O  that  I  ferv'd  that  Lady, 
And  might  not  be  deliver'd  to  the  World, 
'Till  I  had  made  mine  own  Occafion  meUow 
What  my  Eft  ate  is. 

Cap.  That  were  hard  to  compaft, 
Becaufe  (he  will  admit  no  kind  of  Suitj 
No,  not  the  Duke's. 

Fio.  There  is  a  fair  Behavior  ia  thee.  Captain  j 
And  tho'  that  Nature,  with  a  beauteous  Wall 
Doth  oft  clofe  in  Pollution ;  yet  of  thee» 


I  will  believe  thou  haft  a  Mind  that  fuits 
With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  Charafter^ 
I  prethee,  and  TU  pay  thee  bounceoufly» 
Conceal  me  what  I  ana,  and  be  my  Aid, 
For  fuch  Difguife  as  haply  (hall  become 
The  Form  of  my  Intent,  I'ilferve  this  Dukf^i^ 
Thou  ihalt  prefent  me  as  an  Eunuch  to  him. 
It  may  be  worth  thy  Pains;  for  I  can  fing. 
And  fpeak  to  him  in  many  forts  of  Mufick, 
That  will  allow  me  very  worth  his  Service. 
What  elfe  may  hap,  to  Time  I  will  commit^ 
Only  ihape  thou  thy  Silence  to  my  Wit. 

Cap.  Be  you  his  Eunuch,  and  your  Mute  Til  be. 
When  my  Tongue  blabs,  then  let  mine  Eyes  not  fee. 

yio.  I  thank  thee ;  lead  me  on.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE   III.  0\m2LsH(mfe. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  and  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Wh^t  a  Plague  means  my  Neece  to  take  the  Death 
of  her  Brother  thus?  I  am  fure  Care's  an  Enemy  to  Life. 

Mar.  By  my  Troth,  Sir  Tobjy  you  muft  come  in  earlier 
a  Nights ;  your  Coufin,  my  Lady»  takes  great  Exceptions  to 
your  ill  Hours. 

Sir  To.  Why  let  her  except,  before  excepted. 

Mar^  Ay,  but  you  muft  confine  your  felf  within  the  mo- 
deft  Limits  of  Order. 

SirTo.  Confine {  Til  confine  my  felf  no  finer  than  I  am; 
thefe  Clothes  ^vt  good  enough  to  drink  in,  and  fo  be  thefe 
Boots  too ;  and  they  be  not,  let  them  hang  themfelves  in  their 
own  Straps. 

Mar.  That  quaffing  and  drinking  will  undo  you;  I  heard 
my  Lady  talk  of  it  Yefterday,  and  of  a  foolifh  Knight  that 
you  brought  in  one  Night  here,  to  be  her  Wooer  I 

SirTo.  "WhOySiT Andrew jigHc-cheekj 

Mar.  Ay,  he. 

Sir  To.  He's  as  tall  a  Man  as  any^  in  Illjria. 

Mar.  What's  that  to  th*  Purpofe? 

SirTo.  Why,  he  has  three  thoufand  Ducats  a  Year, 

Mar.  Ay,  but  he'll  have  but  a  Year  in  all  thefe  Ducats: 
He*«  a  very  Fool,  and  a  Prodigal 

Sir 
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Sir  To.  Fie,  that  you*ll  fay  fo  .•  He  plays  o'th'  Viol-de- 
Gambo,  and  fpcaks  three  or  four  Languagesi  Word  for 
Word  without  Book,  and  hath  all  the  good  Gifts  of  Na- 
ture. 

Afdr.  He  hath  indeed,  almoft  n;itural ;  for  befides  that 
he's  a  Fool,  he's  a  great  Quarreller;  and  but  that  he  hath  thtGift 
of  a  Coward  to  allay  the  Guft  hp  hath  in  Quarrelling,  'tis 
thought  among  the  Prudent,  he  would  quickly  have  the  Gift 
of  a  Grave. 

Sir  To.  By  this  Hand  they  are  Scoundrels  and  Subftradors 
that  fay  fo  of  him.  Who  are  they? 

Mar.  They  that  add  moreover,  he's  drunk  nightly  ia 
your  Company. 

Sir  To.  With  drinking  Healths  to  my  Neece:  PIl  drink 
to  her  as  long  as  there  is  a  Paffage  in  my  Throaf»  and 
Drink  in  /lljria.  He*s  a  Coward  and  a  Coyftril  that  will 
not  drink  to  my  Neece  till  his  Brains  turn  o*th'  Toe  like  a 
Parifti  Top.  What  Wench  f  CafiiliMQ  vulgo ;  for  here  comes 
Sir  jindrew  Ague-face. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Sir  Tohj  Belch  I  How  now.  Sir  Tobj  Belch  ? 

Sir  To.  Sweet  Sir  Andrew. 

Str  And.  Blefs  you,  fair  Shrew. 

Mar.  And  you  too.  Sir. 

Sir  To.  Accoft,  Sir  AndreWy  accoft. 

Sir  And.  What's  that? 

Sir  To.  My  Neece's  Chamber-maid. 

Sir  And.  Good  Miftrefs  Accoft,  I  defire  better  Acquain- 
tance. 

Mar.  My  Name  is  Marj^  Sir. 

Sir  And.  Good  Miftrefs  Mary  accoft. 

Sir  To.  You  miftake.  Knight :  Accoft  is,  front  her,  board 
her,  woe  her,  affail  her. 

Sir  And.  By  my  Troth,  I  would  not  undertake  her  in 
this  Company.  Is  that  the  Meaning  of  Accoft  ? 

Mar,  Fare  you  well.  Gentlemen. 

Sir  To.  And  thou  let  her  part  fo>  Sir  Andrew^  would  thou 
migh'ft  never  draw  Sword  again. 

Sir  And.  And  you  part  (6^  Miftrefs,!  wouMlmightne^ 
ver  draw  Sword  again.  Fair  Lady,  do  you  think  you  have 
Fools  in  Hand  ? 
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M0ir.  Sir,  I  have  not  you  by  th'  Hand. 

Sir  And.  Marry  but  you  ihall  have,  and  here's  my  Hand. 

Mar.  Now,  Sir,  Thought  is  free:  I  pray  you  bring  your 
Hand  t6  th'  Buttery  Bar,  and  let  it  drink. 

Sir  And.  Wherefore,  fwcet  Heart/  What's  your  Meta* 
piior  f 

Mar.  It's  dry,  Sirr 

Sir  And.  Why,  I  think  fo  :  I  am  not  fuch  an  A(s,  but  I 
can  keep  my  Hand  dry.  But  what's  your  Jeft  ? 

Mar.  A  dry  Jeft,  Sir. 

Sir  And.  Are  you  full  of  them? 

Mar.  Ay,  Sir,  I  have  them  at  my  Finger  Ends:  Marry, 
DOW  I  let  go  your  Hand,  I  am  barren,  [^Exit  Maria, 

Sir  To.  O  Knight,  thou  lack'ft  a  Cup  of  Canary  :  When 
did  I  fee  thee  fo  put  down?         x 

Sir  And.  Never  in  your  Life,  I  think,  unlefs,  you  fee  Ca- 
nary put  down;  Methinks,  fometimes  I  have  no  more  Wit 
than  a  Chriftian,  or  an  ordinary  Man  has;  but  I  am  a  great 
Eater  of  Beef,  and  I  believe  that  do's  harm  to  my  Wit. 

SirTo.  No  Queftion. 

Sir  And.  And  I  thought  that  Pd  forfwear  it.  I'll  ride 
home,  to  Morrow,  Sir  Toby. 

SirTo.  PHr-quojy  my  dear  Knight? 

Sir  And.  What  is  pur-cjUoj  \  Do,  or  not  do?  I  would  I 
had  beftowed  that  time  in  the  Tongues,  that  I  have  in  Fen- 
cing, Daneing,  and  Bear-baiting  ;  O  had  I  but  followed 
the  Arts. 

SirTo.  Then  hadft  thou  had  an  excellent  Head  of  Hair, 

Sir  And.  Why,  would  that  have  mended  my  Hair? 

SirTo.  Paft Queftion,  for  thou  feeft  it  will  not  cool  my 
Nature. 

Sir  And,  But  it  becomes  me  well  enough,  docs*t  not? 

Sir  To.  E-xcellent,  it  hangs  Kke  Flax  on  a  DiftaflF;  and 
I  hope  to  fee  a  Houfewife  take  thee-4etween  her  Legs,  and 
fpin  it  off. 

Sir  And.  Faith  I'll  home  to  Morrow,  Sir  71?^;',  yourNccce 
will  not  be  feen,  or  if  fhe  be,  it's  four  to  one  ihe'U  none  of 
me:  The  Duke  hinafelf  here  hard  by,  wooes  her. 

SrTo.  She'll  none  o'th'  Duke,  fhe'II  not  match  above  her 
Degree,  neither  in  Eftate,  Years,  nor  Wit;  1  have  heard 
ier  fwear.  Tat,  there's  Life  in*t  Man. 

Sir  And. 
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Sir  And.  Til  ftay  a  Month  longer .1  am  a  Fellow  o*th'  ftrangeft: 
Mind  i'the  World :  I  delight  in  Masks  arid  Revels  fome- 
times  altogether. 

SirTo.  Art  thou  good  at  thefe  Kick-fhaws,  Knight? 

Sir  And.  As  any  Man  mllljria^  whatfoevcr  he  be,  under 
the  Degree  of  my  Betters,  and  yet  I  will  not  compare  with 
an  old  Man. 

Sir  To.  What  is  thy  Excellence  in  a  Galliard,  Knight  J 

Sir  And.  Faith,  I  can  cut  a  Caper. 

Sir  To.  And  I  can  cut  the  Mutton  to'r. 

Sir  And.  And  I  think  I  have  the  iiack-trick,  (imply  as 
ftrong  as  any  Man  in  Illjria. 

Sir  To.  Wherefore  arc  thefe  things  hid  ?  Wherefore  have 
thefe  Gifts  a  Curtain  before 'em?  Are  they  like  to  take  Duft, 
like  Miftrefs  Malls  Picture  ?  Why  doll  thou  not  go  to 
Church  in  a  Galliard,  and  come  home  in  aCarranto?  My 
very  Walk  fliould  be  a  Jig  !  I  would  not  fo  much  as  make 
Water  but  in  a  Sink-a-pace:  What  doft  thou  mean  ?  Is  it 
a  World  to  hide  Virtues  in?  I  did  not  think,  by  the  excel- 
lent Conftitution  of  thy  Leg,  it  was  form'd  under  the  Star 
of  a  Galliard. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  *tis  ftrong,  and  it  does  indifferent  well  in  a 
dam'd-colour'd  Stocken.  Shall  we  fit  about  fome  Revels? 

SirTo.  What  fliall  we  do  elfe;  were  we  hot  born  under 

TaHTHS  ? 

Sir  And.  Taurus  ?  That's  Sides  and  Heart. 
SirTo.  No,  Sir,  it  is  Legs  and  Thighs.   Let  me  fee  thee 
Caper,  Ha,  higher :  Ha,  ha,  excellent.  \jExeunt. 

SCENE  IV.  The  Palace. 

Enter  Valentine,  ^«^ Viola  in  Mans  Attire. 

VaU  If  the  Duke  continue  thefe  Favours  towards  you, 
Cefarioy  you  are  like  to  be  much  advanced;  he  hath  known 
you  buc  three  Days,  and  already  you  are  no  Stranger. 

P^to.  You  either  fear  his  Humour,  or  my  Negligence^ 
that  you  call  in  queftion  the  Continuance  ot  his  Love.  Is 
he  inconftant.  Sir,  in  his  Favours  ? 

Fal.  No,  believe  me. 
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Enter  Dnkfy  Curio>  and  Attenddntu 

Vio.  I  thank  you:  Here  comes  the  Duke* 

Hukc.  Who  jfaw  Cefarioy  hoa  ? 

Vip*  On  your  Attendance,  my  Lord,  here. 

Dnke.  Stand  you  a  while  aloof*  Ccfuric^ 
Thou  know'fl  no  Icfs,  but  all :  I  have  unclafp'd 
To  thee  the  Book  even  of  my  fecret  Soul. 
Therefore,  good  Youth,  addrefs  thy  Gate  unto  her. 
Be  not  deny*d  Accefs,  ftand  at  her  Doors, 
And  tell  them,  there  thy  fixed  Foot  fiiall  grow 
Till  thou  have  Audience. 

Fio,  Sure,  my  noble  Lord, 
If  fhe  be  fo  abandoned  to  her  Sorrow 
As  it  is  fpoke,  (he  never  will  admit  me. 

Duk^.  Be  clamorous,  and  leap  all  civil  Bounds, 
Rather  than  make  unprofitcd  Return. 

yie.  Say  I  do  fpeak  with  her,  my  Lord,  what  then  ? 

Dnke.  O  then,  unfold  the  Paffion  of  my  Love, 
Surprize  her  with  Difcourfe  of  my  dear  Faith; 
It  fliall  become  thee  well  to  aft  my  Woes; 
She  will  attend  it  better  in  thy  Youth, 
Than  in  a  Nuncio's  of  more  grave  Afpcft. 

Fio»  I  think  not  (b,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Dear  Lad,  believe  it: 
For  they  fhall  yet  be'ie  thy  happy  Years, 
That  fay  thou  art  a  Mai :  Diana's  Lip 
Is  not  more  fmooth,  and  rubious ;  thy  fmdll  Pipe 
Is  as  the  Maiden's  Organ,  ihriil  and  found. 
And  all  is  femblative  a  Woman's  Parr. 
I  know  thy  Conftellation  is  right  apt 
For  this  Affair :  Some  four  or  five  attend  him. 
All  if  you  will;  for  I  my  felf  am  beft 
When  leaft  in  Company.  Profper  well  in  this. 
And  thou  Ihalt  live  as  freely  as  thy  Lord, 
To  call  his  Fortunes  thine. 

Fio.  Ill  do  my  beft 
To  woo  your  Lady ;  yet  a  barful  Strife, 
Who-e'er  I  woo,  my  felf  would  be  his  Wife.         [Exemnt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE  V.    Oliyia'f  Hw/^. 

Enter  Maria»  ^^d  Q^wn. 

Mar.  Nayt  cithar  tell  mc  where  thou  haft  been,  or  I 
will  not  open  ray  Lips  fo  wide  as  a  Briftle  may  enter  in  way  of 
thy  Excufe;  my  Lady  will  hang  thee  for  thy  Abfence. 

Clo,  Let  her  hang  me;  he  that  is  wellhang*dio  ch» 
World  needs  fear  no  Colours. 

Mdr.  Make  that  good. 

Clo.  He  (hall  fee  none  to  fean 

Mar.  A  good  Lenten  Anfwer:  I  can  tell  thee  where  that 
faying  was  born,  of  I  fear  no  Colours. 

Clo.  Where,  good  Miftrefs  Maryi 

Mar.  In  the  Wars*  and  that  may  you  be  bold  to  fay  in 
your  Foolery. 

Clo.  Well,  (Sod  give  them  Wifdom  that  have  it;  andthofc 
that  are  Fools,  lee  them  ufe  their  Talents. 

Mar.  Yet  you  will  be  hang'd  for  being  fo  long  abfent, 
or  be  turn'daway,  is  not  this  as  good  as  a  hanging  to 
you? 

Clo.  Many  a  good  Hanging  prevents  a  bad  Marriage;  and 
for  turning  away,  let  Summer  bear  ic  out. 

Mar.  You  are  rcfolute  then  ? 

Clo.  Not  fo  neither,  but  I  am  refolv'd  on  two  Points.' 

Mar.  That  if  one  break  the  other  will  hold;  or,  if  both 
break,  your  Gaskings  fall. 

Clo.  Apt  in  good  Faith,  very  apt :  Well,  go  thy  way,  if 
Sir  Tobj  woujd  leave  Drinking,  thou  wert  as  witty  a  Piece 
olEvt^s  Flefti,as  any  Illjria. 

Mar.  Peace,  you  Rogue,  no  more  o'that:  Here  comes  my 
Lady;  make  your  Excufe  wifely  you  were  beft. 

Enter    Olivia  and  Malvolio. 

Clo.  Wit,  and't  be  thy  will,  put  me  into  good  Fooling; 
thofe  Wits  that  think  they  have  thee,  do  very  oft  prove 
Fools;  and  I  that  am  fure  I  lack  thee,  may  pafs  for  a  wife 
Man.  For  what  fays  Ouinapalnsy  Better  a  witty  Fool  thaa 
a  fooli(h  Wit.  God  blefs  thee,  Lady. 

Oli.  Take  the  Fool  away. 

Clo.  Do  you  not  beari  Fellowsi  take  away  tht  lAd^« 
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on.  Go  to,  y*are  a  dry  Fool;  Fll  no  more  of  you; 
fides  you  grow  difhoneft. 

CU.  Two  Faults,  Madonay  th^t  Drink  and  good  O 
will  amend;  for  give  the  dry  Fool  Drink,  then  is  the 
not  dry.  Bid  the  difhoneft  Man  mend  himfelf ;  if  he  roend,k| 
no  longer  diftioneft*  if  he  cannot,  let  the  Botcher  mend 
Any  thing  that's  mended  is  but  patch'd ;  Virtue  that 
grefTes  is  but  patch'd  with  Sin,  and  Sin  that  amends  is 
patch'd  with  Virtue.     If  that^ this  Ample SiHogifm  willfer 
fo;  if  it  will  nor,  what  Remedy?  As  there  is  no  true  Cu< 
but  Calamity,  fo  Beauty's  a  Flower :  The  Lady  bad  takci 
way  the  Fool,  theiefore  I  fay  again,  take  her  away. 

OIL  Sir,  I  bad  them  fake  away  you. 

Clo.  Mifprifion  in  the  higheft  Degree.  Lady,  CucullnsfiA 
fach  monachum ;  that  as  much  as  to  fay,  as  I  were  not  mot! 
ley  in  my  Brain  :  Good  Madonuy  give  me  leave  to  provtl 
you  a  Fool. 

Olu  Can  you  do  it  ? 

Clo.  Dexteroufly,  good  Madona. 

on.  Make  your  Proof. 

Clo.  I  muft  catechize  you  for  it,  Madon^^  Good  my  Mode 
of  Virtue  anfwer. 

on.  Well,  Sir,  for  want  of  other  Idlenefi,  I'll  bide  your 
Proof. 

Clo.  Good  Madonay  why  mourn'ft  thou  ? 

O//.  Good  Fool,  for  my  Brother's  Death. 

Clo.  I  think  his  Soul  is  in  Hell,  Madona. 

OU.  I  know  his  Soul  is  in  Heaven,  FooL 

Qo.  The  more  Fool  you,  Madona^  to  mourn  for  your 
Brother's  Soul  being  in  Heaven :  Take  away  the  Fool,  Gen- 
tlemen. 

O//.  What  think  you  of  this  Fool,  Malvolioj  doth  he  not 
mend  ?  ^ 

MaL  Yes  and  (hall  do,  'till  the  Pangs  of  Death  (hake 
him.  Infirmity,  that  decays  the  Wife,  doth  ever  make  the 
better  Fool. 

Clo.  God  fend  you.  Sir,  a  fpeedy  Infirmity,  for  the  better 
increafing  your  Folly :  Sir  Tohj  will  be  fworn  that  I  am  00 
Fox,  but  he  will  not  pafs  his  Word  for  two  Pence  that  you 
are  no  Fool. 

OIL 
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f ;     Ofi,  How  fay  you  to  that,  AialvoUo  ? 

MaU  I  marvel  your  Ladyfhip  takes  Delight  in  fuchabar- 
^  ren  Rafcal ;  I  faw  him  put  down  the  other  Day  with  an  or- 
:,  dinary  Fool,  that  has  no  more  Brains  than  a  Stone.  Look 
P  you  now,  he's  out  of  his  Guard  already  ;  unlefs  you  laugh 
/  and  minifter  Occafion  to  him,  he  is  gagg'd.  I  proteft  I  take 
\  thefe  wife  Men  that  crow  fo  at  theJe  fet  kind  of  Fools,  no 
,    better  than  the  Fools  Zanies. 

Olu  O  you  arc  fick  of  Self-love,  Malvolh,  and  taftc  with 
a  diftemper'd  Appetite.     To  be  generous,  guiltlefs,  and  of 
free  DiCpofitior,  is  to  take  thofe  things  for  Bird-bolts  that 
you  deem  Canon-Bullets:  There  is  no  Sknder  in  an  allow*d 
Fooh  though  he  do  nothing  but  rail ;  nor  no  railing  in  a 
'  known  difoeet  Man,  though  he  do  nothing  but  leprove, 
Cfa.  Now  Mcrcnrj  indue  thee  with  learning,  for  thou 
\    fpeaVft  wcU  of  Fools. 

Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  Madam,  there  is  at  the  Gate  a  young  Gentleman 
much  defircs  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Olu  From  the  Count  Orfino  is  it? 

Mar,  I  know  not.  Madam,  'tis  a  fair  young  Man^  and 
well  attended. 

01%.  Who  of  my  People  hold  him  in  delay? 

Mar.  Sir  Tohj^  Madam,  your  Kinfman. 

Olu  Fetch  him  off  I  pray  you,  hefpekks  nothing  but  Mad- 
man: Fie  on  him.  Go  you,  Malvolio\  if  it  be  a  Suit  from 
the  Coant,  I  am  fick,  or  not  at  home.  What  you  will  to 
difmifs  it.  [£A:/>MaIvolio, 

Now  fee.  Sir,  how  your  fooling  grows  old,  and  People  dii^ 
like  it. 

C/a.  Thou  haft  fpoke  for  us,  Madona^  as  if  thy  cldeft  Son 
fliould  be  a  Fool:  whofe  Scull  Jove  cram  with  Brains,  for 
here  he  comes. 

Enter  Sir  Toby. 
One  of  thy  Kin  has  a  moft  weak  Pia  mater. 

Oli.  By  mine  Honour  half  drunk.  What  is  he  at  the 
Gate,  Coufin  ? 

Sir  To.  A  Gentleman. 

OU.  A  Gentleman  }  What  Gentleman  ? 


Sir  To.  'Tis  a  Gentleman  here.  A  Plague  o'thde  pi( 
Herring:  How  now, Sot? 

CU.  Good  Sir  Tobj. 

OU.  Coufin,  Counn,  how  have  you  come  Co  early  by  tliis| 
Lethargy? 

Sir  To.  Letchery,  I  defie  Letchery  :  There's  one  at  tk| 
Gate. 

OU.  Ay  marry,  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To.  Let  him  be  the  Devil  and  he  willj  I  care  not:l 
Give  me  Faith,  fay  L  Well,  it's  all  one.  [£xiu\ 

OU.  Whafs  a  drunken  Man  like, Fool? 

Clo.  Like  a  drown'd  Man,  a  Fool,  and  a  Madman:  Ooel 
Draught  above  heat  makes  him  a  Fool,  the  fecond  mads  him»  I 
and  a  third  drowns  him. 

OU.  Go  thou  and  feek  the  Coroner,  and  let  him  fit  o' 
»y  Coz;  for  he's  in  the  third  Degree  of  Drink  J  he'sdrown'd; 
go  look  after  him* 

Clo.  He  is  but  mad  yet,  Madona^  and  the  Fool  ihalllook 
to  the  Madman^  {^Exit  Clown. 

Enter  Malvolioi 

Mdl.  Madam,  yond  young  Fellow  fwears  he  will  (peak 
with  you.  I  told  him  you  were  lick,  he  takes  on  him  to 
underftand  fo  much,  and  therefore  comes  to  fpeak  with  you. 
I  told  him  you  were  afleep,  he  feems  to  have  a  Fore^know- 
Icdge  of  that  too,  and  therefore  comes  to  fpeak  with  you. 
What  is  to  be  faid  to  him.  Lady  }  he's  fortified  againft  any 
Denial. 

OU.  Tell  him  he  (hall  not  fpeak  with  me. 

A4aL  Ha's  been  told  fo ;  and  he  fays  he'll  ftand  at  your 
Door  like  a  Sheriff's  Pofl,  and  be  the  Supporter  to  aBenchy 
but  he*n  fpeak  with  you. 
-    OU.  What  kind  o'Man  \s  he  t 

M4I.  Why,  of  Mankind. 

OU.  What  manner  of  Man  f 

Mai.  Of  very  ill  Manners;  hc*ll  fpeak  with  you,  will  you 
or  no. 

OU.  Of  what  Perfonage  and  Years  is  he. 

Mai.  Not  yet  old  enough  for  a  Man,  nor  young  enough 
for  a  Boy;  as  a  Squafh  is  before  'cis  a  Peafcod,  or  a  Codling 
when  'tis  almoft  an  Apple :  'tis  with  him  in  flanding  Water, 
between  Boy  and  Man.    Me  is  very  well*favour*d,  and  he 
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^Ipcaks  very  (hrewilhly;  one  would  think  his  Mother's  Mill; 
were  fcarce  out  of  him. 

OU.  Let  him  approach:  Call  in  my  Gentlewoman. 
F-      Md.  Gentlewoman,  my  Lady  calls.  [Exii. 

Enter  Maria, 
r      on.  Give  me  my  Vail :  Come,  throw  it  o'er  my  Face ; 
We'll  once  more  hear  Orfino'%  EmbafTy. 

Enter  Viola. 
ViQ.  The  honourable  Lady  of  the  Houfe,  which  is  (he? 
i        OU.  Speak  to  me,  I  ftiall  anfwer  for  her:  Your  Will  f 

Fio.  Moft  radiant,  exquifite,  and  unmatchable  Beauty— -I 
.  pray  you  tell  me  if  this  be  the  Lady  of  the  Houfe,  for  I 
I  never  faw  her.  I  would  be  loath  to  caft  away  my  Speech; 
for  be(ides  that  it  is  excellently  well  penn'd,  I  have  taken 
:  great  Pains  to  con  it.  Good  Beauties,  let  me  fuftain  no 
?    Scorn  5  I  am  very  Comptible,  even  to  the  lead  finifter  Ufage. 

OU.  Whence  came  you,  Sir  ? 
i;        f^9.  I  can  fay  little  more  than  I  have  ftudied,   and  that 
I    Queftion*s  out  of  my  Part.    Good  gentle  one,  give  me  mo* 
deft  Affurance,  if  you  be  the  Lady  of  the  Houfe,  that  I 
I   may  proceed  in  Speech. 

0/#.  Are  you  a  Comedian  ? 

Fio.  No,  my  profound  Heart ;  and  yet,  by  the  very  Pangs 
of  Malice,  I  fwear,  I  am  not  that  I  play.    Are  you  the  La- 
dy of  the  Houfe  ? 
OU.  If  I  do  not  ufurp  my  fcl/,  I  am. 
Fio.  Moft  certain,  if  you  are  fhe,  you  do  ufurp  your  felf; 
for  what  is  yours  to  beftow,  is  not  yours  to  referve :   But 
this  is  from  my  Commiffion.  I  will  on  with  my  Speech  in 
your  Praife,  and  then  fhew  you  the  Heart  of  my  Meflage. 
OU.  Come  to  what  is  important  in*t :  I  forgive  you  the 
Praife. 

Fio.  Alas,  I  took  great  Pains  to  ftudy  it,  and  'tis  Poe- 
tical. 

OU.  It  is  the  more  Tike  to  be  feign'd.  I  pray  you  keep 
it  in.  I  heard  you  were  fawcy  at  my  Gates,  and  allow'd 
your  Approach  rather  to  wonder  at  you  than  to  hear  you. 
If  you  be  not  mad,  be  gone ;  if  you  have  Reafon,  be  brief ; 
'tis  not  the  time  of  the  Moon  with  me,  to  make  one  in  fo 
skipping  a  Dialogue. 
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Mar.  Will  you  hoift  Sail,  Sir,  here  lyes  your  way. 

Fio.  No>  good  Swabber,  I  am  to  hull  here  a  little  ii  ^ 
Some  mollification  for  your  Giant,  fweet  Lady:  Tctt" 
your  Mind,  I  am  a  MefTenger, 

Oli.  Sure  you  have  fome  hideous  Matter  to  deliver,  wl 
the  Curtefie  of  it  is  fo  fearful.     Speak  your  Office. 

Fio.  It  alone  concerns  your  Ear.    I  bring  no  Overturti 
War,  no  Taxations  of  Homage;  I  hold  the   Olive  in 
Hand:  My  Words  are  as  full  of  Peace  as  Matter. 

Oli.  Yet  you  began  rudely.  What  are  you  ? 
What  would  you? 

Fto.  TheRudenefs  that  hath  appear'd  in  me  have  I  lean'! 
from  my  Entertainment.  What  I  am,  and  what  I  wouldji 
asfecret  a$a  Maiden-head  ;  to  your  Ears,  Divinity;  to 
others>  Prophanation. 

Oli.  Give  us  the  Place  alone.  [^Exh  Mj 

We  will  hear  this  Divinity.  Now,  Sir,  what  is  your  Teill 

A7a.  Moft  fweet  Lady. 

Oli.  A  comfortable  DoArine,  and  much  may  be  (aid  i 
it.     Where  lyes  the  Text  ? 

Fto.  In  Orjino\  Bofom. 

Oli.  In  his  Bofom?  In  what  Chapter  of  his  Bofom? 

Vio.  To  anfwer  by  the  Method,  in  the  firfl:  of  his  Heart. 

Oli.  O,  I  have  read  it;  it  is  Herefy,  Have  you  no  mor 
to  fay? 

Vio.  Good  Madam  let  me  fee  your  Face. 

Oli.  Have  you  any  CommifGon  from  your  Lordtonegi 
tiate  with  my  Face?  You  are  now  out  of  your  Text;  bi 
we  will  draw  the  Curtain,  and  fhew  you  the  Picture.  La 
you»  Sir,  fuch  a  one  I  was  this  prefent  :  Is't  not  w( 
done?  \pnvcilin^ 

Vto.  Excellently  done,  if  God  did  all. 

Oli.  Tis  in  grain.  Sir,  'twill  endure  Wind  and  Wc 
ther. 

Fio.  'Tis  Beauty  truly  blent,  whofe  red  and  white^ 
Nature's  own  fweet  and  cunning  Hand  laid  on : 
Lady,  you  are  the  cruell'ft  She  alive. 
If  you  will  lead  thefe  Graces  to  the  Grave, 
And  leave  the  World  no  Copy. 

Oli.  O,  Sir,  I  will  not  be  fo'  hard-hearted :  I  will  gi\ 
out  divers  Schedules  of  my  Beauty.  It  fhallbeinventoriei 
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a  land  every  Particle  andUtenfil  labcird  to  my  Will,    As, 
^Jtcm^  two  Lips  indifferent  red.  Item^  two  grey  Eyes,  with 
*  I-ids  to  them.  Itemy  One  Neck,  one  Chin,  and  fo  forth. 
^  Were  you  fent  hither  to  praife  me? 
\  5,      Vlo.  I  fee  you  what  you  are,  you  are  too  proud ; 

J  But  if  you  were  the  Devil,  you  are  fair. 
Q  My  Lord  and  Matter  loves  you :  O  fuch  Love 
^  Could  be  but  recompenc'd,  tho'  you  were  crown'd 
The  Non-pareil  of  Beauty. 
Oil.  How  does  he  love  me? 
Vio.  With  Adorations,  fertile  Tears, 
With  Groans  that  thunder  Love,  with  Sighs  of  Fire, 
Olu  Your  Lord  do's  know  my  Mind,  I  cannot  love  him  j 
^^  Yet  I  fuppofe  him  Virtuous,  know  him  Noble, 
.    Of  great  Eftate,  of  frefti  and  ftainlefs  Youth ; 
^    In  Voices  well  divulg'd,  free,  learn'd,  and  valiant. 
And  in  Dimenfion,  and  the  Shape  of  Nature, 
A  gracious  Perfon ;  but  yet  I  cannot  love  him ; 
He  might  have  took  his  Anfwer  long  ago. 
Vio.  If  I  did  love  you  in  my  Matter's  Flame, 
f    With  fuch  a  SufPring,  fuch  a  deadly  Life : 
In  your  Denial  I  would  find  no  Senfe, 
I  would  not  underttand  it. 

on.  Why,  what  would  you  do? 
Vio*  Make  me  a  Willow  Cabin  at  your  Gate, 
And  call  upon  my  Soul  within  the  Houfe ; 
Write  loyal  Cantons  of  contemned  Love, 
And  fing  them  loud  even  in  the  Dead  of  Nights 
Hollow  your  Name  to  the  reverberate  Hills, 
And  make  the  babling  Goflip  of  the  Air 
Cry  out,  Olivia :  O  you  ftiould  not  rett 
Between  the  Elements  of  Air  and  Earth, 
But  you  fliould  pity  me. 

Oli.  You  might  do  much  : 
What  is  your  Parentage? 

Vio.  Above  my  Fortunes,  yet  my  State  is  well  i 
I  am  a  Gentleman.  . 

Oli.  Get  you  to  your  Lord ; 
I  cannot  love  him:  Let  him  fend  no  more, 
t/nlefs,  perchance,  you  come  to  me  agaia, 
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To  tell  me  how  he  takes  it;  fare  you  well: 
I  thank  you  for  your  Pains  j  fpend  th<s  for  nc^ 

yio.  I  am  no  Fec'd-poft,  Lady ;  keep  your  Purfe : 
My  Mafter,  not  my  felf,  lacks  Recompence. 
Love  make  his  Heart  of  Flint,  that  youjQiall  Iovc» 
And  let  your  Fervour  like  my  Mafter's  be, 
Plac'd  in  Contempt :  Farewel,  fair  Cruelty.  \Eu 

Oli.  What  is  your  Parentage? 
Above  my  Fortunes,  yet  my  State  is  well : 

I  am  a  Gentleman I'll  be  fworn  thou  art. 

Thy  Tongue,  thy  Face,  thy  Limb,  Adions,  and  Spiriti    t 

Do  give  thee  five-fold  Blazon not  too  fa(l-~-foft,  m 

Unlefs  the  Matter  were  the  Man.    How  now? 
Even  fo  quickly  may  one  catch  the  Plague? 
Methinks  I  ittl  this  Youth's  Perfedions, 
With  an  invifible  and  fubtil  Stealth 
To  creep  in  at  mine  Eyes.     Well,  let  it  be 
What  hoa,  MalvoUo. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

MaL  Here,  Madam,  at  your  Service. 

Olu  Run  after  that  fame  peevifh  Meflenger, 
The  Duke's  Man ;  he  left  this  Ring  behind  him; 
Would  I,  or  not :  Tell  him,  I'll  none  of  it. 
Defire  him  not  to  flatter  with  his  Lord, 
Nor  hold  him  up  with  Hopes,  I  am  not  for  him : 
If  that  the  Youth  will  come  this  way  to  Morrow, 
ril  give  him  Reafon  for't  by  thee,  Malvolio. 

MaL  Madam,  I  will.  [£jri 

01$.  I  do,  I  know  not  what,  and  fear  to  find 
Mine  Eye  too  great  a  Flatterer  for  my  Mind : 
Fate,  (hew  thy  Force,  our  felves  we  do  not  owe; 
Wh^t  is  decreed,  muft  be ;  and  be  this  fo.  [£j^ 
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A  C  T   II:     S  G  E  N  E   L 

S  C  E  N  E  />&^  Street. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Sebaftian. 

,Ant.  \TZILL  you  ftay  no  longer?  Nor  will  you  not  that 
W    1  go  with  you? 

Seb.  By  your  Patience,  no.*  My  Stars  fliinc  darkly  over 
me ;  the  Malignancy  of  my  Fate,  might  perhaps  diftemper 
yours;  therefore  I  crave  of  you  your  leave,  that  I  may  bear 
my  £vils  alone.  It  were  a  bad  Kecompence  for  your  Lovey 
to  lay  any  of  them  on  you. 

^nu  Let  me  yet  know  of  you,  whither  you  arc  bound. 

Seh.  No  footh.  Sir,  my  determinate  Voyage  is  meer  ex- 
travagancy: But  I  perceive  in  you  fo  excellent  a  Touch  of 
Modefty,  that  you  will  not  extort  from  me  what  I  am 
willing  to  keep  in,  therefore  it  charges  me  in  Manners  the 
rather  to  exprefs  my  felf :  You  muft  know  of  me  then,  jin* 
tenioj  my  Name  is  Sebafiian^  which  I  called  RodorigOy  my 
Father  was  that  Sebaftian  of  Mejfaliney  whom  I  know  you 
have  heard  of.  He  left  behind  him,  my  felf,  and  a  Siller, 
both  born  in  one  Hour ;  if  the  Heavens  had  been  pleased, ' 
would \^e  had  fo  ended:  But^you,  Sir,  alter'd  that,  for  fome 
Hours  before  you  took  me  from  the  Breach  of  the  Sea,  was 
my  Sifter  drown'd. 

uint.  Alas  the  Day  I 

Seb.  A  Lady,  Sir,  tho'  it  was  faid  (he  much  refembled 
me,  was  yet  ot  many  accounted  beautiful ;  but  tho*  I  could 
not  with  fuch  cftimable  Wonder  over-far  believe  that,  yet 
thus  far  I  will  boldly  publifh  her,  ihe  bore  a  Mind  that  £n« 
vy  could  not  but  call  fair :  She  is  drown'd  already.  Sir,  with 
fait  Water,  tho*  I  feem  to  drown  her  Remembrance  again 
with  more. 

^^  Pardon  me.  Sir,  your  bad  Entertainment. 

Seb.  O  good  Antonio^  forgive  me  your  Trouble. 

jlnt.  If  you  will  not  murrher  me  for  my  Love,  let  me 
be  your  Servant. 

B  b  3  S%W« 


Seh.  If  you  will  not  undo  what  you  have  done,  that  i 
kill  him  whom  you  have  recovered,  defire  it  riot.    Fare 
well  at  once,  my  Bofom  is  full  of  Kindnefs^  and  I  am  yi 
fo  near  the  Manners  of  my  Mother,  that  upon  the  leaft 
Hon  more,  mine  Eyes  will  tell  Tales  of  me :  I  am  bound 
the  Duke  Orfino*s  Court ;  farewel.  [Em 

Ant.  The  gentlenefs  of  all  the  Gods  go  with  thee. 
I  have  made  Enemies  in  Orfino's  Court, 
Elfe  would  I  very  fhortly  fee  thee  there : 
But  come  what  may,  I  do  adore  thee  fo. 
That  Danger  fhall  feem  Sport,  and  I  will  go.  [£u| 

SCENE     II. 

Enter  Viola  and  Malvolio  atfcveral  Doors^ 

Mai.  Were  not  you  e'en  now  with  the  Countefs  Olivia  I 

Fio.  Even  now,  Sir;  on  a  moderate  pace,  I  have/incear* 
riv'd  but  hither. 

Mai.  She  returns  this  Ring  to  you.  Sir;  yoii  mighi 
have  f^ved  me  my  Pains,  to  have  taken  it  away  your  fclf 
She  adds  moreover,  that  you  fhould  put  your  Lord  in  ; 
defperate  aflfurance,  fhe  will  none  of  him.  And  ooe  thiq 
more,  that  you  be  never  fo  hardy  to  come  again  in  his  Ai 
fairs,  unlefs  it  be  to  report  your  Lord's  taking,  of  this :  R( 
ceive  it  fo. 

Fio.  She  took  the  Ring  of  me,  I'll  none  of  it. 

Mai.  Come,  Sir,  you  peeviflily  threw  it  to  her,  and  h( 
will  is,  it  fhould  be  fo  returned  :  If  it  be  worth  ftoopin 
for,  there  it  lyes  in  your  Eye;  if  not,  be  it  his  that  fine 
it.  lExi 

Fio.  I  left  no  Ring  with  her;  what  means  this  Lady? 
Fortune  forbid  my  outfide  have  not  charm'd  her  I 
She  made  good  view  of  me,  indeed  fo  much. 
That  fure  methought  her  Eyes  had  loft  her  Tongue, 
For  (he  did  fpeak  in  ftarts  diftradedly  : 
She  loves  me  fure,  the  cunning  of  her  Paffion 
Invites  me  in  this  churlifti  Meffengcr. 
None  of  my  Lord's  Ring  ?  Why,  he  fent  her  none. 
I  am  the  Man*——.  If  it  be  fo  as  'tis. 
Poor  Lady,  (he  were  better  love  a  Dream* 
Di%uife,  I  fee  thou  art  a  Wickednefs, 
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m^iirherein  the  pregnant  Enemy  does  much. 

^ow  eafie  is  it,  for  the  proper  falfe 
^pL  Womens  waxen  Hearts  to  fet  their  Forms  f  - 
^  ^ilas,  our  Frailty  is  the  caufe,  not  we, 

'or  fuch  as  we  are,  we  are  made,  if  fuch  we  be. 
^    liow  will  this  fadge  ?  My  Matter  loves  her  dearly, 

\nd  I,  poor  Monfter,  fond  as  much  on  him ; 

\x\d  (he,  miftaken,  fecms  to  dote  on  me  :^ 

A^hat  will  become  of  this  ?  As  I  am  a  Man, 

My  State  is  defperate  for  my  Matter's  Love ; 

As  I  am  a  Woman,  now  alas  the  day. 

What  thriftlefs  Sighs  (hall  poor  Olivia  breathe  ? 

0  Time,  thou  mutt  untangle  this,  not  I, 

It  is  too  hard  a  Knot  for  me  t'unty.  [^Exif. 

'2        SCENE     III.     Olivia*^  Houfe. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew. 

'  -Sir  To.  Approach  Sir  Andrew  :  Not  to  be  a-bed  after 
^  Midnight,  is  to  be  up  betimes,  and  Dilucnlo  furgere,  thou 
^  know'ft. 

••        Sir  And.  Nay,  by  my  troth,  I  know  not :  But  I  know,. 
*    to  be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

^'  SirTe.  A  falfe  Conclufion  :  I  hate  it  as  an  unfiled  Can; 
to  be  up  after  Midnight,  and  to  go  to  Bed  then,  is  early  ;  {o 
that  to  go  to  Bed  after  Midnight,  is  to  go  to  Bed  betimes.. 
^  Does  not  our  Lives  confitt  of  the  four  Elements? 
f  Sir  And.  'Faith  fo  they  fay,  but  I  think  it  rather  confitts 
>    of  Eating  and  Drinking. 

'        Sir  To.  Th'art  a  Scholar,  let  us  therefore  eat  and  drink. 
Marian  I  fay,  a  Stoop  of  Wine. 

Enter  Clown. 
Sir  And.  Here  comes  the  Fool,  i'faith. 
Clo.  How  now  my  Hearts ;  did  you  never  fee  the  Pi- 
dureof  we  three? 
Sir  To.  Welcome  Afs,  now  let's  have  a  Catch. 
Sir  And.  By  my  troth,  the  Fool  has  an  excellent  Breaft. 

1  had  rather  than  forty  Shillings  I  had  fuch  a  Leg,  and  fo. 
fweet  a  Breath  to  (ing,  as  the  Fool  has.  Infooth  thou  watt: 
in  very  gracious  fooling  laft  Night,  when  thou  fpok'ft  of 
Pigrogromitm  ^  of  the  Vofians  palEng  tVvt  ^c^vw^KviS.  ^ 

B  b  ^  ajunVw 


*      •/ 


QHmhm\  'twas  very  good  i'faith:  I  fent  thee  fix  Pence fel 
thy  Lemon,  hadftic?  I 

Clo.  I  did  iippeticos  thy  gratillity  ;   for-  Afali^Uo's  Nofcl 
is  no  Wh.p-ftock.    My  Lady  has  a  white  Hand>  and  4|; 
Mirmidoris  are  no  Bottlc-Alc-houfes.' 

Strj4nd.  Excellent:  Why  this  is  the  bcft  fooling,  wkj 
all  is  done.     Now  a  Song. 

Sir  To.  Come  on,  there  is  fix  Pence  for  you.     Let's  liavjf  * 
a  Song. 

Sir  And.  There's  a  Teftril  of  me  too;  if  one  Knight giwl 
a 

Clo.  Would  you  have  a  Love-fong,  or  a  Song  of  gooil 
Life?  ' 

Sir  To.  A  Love-fong,  a  Lovc-fong. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  ay,  I  care  not  for  good  Life. 

Clown  fings. 

O  Mifirefs  mine,  where  are  joh  roming  f 
O  Jlaj  and  heary  jenr  true  Love's  comings 

That  can  fing  both  high  and  low. 
Trip  no  further ^  pretty  Sweetings 
Journeys  end  in  Lovers  meeting. 

Every  wife  Man*s  Son  doth  k»ow. 

Sir  And.  Excellent  gpod,  'faith. 
Sir  To.  Good,  good^ 

Clo.  What  is  Love^  *tis  not  hereafter, 

Prefent  Mirth  hath  prefent  Laughter  i 

Whais  to  come^  is  fiill  unfure. 
In  delay  there  lyes  no  plenty. 
Then  come  klfs  me  fweet  and  twenty  : 
Touth's  a  Stuff  will  not  endure. 

Sir  And.  A  mellifluous  Voice,  as  I  am  a  true  Knight. 

Sir  To.  A  contagious  Breath. 

Sir  And.  Very  fweet  and  contagious,  i'faith* 

Sir  To.  To  hear  by  the  Nofe,  it  is  Dulcet  in  Contigioo. 
But  (hall  we  make  the  Welkin  dance  indeed?  Shall  werouze 
the  Night* Owl  in  a  Catch,  that  will  draw  three  Souls  out 
of  one  Weaver?  Shall  we  do  that? 

Sir  And.  And  you  love  me»  let's  do'c :  I  am  a  Dog  at  a 
Catch.  cU. 
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^'      Qo.  Byr  Lady,  Sir,  and  fome  Dogs  will  catch  well. 

Sir  And.  Mod  certain :  Let  our  Catch  be,  Thou  Knave. 
*      Clo.  Hold  thy  pcace^  thoti  Knavcy  Knight.     I  (hall  be  con- 
^  firain'd  in't,  to  call  thee  Knave,  Knight. 

Sir  And.  Tis  not  the  firft  time  I  have  conftrain'd  one  to 
^  call  me  Knave.     Begin,  Fool;  it  begins.  Hold  thy  peace. 

Clo.  I  fhall  never  begin,  if  I  hold  my  peace. 
-       Sir  And.  Good'ifaith:  Come,  begin.  [Thej  finga  Catch, 

Enter  Miria. 
\       Mar.  What  a  Catterwalling  do  you  keep  here?   If  my' 
Lady  have  not  call*d  up  her  Steward,  Aialvolio^  and  bid 
'    him  turn  you  out  of  Doors,  never  truft  me. 

Sir  To.  My  Lady's  a  Catajan^  we  are  Politicians,  M(J^ 
volio's  a  Peg-a-Ramfej,  and  TTjree  merry  Men  he  we.  Am 
not  I  Confanguinious  ?  Am  not  I  of  her  Blood !  Tillj  Fallejf, 
Lady!  Tier  e]  dwelt  a  Man  in  ^^^\oT\yLad]^Ladj.  \Singing. 
Clo.  Beftirew  me,  the  Knight's  in  admirable  Fooling. 
Sir  And.  Ay,  he  does  well  enough  if  he  be  difpos'd,  and 
fo  do  I  too :  he  does  it  with  a  better  Grace,  but  I  do  it 
more  natural. 

Sir  To.  O  Twelfth  Day  0/ December.  [Singing: 

Mar.  For  the  love  o*God,  peace. 

Enter  Malvolio. 
Mai.  My  Mafters,  are  you  mad?  Or  what  are  you? 
Have  you  no  Wit,  Manners,  norHonefty,  but  to  gabble  like 
Tinkers  at  this  time  of  Night?  Do  ye  make  an  Ale-houfe 
of  my  Lady's  Houfe,  that  ye  fqueak  out  your  Coziers 
Catches  without  any  mitigation  or  remorfe  of  Voice?  Is 
there  no  refped  of  Place,  Perfons,  nor  Time  in  you? 

Sir  To.  We  did  keep  time.  Sir,  in  our  Catches.    Sneck  up. 
Mai.  Sir  Toiy^  I  muft  be  round  with  you.     My  Lady 
bade  me  tell  you,  that  ihe  harbours  you  as  her  Kinfman, 
flie's  nothing  ally'd  to  your  Diforders.    If  you  can  feparate 
your  felf  and  your  Mifdemeanors,  you  are  welcome  to  the 
Houfe  :  If  cot,  and  it  would  plcafe  you  to  take  leave  of  her, 
flie  is  very  willing  to  bid  you  farewel. 
-Sir  To.  Farewel,  dear  Heart,  fincc  I  muft  needs  be  gone. 
Mar.  Nay*  good  Sir  Toty. 
Clo.  His  Eyes  do  fliew  his  Days  are  almoft  done. 
Mai.  Is't  even  fo  ? 
Sir  To.  But  I  will  never  dye. 
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Go.  Sir  Toly,  there  you  lie. 

A£uL  This  is  much  Credit  to  you. 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  bid  him  go  ?  [«%«(. 

do.  What  and  ifjOH  do  i 

Sir  To    Shall  I  hid  himgo^  and  ff  art  not  f 

Clo.  O  noy  nOf  noy  jo»  dare  not. 

Sir  To.  Outo'tune,  Sir,  ye  he:  Art  thou  any  more  than 
d  Steward  ?  Doft  thou  think,  becaufe  thou  art  virtuous,  there 
ihall  be  no  more  Cakes  and  Ale  ? 

Qo.  Yes,  by  Saint  jinne;  and  Ginger  fliall  be  hot  iW 
Mouth  too. 

Sir  To.  Thou*rt  i'th' right.  Go,  Sir,  rub  your  Chain  with 
Crums*     A  Stoop  of  Wine,  Maria. 

Mai.  Miftrefs  Marj^  if  you  priz'd  my  Lady's  Favour  at 
any  thing  more  than  Contempt,  you  would  not  give  means 
for  this  uncivil  Rule ;  fhe  fliall  know  of  it,  by  this  Hand. 

[Exit. 

Mar.  Go  (hake  your  Ears. 
^    Sir  And.  'Twercas  good  a  deed  as  to  drink  when  a  Man's 
a  hungry,    to  challenge  him  the  Field,  and  then   to  break 
Promife  with  him,  and  make  a  Fool  of  him. 

SirTo.  Do't^Knight,  ril  write  thee  a  Challenge  :  or  111 
deliver  thy  Indignation  to  him  by  word  of  Mouth. 

Mar.  Sweet,  Sir  Tobj^  be  patient  for  to  Night ;  fince 
the  Youth  of  the  Duke's  was  to  day  with  my  Lady,  fhe  is 
much  out  of  quiet.  For  Monfieur  Malvolioy  let  me  alone 
with  him:  If  I  do  not  gull  him  into  a  nay  word,  and  make 
him  a  common  Recreation,  do  not  think  I  have  wit  enough 
to  lye  ftraigbt  in  my  Bed  :  I  know  I  can  do  it. 

Sir  To.  Poflefs  us,  poflefs  us,  tell  us  fomething  of  him. 

Mar.  Marry,  Sir,  fometimcs  he  is  a  kind  of  a  Puritan. 

-Sir  And.  O,  if  I  thought  that,  Fd  beat  him  like  a  Dog. 

Sir  To.  What,  for  being  a  Puritan  ?  thy  exquifite  Reafbn, 
dear  Knight* 

Sir  And.  I  have  no  exquifite  Reafon  for't,  but  I  have 
Realbn  good  enough. 

Mar.  The  Devil  a  Puritan  that  he  is,  or  any  thing  con- 
ftantly  but  a  Time-pleafer,  an  afFe&ion'd  Afs,  that  Cons 
State  without  Book,  and  utters  it  by  great  fwarths.  The 
beft  perfuaded  of  himFelf:  So  cram'dj  as  he  thinks^  with 
Excellencies,  that  it  is  his  ground  of  Faith,  that  all  that  lodk 
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on  him,  love  him ;  and  on  that  Vice  in  him  will  my  Re- 
venge find  notable  Caufe  to  work. 
'j     Sir  To.  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Mar,  I  will  drop  in  his  way  fome  obfcure  Epiftles  of 
Love,  wherein,  by  the  colour  of  his  Beard,  thelhape  of  his 
Leg,  the  manner  of  his  Gate,  the  expreflure  of  his  Eye, 
Forehead,  and  Complexion,  he  (hall  find  himfelf  mod  feel- 
ingly perfonated.  I  can  write  very  like  my  Lady  your 
Neice,  on  a  forgotten  matter  we  can  hardly  make  diftin- 
ftion  of  our  hands. 

-Sir  To.  Excellent,  I  fmell  a  Device. 

Sir  And.  I  have't  in  my  Nofe  too. 

Sir  To.  He  (hall  think  by  the  Letters  that  thou  wilt  drop, 
that  they  come  from  my  Neice,  and  that  (he  is  in  L-ove 
with  him. 

Mar.  My  purpofe  is  indeed  a  Horfe  of  that  Colour. 

Sir  And.  And  your  Horfe  now  would  make  him  ^n  Afs^ 

Mar.  Afs,  I  doubt  not. 

Sir  And.  O  'twill  be  admirable. 

Mar.  Sport  royal,  I  warrant  you :  I  know  my  Phyfick    ^ 
will  work  with  him.     I  will  plant  you  two,  and  let  the 
Fool  make  a  third,  where  he  (hall  find  the  Letter :  Obferve 
his  Conftruftion  of  it:    For  this  Night  to  Bed,  and  dream 
on  the  Event.     Farewel.  {Exit. 

Sir  To.  Good  Night,  PenthiJIlea. 

Sir  And.  Before  roe,  (he's  a  good  Wench. 

Sir  To.  She's  a  Beagle,  true  bred,  and  one  that  adore? 
me ;  what  o'that  ? 

Sir  And.  I  was  ador*d  once  too. 

Sir  To.  Let's  to  Bed,  Knight :  Thou  hadft  need  fend  for 
more  Mony. 

Sir  And.  If  I  cannot  recover  your  Neice,  I  am  a  foul 
way  out. 

Sir  To.  Send  for  Mony,  Knight;  if  thou  haft  her  not  i*th* 
end,  call  me  Cut. 

Sir  And.  If  I  do  not,  never  truft  me,  take  it  how  you 
will. 

SirTo.  Come,  come,  I'll  go  burn  fome  Sack,  'tis  too  late 
to  go  to  Bed  now  :  Come,  Knight,  come.  Knight. 

\ExcnnU' 
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SCENE    IV.     The  Palace. 

Enter  D»k£j  Viola,  Curio*  and  others, 

Duke.  Give  me  fome   Mufick ;  now   good    ffldrtof,] 
Friends ; 
Now  good,  Qtfarioy  but  that  piece  of  Song, 
That  bid  and  antick  Song  we  heard  laft  Night ; 
Methought  it  did  relieve  my  Paffion  muc^ 
More  than  light  Airs>  and  recolleded  Terms 
Of  thefe  moft  brisk  and  giddy *pac'd  Times. 
Come>  but  one  Verfe. 

Cur.  He  is  not  here,  fopleafeyourLordftiip^  thatfiiouU 
ling  it. 

Duke.  Who  was  it  ? 

(kr.  Fejle  the  Jefter,  my  Lord*  a  Fool  that  the  Lady 
OUvM*s  Father  took  much  delight  in.  He  is  about  the 
Houfe. 

Duke.  Seek  him  out,  and  play  the  Tune  the  while. 

lAfufik.. 
Come  hither,  Boy,  if  ever  thou  (halt  Love, 

In  the  fweet  Pangs  of  it,  remember  me  ; 
For  fuch  as  I  am,  all  true  Lovers  are, 
Unflaid  and  skitti(h  in  all  Motions  elfe. 
Save  in  the  conftant  Image  of  the  Creature  . 
That  is  belov'd.     How  doft  thou  like  this  Tune? 

f^9.  It  gives  a  very  Eccho  to  the  Seat 
Where  Love  is  thron'd. 

Duke.  Thou  doft  fpeak  mafterly. 
My  Life  uppn't,  young  tho'  thou  art,  thine  Eye 
Hath  ftaid  upon  fome  Favour  that  it  loves : 
Hath  it  not,.  Boy  ? 

f^o.  A  little,  by  your  Favour. 

Duke.Whn  kind  of  Woman  is*t? 

Fio.  Of  your  Complexion. 

Duke.  She  is  not  worth  thee  then.    What  Years,  i'faith? 

f^$o.  About  yoiir  Years,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Too  old,  by  Heav*n ;  Let  ftill  the  Woman  take 
An  elder  than  her  felf,  fb  wears  (he  to  him ; 
So  fways  (he  level  in  her  Husband's  Heart. 
For,  Boy,  however  we  do  praife  our  felves, 
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Our  Fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfirm^ 
^  More  longing,  wavering,  fooner  loft  and  worn. 
Than  Womens  are. 

Vio.  I  think  it  well,  my  Lord. 
I       2>i»^*  Then  let  thy  Love  be  younger  than  thy  fdf. 
Or  thy  AfFeAion  cannot  hold  the  bent : 
For  Women  are  as  JBLofes,  whofe  fair  Flower 
Being  once  difplaid,  doth  fall  the  very  hour. 

Vioi  And  fo  they  are :  Alas,  that  they  are  fo. 
To  dye,  even  when  they  to  Perfedion  grow* 

Enter  Curio  and  Clown* 

Duke.  O  Fellow  come,  the  Song  we  had  laft  night. 
Mark  it,  Ce/arioj  it  is  old  and  plain ; 
The  Spinftcrs  and  the  Knitters  in  the  Sun, 
And  the  free  Maids  that  weave  their  Thread  with  Bones^ 
Do  ufe  to  chant  it :  it  is  filly  footh. 
And  dallies  with  the  Innocence  of  Love^ 
Like  the  old  Age. 

Clo.  Are  you  ready.  Sir? 

D/$kf*  I  prethee  fing.  [Jkhf/kk^  ' 

SONG. 

Come  awaj,  come  aivaj.  Death, 

And  in  fad  Cjprefs  let  me  be  laid; 
Fly  away,  fly  away.  Breath, 

I  am  /lain  bj  a  fair  Cruel  Maid. 
My  Shrewd  of  white,  finely  all  with  Tew,  O  prepare  ii. 
My  part  of  Death  no  one  fo  true  Sid  jhare  it. 

Not  a  Flower,  not  a  Flower  Jweet, 

On  my  blacl^Coffin  let  there  be  fir  own  : 

Not  a  Friend,  not  a  Friend  greet 

My  poor  Corps,  where  mj  Bones  jhall  be  thrown. 

A  thoufand  thoufand  Sighs  to  fave,  laj  me  O  where 

Sad  true  Lover  never  fatd  my  Grave,  to  weep  there. 

Duke.  There's  for  thy  Pains. 
Clo.  No  Pains,  Sir,  I  take  pleafure  in  finging.  Sir. 
Duk^.  ril  pay  thy  Pleafure  then. 
Clo.  Truly,  Sir,  and  Pleafure  will  be  paid  one  time^  or 
other. 


Dul^.  Give  mc  now  leave,  to  leave  thee. 
Clo.  Now  the  melanchoUy  God  proteft '  thee,  and  tk 
Taylor  make  thy  Doublet  of  changeable  TafFata,  for  tin 
Mind  is  a  very  Opal.  I  would  have  Men  of  fuch  Conftai 
cy  put  to  Sea,  thit  their  Bufinefs  might  be  every  thing,  aol 
their  intent  every  where,  for  that's  it  that  always  mdces; 
good  Voyage  of  nothing.     Farewel.  [£j« 

Duke.  Let  all  the  reft  give  place.    Once  more,  Cefuri^^ 
Get  thee  to  yond  fame  fovereign  Cruelty  : 
Tell  her  my  Love,  more  noble  than  the  World, 
Prizes  not  quantity  of  dirty  Lands, 
The  Parts  that  Fortune  hath  beftow'd  upon  her, 
*Tell  her  I  hold  as  giddily  as  Fortune  : 
But  'tis  that  Miracle,  and  Queen  of  Jems 
That  Nature  pranks  her  in,  attra&s  my  Soul, 
Fio.  But  if  (he  cannot  love  you.  Sir. 
Duke.  It  cannot  be  fo  anfwer'd. 
Fio.  Sooth  but  you  muft. 
Say  that  fome  Lady,  as  perhaps  there  is. 
Hath  for  your  Love  as  great  a  pang  of  Heart 
As  you  have  for  Olivia :  You  cannot  love  her  ; 
You  tell  her  fo;  Muft  (he  not  then  beanfwer'd? 

Duke.  There  is  no  Woman's  Sides 
Can  bide  the  beating  of  fo  ftrong  a  Paffion, 
As  Love  doth  give  my  Heart :  No  Woman's  Heart 
S )  big,  to  hold  fo  much,  they  lack  retention, 
A!as  their  Love  may  be  call'd  Appetite  : 
No  morion  of  the  Liver,  but  the  Pallat, 
That  fu(Fers  Surfeit,  Cloyment,  and  Revolt ; 
But  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  the  Sea, 
And  can  digeft  as  much;  make  no  compare 
Between  that  Love  a  Woman  can  bear  me. 
And  that  I  owe  Olivia. 
f^o.  Ay  but  I  know*    ■   ■ 
Duke.  What  doft  thou  know  ? 
Fio.  Too  well  what  love  Women  to  Men  do  owe : 
In  faith  they  are  as  true  of  Heart,  as  we. 
My  Father  had  a  Daughter  lov'd  a  Man 
As  it  might  be,  perhaps,  were  I  a  Woman, 
I  (hould  your  Lord(hip. 

Duke.  And  what's  her  Hiftory  ? 
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yio.  A  blank,  my  Lord :  Ske  never  told  her  Love^ 
But  let  Concealment,  like  a  Worm  i'th*  Bud, 
Feed  on  her  damask  Cheek:  She  pin'd  in  thought^ 
And  with  a  green  and  yellow  Melancholy* 
She  fate  like  Patience  on  a  Monument, 
Smiling  at  Grief.     Was  not  this  Love  indeed  ? 
We  Men  may  fay  more»  fwear  more,  but  indeed 
Our  (hews  are  more  than  will;  for  ftill  we  prove 
Much  in  our  Vows,  but  little  in  our  Love. 

Dukf.  But  dy'd  thy  Sifter  of  her  Love,  my  Boy  ? 

Fio.  I  am  all  the  Daughters  of  my  Father's  Houfe, 
And  all  the  Brothers  too  and  yet  I  know  not 

Sir>  (hall  I  to  this  Lady  ? 

Duke.  Ay,  that's  the  Theam. 
To  her  in  hafte ;  give  her  this  Jewel :  Say, 
My  Love  can  give  no  place,  bid  no  denay.  [Exeunn 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  dnd  Fabian. 

Sir  To.  Come  thy  ways,  Signior  Fabian. 

Fab.  Nay,  I'll  come;  if  I  lofe  a  fcruple  of  this  Sport,  let 
me  be  boil'd  to  Death  with  Melancholy. 

Sir  To.  Would'ft  thou  not  be  glad,  to  have  the  niggardly 
rafcally  Sheep-biter,  come  by  fome  notable  Shame? 

Fab.  I  would  exult,  Man;  you  know  he  brought  'me  out 
of  Favour  with  my  Lady,  about  a  Bear-baiting  here. 

Sir  To.  To  anger  him  we'll  have  the  Bear  again,  and  wc 
will  fool  him  black  and  blue,  (hall  we  not.  Sir  jindrew? 

Sir  And.  And  we  do  not  'tis  pity  of  our  Lives. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Here  comes  the  little  Villain :  How  now,  my 
Nettle  of  India  i 

Mar.  Get  ye  all  three  into  the  Box-tree;  Malvolio'%  c> 
ming  down  this  Walk,  he  has  been  yonder  i'th*  Sun  prafti- 
fing  Behaviour  to  his  own  Shadow  this  half  hour  :  Obferve 
him  for  the  love  of  Mockery ;  for  I  know  this  Letter  will 
make  a  Contemplative  Ideot  of  him*  Clofe,  in  the  Name  of 
Jefting,  lye  thou  there;  for  here  comes  the  Trout  thatmuft 
be  caught  with  tickling.  {Exit. 


Enter  Malvolio. 

MaL  'Tis  but  Fortune,  all  is  Fortune.  AlurU  oocet 
ine  flie  did  a£Fed  me,  and  I  have  heard  her  felf  come  tl 
near,  chat  (hould  (he  fancy,  it  (hould  be  one.  of  my  Q 
plexion.  Befides,  (he  ufes  me  with  a  more  exalted  1 
fped,  than  any  one  elfe  that  follows  her.  What  fhool 
think  on't  ? 

Sir  To.  Here's  an  over-weaning  Rogue. 

Fab.  Oh  peace  :  Contemplation  makes  a  rare  Tarii 
Cock  of  him;  how  he  jets  under  his  advanc'd  Plumfes. 

Sir  And.  'Slife,  I  could  fo  beat  the  Rogue. 

Sir  To.  Peace,  I  fay. 

AlaL  To  be  Count  Malvolio. 

Sir  To.  Ah  Rogue. 

Sir  And.  Piftolhim,  Piftol  him. 

Sir  To.  Peace,  peace. 

Mdl.  There  is  Example  for't :  The  Lady  of  the  Str 
married  the  Yeoman  of  the  Wardrobe. 

Sir  And.  Fie  on  him,  Jez»ehel. 

Fab.  O  peace,  now  he's  deeply  in ;  look  how  Imagine 
blows  him. 

Mai.  Having  been  three  Months  married  to  her,  fit 
in  my  State. 

Sir  To.  O  for  a  Stone-bow  to  hit  him  in  the  Eye. 

Mai.  Calling  my  Officers  about  me,  in  my  branch'd 
vet  Gown ;  having  come  from  a  Day-bed,  where  I  have 
Olivia  fleeping. 

Sir  To.  Fire  and  Brimftone. 

Fab.  O  peace,  peace. 

Mai.  And  then  to  have  the  Humour  of  State ;  and  j 
a  demure  Travel  of  Regard,  telling  them  I  know  my  pi 
as  I  would  they  (hould  do  theirs >  To  ask  for  my  i 
man  Toby- 

Sir  To.  Bolts  and  Shackles. 

Fab.  Oh  peace,  peace,  peace,  now,  now. 

Mai.  Seven  of  my  People  with  an  obedient  Start  i 
out  for  hytti :  I  frown  the  while,  and  perchance  wim 
my  Watch,  or  play  with  fome  rich  Jewel.  Tohy  approac 
Courtfies  there  to  me. 

Sir  To.  Shall  this  Fellow  live  2 


FdL  Tho*6ur  filence  be  drawn  from  us  withCares^  yet 
'peace. 

-    MaU  I  extend  my  hand  to  him  thus ;  quenching  my  fa- 
miliar Smile  with  an  auftere  regard  of  Controul. 

Sir  To.  And  does  not  Tobj  take  you  a  blow  on  the  Lips 
then? 

MaL  Saying,  Coufin  Tobj,  my  Fortunes  having  caft  mc 
on  your  Neice,  give  me  this  Prerogative  of  Speech 

Sir  To.  What,  what? 

Mal^  You  muft  amend  your  Drunkennefs* 

Sir  To.  Out,  Scab. 

F^k  Nay,  patience,  or  we  break  the  Sinews  of  our  Plot. 

MaL  Befides,  you  wafte  the  Treafure  of  your  Time, 
with  a  foolifh  Knight 

Sir  And.  That's  me,  I  warrant  you. 

Mai.  One  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  I  knew  'twas  I,  for  many  do  call  me  Fool. 

MaL  What  Employment  have  we  here  ?      [Taking  up  a 

Fab.  Now  is  the  Woodcock  near  the  Gin.         ^      Letter. 

Sir  To.  Oh  peace  f  Now  the  Spirit  of  Humours  intimate 
reading  aloud  to  him. 

MaL  By  my  Life  this  is  my  Lady*s  hand :  Thefe  be  her 
very  €%  her  V\  and  her  T^s^  and  thus  makes  (he  her  great  . 
P's.    It  is  in  Contempt  of  queftion  her  Hand. 

Sir  And.  Her  Cs,  her  V\  and  her  Ts ;  why  that  ? 

MaL  To  the  unknown  beloved,  this^  and  my  good  fPiJbes  ; 
Her  very  Phrafes:  By  your  leave.  Wax.  Soft!  and  thelm- 
prelTure  her  Lucrece,  with  which  (he  ufes  to  feal ;  'tis  my 
Lady :  To  whom  (hould  this  be  ? 

Fab.  This  wins  him.  Liver  and  all. 

MaL  Jove  bnooi/s  I  Love^  but  who^  Lips  do  not  nfove,  no 
Man  mufiknow*  No  Man  muft  know— -What  follows  ?  ^The 
Numbers  alter'd— — No  Man  muft  know-— ^ 
If  this  fliould  be  thee,  Malvolio  ? 

Sir  To.  Marry  hang  thee.  Brock. 

MaL  I  may  command  where  I  adore^  but  Silence^  like  a 
Lucrefs  Kuife^ 

With  boldnefs  firoks  ^J  Heart  doth  gore^  M*  O,  A*  L  doth 
Jway  my  Life. 

Fab.  A  Fuftian  Riddle. 

Sir  To.  Excellent  Wench,  fay  L 

Vox.  IJ.  Cc^  ^^^^-^ 
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AfaL  Ad.  O.  A.  I.  doth  fway  my  Life  Nay,  bi 

firft  lee  me  fee let  mc  fee 

Fak  What  a  difti  of  Poifon  has  flie  drefs'd  him  ? 

Sir  To.  And  with  what  Wing  the  Stallion  checks  at  it? 

MaL  I  majf  command,  where  I  adore.  Why  (he  Dif 
command  me:  I  ferve  her,  (he  is  my  Lady.  Why  this i 
evident  to  any  formal  Capacity.     There  is  no  obftrufiioo  i 

this-        and  the  end what  ihould  that  Alphabetid 

pofition  portend.  If  I  could  make  that  refemble  fbmetho; 
m  me?  Softly M.  0.  A.  I. 

Sir  To.  O.  I.  make  up  that,  he  is  now  at  a  cold  Scenn 

Fah.  Sowter  will  cry  upon*t  for  all  this,  tho'  it  be  as  vS 
as  a  Fox. 

Aial.  M*  Malvolio M.  why  that  bcgim 

my  Name. 

Fah.  Did  not  I  fay  he  would  workitout,  the  Curisa 
cellent  at  Faults. 

Mai.  M.  But  then  there  is  no  confonancy  in  the  Sequel; 
that  fu£Fers  under  Probation :  A  ihould  follow  >  but  0 
does. 

Fab.  And  O  (hall  end,  I  hope. 

Sir  To.  Ay,  or  1*11  cudgel  hhn,  and  make  him  cry  O. 

Aial.  And  then  /.  comes  behind. 

Fab.  Ay,  and  you  had  any  Eye  behind  you^  you  migk 
fee  more  detradion  at  your  Heels,  than  Fortunes  befoit 
you. 

Afal.  M.O.A.L This  Simulation  is  not  as  the  for- 
mer  And  yet  to  cru(h  this  a  little,  it  would  bow  tone^ 

for  every  one  of  thefe  Letters  arc  in  my  name.      Soft,  here 

follows  Profe If  this  fall  into  thy  hand,  revolve.      In  m] 

Stars  I  am  above  thee,  bm  be  not  afraid  of  Creatmefi ;  fim 
are  born  Greats  fome  atchieve  Greatnefs,  and  fmne  hawt  Gren* 
nefs  put  upon  them.  Thj  Fates  open  their  Hands,  let  thj 
Blood  and  Spirit  embrace  them;  and  to  inure  thy  filfto  whit 
thou  art  like  to  be,  cafl  thj  humble  Slough,  and  apf^arfrefs. 
Be  oppofite  with  a  Kinfman,  furly  with  Servants  :  Let  thj 
Tongue  tang  Arguments  of  State ;  put  thy  felf  inf  the  Trick, 
ef  Singularity.  She  thus  advifes  thee,  that  fighs  fer  thee. 
JRemember  who  commended  thy  yellow  Stockings,  amd  wififi 
to  fee  thee  ever  crofs-garte/ d.  I  fay  rememtir^  go  te^  then 
an  made^  if  thou  defireft  to  be  fi  :  If  net^  let  me  fie  thee  i 
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Steward  fiill\  the  Fellpw  of  Servants^  and  not  Tvorthj  to 
touch  Fortnnis  Fingers^  FareweU  She  that  would  alter  Ser'- 
wcfs  with  thee.  The  fortunate  and  happy  Day-light  and 
Champian  difcovers  not  more :  This  is  open.  I  will  be 
proud,  I  will  read  politick  Authors,  I  will  baffle  Sir  Toiy^ 
I  will  wa(h  off  grofs  Acquaintance,  I  will  i?e  point  devife, 
the  very  Man.  I  do  now  fool  my  felf,  to  let  Imagination 
jade  me  ;  for  every  Reafon  excites  to  this,  that  my  Lady 
loves  me«  She  did  commend  my  yellow  Stockings  of  late, 
ihe  did  praife  my  Leg,  being  crofs-garter*d,  and  in  this  (he 
manifefts  her  felf  to  my  Love,  and  with  a  kind  of  Con- 
jundion  drives  me  to  thefe  Habits  of  her  liking.  I  thank 
my  Stars,  I  am  happy :  I  will  be  ftrange,  ftout,  in  yellow 
Stockings  and  crofs-garter'd,  even  with  the  fwiftnefs  of  put- 
ting on.  Jovcy  and  my  Stars  be  praifed.  Here  is  yet  a  Poft- 
fcript.  TTjou  canft  not  chufe  to  know  who  I  an$\  if  thou  en^ 
tertainejt  mj  Love,  let  it  appear  in  thy  fntilingy  thy  Smiles  te* 
come  thee  well.  Therefore  in  my  Pre/ence  fiill  /mile.  Dear 
mj  Sweety  I  prethee.  Jove,  I  thank  thee,  I  will  fmile,  I^ 
wiil  do  every  thing  that  thou  wilt  have  me.  [Exit^ 

Fab.  I  will  not  give  my  part  of  this  Sport  for  a  Penfion 
of  Thoufands  to  be  paid  from  the  Sophy. 

Sir  To.  I  could  marry  this  Wench  for  this  Device. 

Sir  And.  So  could  I  too. 

Sir  To.  And  ask  no  other  Dowry  with  her,  but  fuch  ano- 
ther Jcft. 

Enter  Maria^ 

Sir  And.  Nor  I  neither. 

Fab.  Here  comes  my  noble  Gull-catcher. 

Sir  To.  Wilt  thou  fet  thy  Foot  o'my  Neck? 

Sir  And.  Or  o*mine  either? 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  play  my  Freedom  at  Tray-trip,  and  be* 
come  thy  Bond-flave  ? 

Sir  And.  I'faith^  or  I  either  ? 

Sir  To.  Why,  thou^^aft  put  him  in  fuch  a  Dream^  that 
when  the  Image  of  it  leaves  him,  he  mud  run  mad. 

Mar.  Nay,  but  fay  true,  does  it  work  upon  him  i 

Sir  To.  iSkt  Aqua^vita  with  a  Midwife. 

Mar.  If  you  will  then  fee  the  Fruits  of  the  Sport,  mark 
iiis  firft  approach  before  my  Lady :  He  will  come  to  hec  v\ 
jreljow  Stockings,  and  'tis  a  Colour  ftvt  aJaVvot^  %  ^tA  cxcfe- 

C  c  1  ^^xvsC^-v 
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Fio.  I  warrant  thou  art  a  merry  Fellows  and  careft  for 
nothing. 

do.  Not  fo^  Sir,  I  do  care  for  fomething ;  but^  in  my 
Confcience,  Sir,  I  do  not  care  for  you  :  If  that  be  to  care 
for  nothing.  Sir,  I  would  it  would  make  you  invifib|e. 

Fio.  Arc  not  thou  the  Lady  Olivids  Fool  ? 

Clo.  No  indeed.  Sir,  the  Lady  OUvia  has  no  Folly,  ihe 
will  keep  no  Fool,  Sir,  'till  fhe  be  married;  and  Fools  are 
as  like  Husbands,  as  Pilchers  are  to  Herrings,  the  Husband's 
the  bigger  :  I  am  indeed  not  her  Fool,  but  her  corrupter  of 
Words, 

Fio.  I  (aw  thee  late  at  the  Duke  Orfim\. 

Clo.  Foolery,  Sir,  he  does  walk  about  the  Orb  like  the 
Sun,  it  (hines  every  where.  I  would  be  forry.  Sir,  but  the 
Fool  ftiould  be  as  oft  with  your  Mailer,  as  with  my  Miftrefs: 
I  think  I  faw  your  Wifdom  there. 

Fio.  Nay,  and  thou  pafs  upon  me,  1*11  no  more  with  tjiee. 
Hold,  there's  Expences  for  thee. 

CU.  Now  Jove^  in  his  next  Commodity  of  Hair,  fend 
thee  a  Beard. 

Fio.  By  my  troth,  Til  tell  thee,  I  am  almoft  fick  for  one, 
though  I  would  not  have  it  grow  on  my  Chin.    Is  thy  Lady  - 
within  ? 

Go.  Would  not  a  pair  of  thefe  have  bred.  Sir  \ 

Fto.  Yes,  being  kept  together,  and  put  to  ufe. 

CI:  I  would  play  Lord  PunddrHS  oi Phrjgia^  Sir,  to  bring 
a  CreJJida  to  this  Trojlus. 

Fio.  I  underfland  you.  Sir,  'tis  well  begg'd. 

Qo.  The  matter  I  hope  is  not  great.  Sir ;  begging,  but  a 
Beggar  :  Crejpda  was  a  Beggar.  My  Lady  is  within,  Sir. 
I  will  confter  to  them  whence  you  come,  who  you  are,  and 
what  you  would  is  out  of  my  Welkin,  I  might  fay.  Ele- 
ment, but  the  word  is  over-worn.  [Exit. 

Fio.  This  Fellow  is  wife  enough  to  play  the  Fool, 
And  to  do  that  well  craves  a  kind  of  Wit : 
He  muft  obferve  their  Mood  on  whom  he  Jefts, 
The  Quality  of  the  Perfons,  and  the  Time ; 
And  like  the  Haggard,  check  at  every  Feather 
That  comes  before  his  Eye.    This  is  a  pradice 
As  fulLof  Labour  as  a  Wife-man's  Art : 

C  c  $  ^^x 


For  Folly  that  he  wifely  ihews»  is  £t ;  f 

But  wife  Mens  Folly  fall'n,  quite  taint  their  Wit* 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew* 

Sir  To.  Save  you,.  Gentleman. 

Vio.  And  you.  Sir. 

Sir  Andm  JDieu  vous  guard  Monfiturm 

Vio.  Et  vous  anfij  vofire  firvitur. 

Sir  And.  I  hope.  Sir,  you  are,  and  I  am  yours. 

Sir  To.  Will  you  encounter  the  Houfe,  my  Neice  is  dc- 
firous  you  fhould  enter,  if  your  Trade  be  to  her. 

Fio.  I  am  bound  to  your  Neice,  Sir;  I  mean,  ihe  is  tbe 
Lift  of  my  Voyage. 
'  Sir  To.  Tafte  your  Legs,  Sir,  put  them  to  motioo.  \ 

Vio.  My  Legs  do  better  underftand  me.  Sir,  than  I  undet^ 
ftand  what  you  mean  by  bidding  me  tafte  my  Legs. 

Sir  To.  I  mean  to  go.  Sir,  to  enter. 

Vio.  I  will  anfwer  you  with  Gate  and  Entrance,  but  we 
are  prevented. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Maria. 
Moft  excellent  accompliih'd  Lady,  the  Heav'ns  rain  Odours 
on  you. 

Sir  And.   That  Youth's  a  rare  Courtier!  rain  Odoun! 
well. 

Vio.  My  Matter  hath  no  Voice,  Lady,  but  to  your  own 
moft  pregnant  and  vouchfafed  Ear. 

Sir  And.  Odours,  pregnane  and  vouchfafed  :  I'll  get  'em 
all  three  ready. 

Oli^  Let  the  Garden  Door  be  ftiut,  and  leave  me  to  my 
Give  me  your  Hand,  Sir. 
hearing.  [Exemt SirTohy  «Sfr Andre w>  and'Muiz. 

Vio.  Mv  Duty,  Madam,  and  moft  humble  Service. 

Oli.  Wna^is  your  Name  \ 

Vio.  Cefario  is  your  Servant's  Name,  fair  Princefs. 

OU.  My  Servant,  Sir?  'Twas  never  merry  World, 
Since  lowly  feigning  was  calFd  Complement  t 
Y'are  Servant  to  the  Duke  Orfin^^  Youth. 

Vio.  And  he  is  yours,  and  his  muft  needs  be  yours: 
Your  Servant's  Servant  is  your  Servant,  Madam. 

Oli.  For  him  I  think  not  on  him :  For  his  Thoughts, 
Would  they  were  Blanks,  rather  than  fili'd  with  me. 

Vto.  Madam,  I  come  to  whet  your  gentle  Thoughts 
On  his  behalf.  Oli. 
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O/i.  O,  by  your  leave,  I  pray  you ; 
I  bade  you  never  (peak  again  of  him. 
But  would  you  undertake  another  Suit^ 
I  had  rather  hear  you  to  foilicit  thar. 
Than  Mufick  from  the  Spheres. 

f^to.  Dear  Lady.  " 

Oli.  Give  me  leave,  Ibcfeechyou:  I  didfend. 
After  the  faft  Enchantment  you  did  hear, 
A  Ring  in  Chafe  of  you.     So  did  I  abufc     . 
My  felf,  my  Servant,  and  I  fear  me,  you; 
Under  your  hard  Conftruftion  muft  I  fit. 
To  force  that  on  you  in  a  (hameful  cunnings 
Which  you  knew  none  of  yours.   What  migtit  you  think  ? 
Have  you  not  ftt  mine  Honour  at  the  Stake, 
And  baited  it  with  all  th'unmuzxled  Thoughts 
That  tyrannous  Heart  can  think  ?  To  one  of  your  receiving 
Enough  is  (hewn,  a  Cyprefs,  not  a  Bofom, 
Hides  my  poor  Heart.    So  let  ine  hear  you  fpeak. 

Fio.  I  pity  you. 

Oli.  Thafs  a  degree  to  Love. 

Fio.  No  not  a  grice :  For  'tis  a  vulgar  Proof 
That  very  oft  we  pity  Enemies. 

Oli.  Why  then  methinks  'cis  time  to  fmile  again; 
O  World,  how  apt  the  poor  are  to  be  proud? 
If  one  fhould  be  a  prey,  how  much  better 
To  fall  before  the  Lion,  than  the  Wolf; 

\aock^ftr$kes. 
The  Clock  upbraids  me  with  the  wafte  of  Time. 
Be  not  afraid,  good  Youth,  I  will  not  have  you ; 
And  yet  when  Wit  and  Youth  is  come  to  harvcft. 
Your  Wife  is  like  to  reap  a  proper  Man  2 
There  lyes  your  way,  due  Weft. 

Fio.  Then  Weftward  hoe  : 
®rice  and  good  Difpofitiori  attend  your  Ltdyftiip* 
Youll  nothing.  Madam,  to  my  Lord  by  me? 

OIL  Stay;  I  prethee  tell  me  wh^t  thou  think'ft  of  me  t 

Vio.  ThatVou  do  think  you  arc  not  what  you  are. 

Oli.  ITl  think  fo,  I  think  the  fame  of  you. 

Vio.  Then  think  you  right  i  I  am  not  what  I  am. 
.    Oli.  I  would  you  were^  as  I  would  have  you  be. 

C  c  4  vs%. 


J^io.  Would  it  be  better,  Madam,  thtn  I  am  ?  | 

I  wi(h  it  mighty  for  now  I  am  your  FooL 

Olu  O  what  a  deal  of  Scorn  looks  beautiful. 
In  the  Contempt  and  Anger  of  his  Lipl 
A  murderous  Guilt  (hews  not  it  felf  more  fbon. 
Than  Love  that  would  feem  hid :  Love's  Night  is  Noon. 
Cefario,  by  the  Rofcs  of  the  Spring. 
By  Maid-hood,  Honour,  Truth,  and  every  thing, 
I  love  thee  fo,  that  maugre  all  thy  Pride, 
Nor  Wit,  nor  Keafon,  can  my  Paifion  hide. 
Do  not  extort  thy  Keafons  from  thii  Claufe, 
For  that  I  woo*  thou  therefore  haft  no  Caufe : 
Biit  rather  reafen  thus  with  reafon  fetter; 
Love  fought,  is  good ;  but  given  unfought,  is  betten 

f^io.  By  Innocence  I  fwcar,  and  by  my  Youth, 
I  have  one  Heart,  one  Bofom,  and  one  Truth, 
And  that  no  Wonlan  has,  nor  never  none 
Shall  Miftrefs  be  of  it,  fave  I  alone. 
And  fo  adieu,  good  Madam,  never  more. 
Will  I  my  Mafter*s  Tears  to  you  deplore. 

O//.  Yet  come  again ;  for  thou  perhaps  may *ft  move 
That  Heart,  which  now  abhors  to  like  his  Love. 

\Extnin 

SCENE    II.    OliviaV  Houfe. 

J^nter  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Fabian.  ' 

Sir  And^  No  faith,  I'll  not  ftay  a  jot  longer. 

Sir  T9.  Thy  Reafon,  dear  Venom,  give  thy  Reafon* 

Fab.  You  muft  needs  yield  your  Reafon,  Sir  .^indttiv. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  I  faw  your  Neice  do  more  FaVoun  to 
the  Duke's  Serving-man,  than  ever  ihe  beftow'd  upon  wu 
I  faw't  i'th'  Orchard. 

Svr  T09  Pid  fhe  fee  thee  the  while,  old  Boy,  tell  He 
th^t? 

Sir  A^d.  As  plain  as  I  fee  you  now. 

Fatp  This  w^s  a  great  Argument  of  Love  in  her  toward 

you. 

Sir  -^nd.  'Slight ;  will  you  make  an  Afs  o'me  ? 
J^ah. ,  I  prove  it  legitimate.  Sir,  upou  the  Oaths  of  Jiidj 
m^nt  and  Reafon* 
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Sir  To.  And  they  have  been  grand  Jury-]nen»  fince  before 
Noah  was  a  Sailor. 

Fab.  She  did  (hew  Favour  to  the  Youth  in  your  Sights 
only  to  exafperate  you,  to  awake  your  dormoufe  Valour,  to 

I  put  Fire  in  your  Heart,  and  BrilllKone  in  your  Liver,   You 

II  Ihould  then  have  accofted  her,  and  with  fome  excellent  Jeftsj 
fire*new  fronni  the  Mint,  you  ihould  have  bang'd  the  Youth 

i;  into  Dumbnefs.  This  was  lobk'd  for  at  ypur  Hand,  and 
this  was  baulkt.  The  double  gilt  of  this  Opportunity  you 
let  Time  waih  off*  and  you  are  now  faird  into  the  North 
of  my  Lady's  Opinion,  where  you  will  hang  like  an  Ifickle 
on  a  Dutchman^  Beard,  unlefs  you  do  redeem  it  by  fome 
Attempt,  either  of  Valour  or  Policy .^ 
,  .  Sir  And.  And't  be  any  way,  it  muft  be  with  Valour,  for 
Policy  I  hate:    I  had  as  lief  be  a  Brownift,'as  a  Politician. 

Sir  To.  Why  then  build  me  thy  Fortune's  upon  the  Bafis 
of  Valour.  Challenge  me  the  Duke*s  Youth  to  fight  with 
him,  hurt  him  in  eleven  Places,  my  Neice  {hall  take  Note 
of  it,  and  a/Ture  thy  felf,  there  is  no  Love-brcker  in  the 
World  can  more  prevail  in  Mens  Commendation  with  Wo- 
men, than  Report  of  Valour. 

Fab.  There  is  no  way  but  this.  Six  Andrew. 

Sir  An.  Will  either  of  you  bear  me  a  Challenge  to 
him? 

Sir  To.  Go,  write  it  in  a  martial  Hand,  be  curft  and 
brief:  it  is  no  matter  how  witty,  fo  it  be  eloquent,  and  full 
of  Invention;  taunt  him  with  the  Licenfe  of  Ink  ;  if  thou 
thou'ft  him  fome  thrice,  it  ihall  not  be  amifs;  and  as  many 
Lies  as  will  lye  in  thy  Sheet  of  Paper,  although  the  Sheet 
were  big  enough  for  the  Bed  of  Ware  in  England^  fet  'em 
down,  and  go  about  it.  Let  there  be  Gall  enough  in  thy 
Ink»  tho'  thou  write  it  with  a  Goofe-Pen,  no  matter:  A- 
bout  it. 

Sir  An.  Where  fhall  I  find  you  ? 

Sir  To.  We'll  call  thee  at  the  Cubiculox  Go. 

-  \Exit  Sir  Andrew. 

Fab.  This  is  a  dear  Manakin  to  you,  Sir  Tobj. 

Sir  To.  1  have  been  dear  to  him,  Lad>  ibme  two  thouland 
ftrong,  or  fo. 

Fab.  We  fiiall  have  a  rare  Letter  from  him  {  but  you'll 
pot  delive):*!. 


1^  tf 


Sir  75r.  Never  truft  me  then ;  and  by  all  means  ftir  ondie 
Youth  to  an  Anfwer.  I  think  Oxen  and  Wain-ropes  can- 
not hale  theiti  together.  For  Andrew,  if  he  were  open'd, 
and  you  find  fo  much  Blood  in  his  Liver  as  will  clog  die 
Foot  of  a  Flea,  TU  eat  tW'Veft  of  th'  Anatomy. 

Fab.  And  his  Oppofite  the  Youth  bears  in  his  Vifageno 
great  Prefage  of  Cruelty. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Look  where  the  youngeft  Wren  of  mine  comes. 

Mar.  If  you  defire  the  Spleen,  and  will  laugh  your 
felves  into  Stitches,  follow  me ;  yond  gull  MatvoUo  n  tura< 
cd  Heathen,  a  very  Renegado;  for  there  is  no  Chriftian  tk 
means  to  be  fav'd  by  believing  rightly,  can  ever  believe 
fuch  impoflible  Paflages  of  Grounefs.  He's  in  yellow  Stod- 
ings. 

Sir  To.  And  Crofs-garter'd  ? 

Mar.  Moft  villanoufly;  like  a  Pedant  that  keeps  a  School 
i'th'  Church:  I  have  dog'd  him  like  his  Murtherer,  He 
does  obey  every  Point  of  the  Letter  that  I  dropt  to  be- 
tray him;  he  does  fmile  his  Face  into  more  Lines  than  is  in 
the  new  Map,  with  the  Augmentation  of  the  iMdiesi^jm 
have  not  fecn  fuch  a  thing  as  'tis;  I  can  hardly  forbear  hur- 
ling things  at  him.  I  know  my  Lady  will  ftrike  him;  if  (he 
do,  he'll  Tmile,  and  tak't  for  a  great  Favour. 

Sir  To.  Come,  bring  us,  bring  us  where  he  is, 

^  *  [JExeuHf* 

SCENE  III.  The  Street. 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Anthonio. 

Sek  I  would  not  by  my  Will  have  troubled  you. 
But  fince  you  make  your  Pleafure  of  your  Pains, 
I  will  no  further  chide  you. 

Ant.  I  could  not  ftay  behind  you ;  ray  Defire, 
More  (harp  than  filed  Steel,  did  fpur  me  forth. 
And  not  all  Love  to  fee  you,  tho'  (b  much 
As  might  have  drawn  one  to  a  longer  Voyage, 
But  Jealoufie,  what  might  befall  your  Travel,  , 

Being  skillefs  in  thefe  Parts;  which  to  a  Stranger, 
Unguided  and  unfriended,  often  prove 

Rough 
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Rough  and  unhofpitablc.  My  willing  Love, 
The  rather  by  thefc  Arguments  of  Fear 
Set  forth  in  your  Purfuit. 

&^.  My  kind  Atthomo^ 
I  can  no  other  Anfwer  make,  but  Thanks :  ' 

But  were  my  Worth,  as  is  my  Confcience  firm. 
You  ftiould  find  better  Dealing:  What's  to  do? 
Shall  we  go  fee  the  Rclicks  of  this  Town  ? 

jint.  To  Morrow,  Sir,  bed  firft  go  fee  your  Lodging. 

Seb.  I  am  not  weary,  and  'tis  long  to  Night> 
I  pray  you  let  us  fatisfie  our  Eyes 
With  the  Memorials,  and  the  Things  of  Fame 
That  do  renown  this  City, 

^nt.  Would  you*ld  pardon  me : 
I  do  not  without  Danger  walk  thefe  Streets. 
Once  in  a  Sea-fight  'gainft  the  Duke  his  Gallies, 
I  did  fome  Service,  of  fuch  Note  indeed. 
That  were  I  ta*en  here,  it  would  fcarce  beanfwer'd* 

Seh.  Belike  you  flew  great  Number  of  his  People. 

Ant.  Th' Offence  is  not  of  fuch  a  bloody  Nature, 
Albeit  the  Quality  of  Time,  and  Quarrel, 
Might  well  have  given  us  bloody  Argument: 
It  might  have  fince  been  anfwer'd  in  repaying 
What  we  took  from  them,  which  for  TraflSck's  fake 
Moft  of  our  City  did.  Only  my  felf  flood  out. 
For  which  if  I  be  lapfed  in  this  place 
I  fliall  pay  dear. 

Sek  Do  not  then  walk  too  open. 

jint.  It  doth  not  fit  me :  Hold,  Sir,  here's  my  Purfe. 
In  the  South  Suburbs  at  the  Elephant 
Is  beft  to  lodge :  I  will  befpeak  our  Diet, 
Whiles  you  beguile  the  time,  and  feed  your  Knowlege 
With  viewing  of  the  Town,  there  fliall  you  have  mc. 

Sek  Why  I  your  Purfe? 

Ant.  Haply  your  Eye  fliall  light  uponfomeToy 
You  have  denre  to  purchafe;  and  your  Store 
I  think  is  not  for  idle  Markets,  Sir. 

S^b.  I'll  be  your  Purfe-bearcr,  and  leave  you 
For  an  Hour. 

Ant.  To  th*  Elephant. 

Scb.  I  do  remember.  ^^^tuta , 


SCENE  IV.  Olivia  X  Houfi, 

Enter  Olivia  snd  Maria. 

OIL  I  have  fent  after  him ;  he  fays  he'll  come* 
How  fhall  I  feaft  him?  What  beftow  of  him? 
For  Youth  is  bought  more  oft,  than  begg'd>  or  borrow'^ 
I  fpeUc  too  loud;  where's  Mdlvolio^  he  is  fad  and  civil. 
And  fuits  well  for  a  Servant  with  my  Fortunes. 
Where  is  MmIvUo  ? 

Mat.  He's  coming.  Madam: 
But  in  very  flrange  manner;  He  is  furepoifeft^  Madam« 

Oli.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  does  he  rave  ? 

Mar.  No,  Madam,  he  does  nothing  but  finile;  yourU 
dyihip  were  beft  to  have  fome  guard  about  you,  if  hecome, 
for  fure  the  Man  is  tainted  in's  Wits. 

Oli.  Go,  call  him  hither. 

Enter  Malvolio. 
I  am  as  mad  as  he. 
If  fad  and  merry  Madnefs  equal  be* 
How  now,  Mdlvoliol 

MdL  Sweet  Lady,  ha,  ha.  [Smile  fantafiiesUj* 

Oli.  Smil'ft  thou?  I  fent  for  thee  upon  a  fad  Occafion. 

Mai.  Sad  Lady,  I  could  be  fad ; 
This  does  make  fome  Obftrudion  in  the  Blood; 
This  crofs-gartcring,  but  what  of  that? 
If  it  pleafe  the  Eye  of  one,  it  is  with  me  as  the  very  true 
Sonnet  is:  Pleafe  oney  and  pleafe  all. ' 

Oli.  V/hy  ?  How  do'ft  thou  Man  ? 
What  is  the  matter  with  thee? 

Mai.  Not  black  in  my  Mind,  though  yellow  ia  my 
Legs  :  It  did  come  to  his  Hands,  and  Commands  (hall 
be  executed.     I  think  we  do  know  the  fweet  Koman  Hand. 

Oli.  Wilt  thou  go  to  Bed,  Malvliol 

Mai.  To  Bed?  ay,  fweet  Heart;  andFU  come  to  thee. 

Oli.  God  comfort  thee;  why  doft  thou  fmile  fb»  andkifs 
thy  Hand  fo  oft  ? 

Mar.  How  do  you,  Malvoliei  • 

Mai.  At  your  Requeft  / 
y^^h  Nightingales  anfwer  Daws. 


I 

What  you  "wilh  tCt 

Mar.  Why  appear  you  with  this  ridiculous  Boldnefi  be* 
fore  my  Lady? 

AfaL  Be  not  afraid  of  Greatnefi;  'twas  well  writ. 
on.  What  meaneft  thou  by  that*  Malv$li$  i 
Mai.  Some  are  born  great 
Oli.  Ha?         • 


MaL  Some  atchieve  Greatnefs  ■■     ■ 
on.  What  fay'ft  thou? 

MaL  And  fbme  have  Greatnefs  thruft  upon  them 
OH.  Heav'n  reftore  thee. 

^4/.{Kemember  who  commended  thy  yellow  Stockings--^ 
,    Oli.  Thy  yellow  Stockings? 

Mai.  Wifh'd  to  fee  thee  croft-garter'd— -* 

Oli.  Crofs-garter'd  ? 

Mat.  Go  to,  thou  art  made>  if  thou  defir^ft  to  be  fo-*    ■ 

Oli.  Am  I  made  ? 

Mai.  If  not,  let  me  fee  thee  a  Servant  ftiU. 

Oli*  Why  this  is  very  Midfununer  Madnefs. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  the!  young  Gentleman  of  the  Duke  Orfi^ 
n0s  is  returned,  I  could  hardly  entreat  him  back ;  he  attends 
your  Ladyfliip's  Pleafure. 

Oli.  I'll  come  to  him. 
Good  Mariaj  let  this  Fellow  be  looked  to.    Where's  my 
Coufin  Tolfjf  ?  let  fome  of  my  People  have  a  fpccial  Care  of 
him,  I  would  not  have  him  mifcarry  for  the  Half  of  my 
Dowry.  [£x#>. 

Mai.  Oh,  ho,  do  you  come  near  me  now  ?  No  worf^ 
Man  than  Sir  Toiy  to  look  to  me !  This  concurs  diredly 
with  the  Letter,  (he  fends  him  on  purpofe  that  I  may  ap- 
pear ftubborn  to  him;  for  flie  incites  me  to  that  in  the  Let- 
ter. Caft  thy  humble  Slough,  fays  ihe;  be  oppofite  with 
a  Kinfman,  furly  with  Servants,  let  thy  Tpngue  tang  with 
Arguments  of  State,  put  thy  felf  into  the  Trick  of  Singu- 
larity, and  confequently  fets  doWn  the  manner  how ;  as  a 
fad  Face,  a  reveretid  Carriage,  a  flow  Tongue,  in  the  Habit 
of  fome  Sir  of  Note,  and  fo  forth.  I  have  lim'd  her,  but 
it  is  J$ve*s  doing,  and  Jove  make  me  thankful ;  and  when 
(he  went  away  now,  let  this  Fellow  be  looked  to :  Fdl<^^  '^ 
Not  Malvelio.  nor  after  my  DcRxt^*  Wx't^^H^-  '*^^s^i 


every  thing  adheres  together,  that  no  Dram  of  a  Scruple, ml 
Scruple  of  a  Scruple;  no  Obftacle;  no  incredulous  or  uolait 

Circumftance What  can  be  faid  /  Nothing  that  can  be,  caa 

come  between  me,  and  the  full  Profpe<5l.  of  my  Hopes,! 
Well  Jove^  not  L  is  the  Doer  of  this,  and  he  is  tobe| 
thanked. 

Enter  Sir  Toby,  Fabian  dnd  Maria. 

SirTo.  Which  way  is  he,  in  the  Name  of  Sanctity?  If  all 
the  Devils  in  Hell  be  drawn  in  little,  and  Legion  himfetf 
pofleft  him,  yet  Til  fpeak  to  him. 

Fab.  Here  he  is,  here  he  is;  howis't  with  you>  Sir?  How 
is't  with  you,  Man? 

Aial.  Go  off,  I  difcard  you;  let  me  enjoy  my  privacy: 
Go  off. 

Adar.  Lo,  how  hollow  the  Fiend  fpeaks  within  him;  did 
not  I  tell  you?  Sir  Tobj,  my  Lady  prays  you  to  haveaCait 
of  him. 

AiaL  Ah  ha,  does  (he  fo? 

SirTo.  Go  to,  go  to;  peace,  peace;  we  mufl  deal  gently 
with  him;  let  him  alone.  How  do  you  do,  Afalz/olio ^Ho^ 
is't  with  you  ?  What  Man,  defie  the  Devil;  confider  he's  an 
£nemy  to  Mankind. 

Mai.  Do  you  know  what  you  fay  ? 

Mar.  La  you !  and  you  fpeak  ill  of  the  Devil,  how  he 
takes  it  at  Heart.     Pray  God  he  be  not  bewitch'd. 

Fab.  Carry  his  Water  to  th'  wife  Woman. 

Mar.  Marry  and  it  (hall  be  done  to  Morrotv  Morning  if 
I  live.  My  Lady  would  not  lofe  him  for  more  than  I'll 
fay. 

Mai.  How  now,  Miftrefs? 

Mar.  O  Lord.  ' 

Sir  To.  Prcthee  hold  thy  Peace,  that  is  not  the  way :  Do 
you  not  fee  you  move  him  ? 

Fab.  No  way  but  Gentlene(s,  gently,  gently;  theFiendis 
rough,  and  will  rot  be  roughly  us*d. 

SirTo.  Why  how  now,  myHavock  ?  How  doft  thou,Chuck? 

Mai.  Sir. 

SirTo.  Ay  Biddy,  come  with  me.  What  Man,  'tis  not  for 
Gravity  to  play  at  Cherry-pit  with  Satan.  Hang  him  foul 
Collier. 


Mar.  Get  him  to  fay  his  Pray  er$>  good  Sir  T§iy^  get  him 
f.  to  pray. 

:      MaL  My  Prayers,  Minx/ 

;       Mar.  No,  I  warrant  you,  he  will  not  hear  of  Godli- 
:;  Jie6. 

Msl.  Go,  hang  your  felves  all;  you  are  idle  (hallow 
Things,  I  am  not  of  your  Element,  you  ihall  know  more 
JB  hereafter.  [Exit^ 

l^    Sir  To.  Is'tpoffible? 

Fdb.  If  this  were  plaid  upon  a  Stage  now,  I  could  con« 
\  demn  it  as  an  unprofitable  Fidion. 

Sir  To.  His'veiy  Genius  hath  taken  the  Infedion  of  the 
1^   Device,  Man. 

Mar.  Nay,  purfue  him  now,  left  the  Device  take  Air, 
I    and  taint. 

Fdb.  Why  we  ihall  make  him  mad  indeed. 
Mar.  The  Houfe  will  be  the  quieter. 
Sir  To.  Come,  well  have  him  in  a  dark  Room  and  bound. 
MyNeece  is  already  in  the  Belief  that  he'$  mad  ;  we  may 
carry  it  thus  for  our  Pleafure  and  his  Penance,  'dll  our  very 
Paftime  tired  out  of  Breath,  prompt  us  to  have  Mercy  on 
him ;  at  which  Time  we  will  bring  the  Device  to  the  Bar, 
and  crown  thee  for  a  Finder  of  Madmen;  but  fee,  but 
fee. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 
Fak  More  Matter  for  a  May  Morning. 
Sirjind.  Here's  the  Challenge,  read  it:  I  warrant  there's 
Vinegar  and  Pepper  in't. 

Fab.  Is't  fo  fawcy  ? 
i    Sir  And.  Ay,  i&'c  ?  I  warrant  him :  Do  but  read. 

Sir  To.  Give  me.     *  {Sir  Toby  reads^ 

ToMth,  whatfoevtr  thou  artj  thon  art  bnt  afcurvj  Fellow. 
Fab.  Good  and  valiant. 

Sir  To.  TVonder  not^  nor  admire  in  thy  Mind  why  I  do  call , 
thee  fo,  for  I  will  fhew  thee  no  Reafon  for^t. 

Fab.  A  very  good  Note,  that  keeps  you  from  the  Blow  of 
the  Law. 

Sir  To.  Thou  com^fi  to  the  Lady  Olivia,  and  in  my  Sight  Jhe 
ufes  thee  ki»dlj;  bnt  thon  liefi  in  thy  Throaty  that  is  not  ihe 
matter  I  challenge  thee  for. 
Fab.  Very  brief,  and  exceeding  good  Seii&-k&. 


0i*Hee  t»  kili  tnt — '— 

F^y.  Good. 

S&T:  ThoH  kjlpft  me  Uki  a  Rogue  Md  4  VdUun. 

F»b.  StHl  you  keep  o'lh'  windy  Side  of  the  Lai 

SirTe.  Fare  thee  ivellj  and  God  have  mercy  Men  9 
he  may  have  mercy  Hppn  mine,  hmt  mj  Hope  it  iettef 
hek^te  thyfelf,  Thj  Friend  as  thou  ufefi  him,  Mid  t. 
Enemjy  Andrew  Ague-cheek. 

Sir  To,  If  this  Letter  move  him  not,  his  Legs  c 
I'll  give't  him. 

Atar,  You  may  have  very  fit  Occalionfor't:  Hei* 
IbmeCommerce  with  my  Lady,  and  will  by  and  h 

Sir  To.  Go,  Sir  Andrew,  fcout  me  for  him  at  the 
ef  the  Orchard  hke  a  Bum-Baily;  fo  fooa  as  ever  tl 
him,  draw;  and  as  thoudraw'ft,  fwear  horribly;  for 
to  pafs  oft,  that  a  terrible  Oach,'  with  a  fwaggering 
fharpty  twang 'd  ofF,  gives  Manhood  more  Approbati 
ever  Proof  it  felf  would  have  earn'd  him.  Away. 

Sirjind.  Nay,  let  me  alone  for  fwearing. 

SirTo.  Now  will  not  I  deliver  this  Letter;  for 
baviour  of  the  young  Gentleman  gives  him  out  u 
good'  Capacity  and  Breeding;  his  Imployment  betv 
Lord  and  my  Nccce,  confirms  no  lefs;  therefore,  tl 
ter  being  fo  excellently  ignoranr,  will  breed  no  Te 
the  Youth;  he  will  fiiid  that  it  comes  from  a  Clo 
But,  Sir,  I  will  deliver  his  Challenge  by  Word  of  I 
fet  upon  Ague-cheek,  a  notable  Report  of  Valou 
drive  the  Gentleman,  as  I  know  his  Youth  will  ap 
ceive  it,  into  a  mofl:  hideous  Opinion  of  his  R.age 
Fury,  and  Impetuofity.  This  wiU"  fo  fright  them 
that  they  will  kill  one  another  by  the  Look,  like  Cockal 

Enter  Olivia  and  Viola. 
Fak  Here  he  comes  with'  your  Neecc.  give  thei 
'till  he  take  leave,  aid  prefentty  after  him. 

SirTe.  I  will  meditate  the  while  upon  fome  borric 
Ikge  for  a  Challenge.  \_i 

Oli.  I  have  faid  too  much  unto  3  Heart  of  Stone, 
And  laid  mine  Honour  too  unchary  on't, 
^There's  fometbing  in  me  that  reproves  my  Fault ; 


Jf^0t  you  ^ill  %c$ 

2ut  fuch  a  head-ftroog  potent  Fault  it  is. 
That  it  but  mocks  Reproof, 

Vi0.  With  the  fame  haviour  that  your  Paffioo  bears^ 
Ooes  on  my  Mafter's  Grief. 

OU.  Here,  wear  this  Jewel  for  me»  'tis  my  Pidure ; 
Kefufe  it  not,  it  hath  no  Tongue  to  vex  you : 
And  I  befeech  you  come  again  to  Morrow* 
What  (hall  you  ask  of  me  that  I'll  deny. 
That,  Honour  fav*d,  may  upon  asking  give  ? 

Vio.  Nothing  but  this, your  true  Love  for  my  Mafter. 

OU.  How  with  mine  Honour  may  I  give  him  that» 
Which  I  have  given  to  you  I 

Vio.  I  will  acquit  you. 

OU*  Well,  come  again  to  Morrow ;  Fare  thee  welli 
A  Fiend  like  thee  might  bear  my  Soul  to  HeU*  \Exit. 
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Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Fabian. 

Sir  To.  Gentleman^  God  fave  thee. 

Flo.  And  yoU)  Sir. 

Sir  To.  That  Defence  thou  haft,  betake  thee  to't;  of  what 
Nature  the  Wrongs  are  thou  haft  done  him,  I  know  net;  but 
thy  Intercepter  full  of  Defpight,  bloody  as  the  Hunter,  at- 
tends thee  at  the  Orchard  End;  difmount  thy  Tuck,  be 
yare  in  thy  Preparation,  for  thy  Aflailant  is  quick,  skilful» 
and  deadly. 

Vlo.  You  miftake.  Sir,  I  am  fure  no  Man  hath  any  Quar- 
rel to  me ;  my  Remembrance  is  very  free  and  clear  from  any 
Image  of  Oflfence  done  to  any  Man.  '  ' 

Sir  To.  You'll  find  it  otherwife,  I  alTure  you ;  therefore^  if 
you  hold  your  Life  at  any  Price,  betake  you  to  your  Guards 
for  your  Oppofite  hath  in  him,  what  Youth,  Strength,  Skil?, 
and  Wrath  can  furnifh  a  Man  withal. 

F'io.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To.  He  is  Knight  dubb'd  with  unhatth'd  Rapier,  and 
on  Carpet  Confideration,  but  he  is  a  Devil  in  private 
Brawl;  Souls  and  Bodies  hath  he  divorc'd  three;  and  his 
[ncenfement  at  this  Moment  is  fo  implacable,  that  Satisfadi* 
3n  can  be  none  but  by  Pangs  of  Death  and  Sepulcher :  Hob^ 
nob,  is  his  Word ;  give't  or  tak't* 

Fio.  I  will  return  again  into  the.  Houfe^  and  defire  fbme 
Cordjuft  af  the  Lady*    I  am  no  figKut%  iVaN^^A.'Vi^^S. 
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fome  kind  of  Men,  that  put  Quarrels  purpofely  on  odJ 
to  caftc  their  Valour :  Belike  this  is  a  Man  of  that  Qui 

Sir  To.  Sir,  no:  His  Indignation  drives  it  felf  eut  i 
very  competent  Injury,  therefore  get  you  on,  and  giveU 
his  Defire.  Back  you  (hall  not  to  the  Houfe,  unleis  you 
take  that  with  me,  which  with  as  much  fafety  you  m 
anfwer  him;  therefore  on,  or  ftrip  your  Sword  fiark 
for  meddle  you  muft,  that's  certain,  or  forfwear  to 
Iron  about  you. 

Fio.  This  is  as  uncivil  as  ftrange*  I  befecch  you  do 
this  courteous  Office,  as  to  know  of  the  Knight  what 
Offence  to  him  is:  It  is  fomething  of  my  Negligence 
thing  of  my  Purpofe. 

Sir  79.  I  will  do  fo.  Signior  FabtMy  ftay  you  by  this 
tleman  'till  my  Return.  [ExhSirl^ 

Flo.  Pray  you,"  Sir,  do  you  know  of  this  matter  ? 

Fab.  I  know  the  Knight  is  incens'd  againft  you,  eveoi: 
a  mortal  Arbicrement,  but  nothing  of  the  Circuinftance  ntf 

Fio,  Ibefeech  you  what  manner  of  Man  is  he? 

Fab.  Nothing  of  that  wonderful  Promife  to  read  him 
his  Form,  as  you  are  like  to  find  him  in  the  Proof  of 
Valour.  He  is  indeed.  Sir,  the  moft  skilful,  bloody,  and 
tal  Oppofite  that  you  could  poiSbly  have  found  in  any 
of  Illjria :  Will  you  walk  towards  him  ?  I  will  make  ydl 
Peace  with  him  if  I  can. 

Fio.  I  fhall  be  much  bound  to  you  for't :   I  am  one 
had  rather  go  with  Sir  Prieft  than  Sir  Knight :   I  cart 
who  knows  fo  much  of  my  Mettle.  ££. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  Why  Man,  hc*s  a  very  Devil,  I  have  not  fol 
fuch  a  Virago:  I  had  a  Pafs  with  him.  Rapier,  Scabbardtfi 
all ;  and  he  gives  me  the  Stuck  in  with  fuch  a  mortal  }6>\ 
tion,  that  it  is  inevitable ;  and  on .  the  Anfwer,  he  pays  y* 
as  furely  as  your  Feet  hit  the  Ground  they  ftep  on*  Tliej| 
lay,  he  has  been  Fencer  to  the  Sophy. 

Sir  And.  Pox  on't,  I'll  not  meddle  with  Rim, 

Sir  To.  Ay,  but  he  will  not  now  be  pacified, 
Fabian  can  Icarce  hold  him. 

Sir  And.  Plague  on'r,  and  I  thought  he  had  been  vali* 
ant,  and  fo  cunning  in  Fence,  I'd  have  feeh  him  damn'd  c'tf 


what  you  luilL  %4y 

^d  have  challenged  him.    Let  him  let  the  matter  flip,  and 

■^•'11  give  him  my  Morfe,  grey  Capilet. 

■•   SirTa.  rU  make  the  Motion;  ftand  here,  make  a  good 

4thew  on't,  this  fhall  end  without  the  Perdition  of  Souls; 

aitaarry  I'll  ride  your  Horfe  as  well  as  I  ride  you. 

b  Enier  Fabian  and  Viola. 

i'i  have  his  Horfe  to  take  up  the  Quarrel,  I  have  perfuadcd 

i^im  the  Youth's  a  Devil.  [72^  Fabian. 

Fak  He  is  as  horribly  conceited  of  him ;  and  pants  and 
oob  pale,  as  if  a  Bear  were  at  his  Heels. 
:  Sir  To.  There's  no  Remedy,  Sir,  he  will  fight  with  you 
rbr's  Oath  fake :  Marry  he  hath  better  bethought  him  of  his 
Zi^uarrel,  and  he  finds  that  now  fcarce  to  be  worthtalkingof ; 
Therefore  draw  for  the  Supportance  of  his  Vow,  he  protefts 
be  will  not  hurt  you. 

Fio.  Pray  God  defend  me ;  a  little  thing  would  make  me 
rell  them  how  much  I  lack  of  a  Man. 

ivi^.  Give  Ground  if  you  fee  him  furious. 

Sir  To.  Come,  Sir  jindrew^  there's  no  Remedy ;  the  Gen- 
tleman will  for  his  Honour's  fake  have  one  bout  with  you ; 
)be  cannot  by  the  Duello  avoid  it;  but  he  has  promised  me^ 
las  he  is  a  Gentleman  and  a  Soldier^  he  will  not  hurt  you. 
Come  on,  to't.  [^*9  draw. 

,     Sir  And.  Pray  God  he  keep  his  Oath. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Vio.  I  do  aflfure  you  'tis  againft  my  Will. 

Ant.  Put  up  your  Sword;  if  this  young  Gentleman 
Have  done  oiFcnce,  I  take  the  Fault  on  me ; 
If  you  oflFend  him,  I  for  him  defie  you.  \pra:wing, 

Sir  To.  You,  Sir  ?  Why,  what  are  you  ? 

Ant.  One,  Sir,  that  for  his  Love  dares  yet  do  more 
Than  you  have  heard  him  brag  to  you  he  will. 

SirTo.  Nay,  if  you  be  anUndertaker,  I  am  for  yoM.[praws. 

Enter  Officers. 

Fab.  O  good  Sir7i^7,  hold;  here  come  the  OflScers. 

SirTo.  I'll  be  with  you  anon. 

Vio.  Pray,  Sir,  put  your  Sword  up  if  you  pleafe. 

[n^y/r  Andrew. 
Sir  And.  Marry  will  I,  Sir;  and  for  that  I  promised  you 
[•11  be  as  good  as  my  Word.  He  will  bear  you  eafily,  and 
reins  well. 

Dd  %  ^Off. 
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1  Off.  This  is  the  Man,  do  thy  Office. 

2  Off.  jinthonioy  I  arreft  thee  at  the  ^uic  of  Duke  Orfk 
Ant.  You  miftake  me.  Sin 

1  Of.  No,  Sir,  no  Jot;  I  know  yourFivour  well; 
Tho'  now  you  have  no  Sea-cap  on  your  Head.  . 
,Take  hiiii  away,  he  knows  I  know  him  well.                     i 

Ant.  I  muft  obey.  This  comes  with  feekiiig  youj        ' 
But  there's  no  Remedy.  I  (hall  anfwer  it. 
What  will  you  do?  Now  my  Neceffity 
Makes  me  to  ask  you  for  my  Purfe.  It  grieves  me 
Much  more;  for  what  I  cannot  do  for  you. 
Than  what  befals  my  fclf:  You  ftand  ^maz'd. 
But  be  of  Comfort. 

2  Of  Come,  Sir,  away. 
Ant.  I  muft  intreat  of  you  fome  of  thatMony. 
Vio.  What  Mony,  Sir? 

For  the  fair  Kindnefs  you  have  ftiew*d  me  here. 
And  part  being  prompted  by  your  prefent  Troubkt 
Out  of  my  lean  and  low  Ability 
I'll  lend  you  fomething ;  my  having  is  not  muchs 
ril  make  Divifion  of  my  Prefent  with  you: 
Hold,  there's  half  my  Coffer. 

Ant.  Will  you  deny  me  now  ? 
Is't  poffible,  that  my  Deferts  to  you 
Can  lack  Perfuafion  ?  Do  not  tempt  my  Mifery, 
Left  that  it  make  me  fo  unfound  a  Man, 
As  to  upbraid  you  with  thofe  Kindneffcs 
That  I  have  done  for  you. 

Vto.  I  know  of  none. 
Nor  know  I  you  by  Voice,  or  any  Feature. 
I  hate  Ingratitude  more  in  a  Man, 
Than  Lying,  Vainnefs,  Babling  Drunkennefs, 
Or  any  Taint  of  Vice,  whofe  ftrong  Corruption 
Inhabits  our  frail  Blood. 

Ant.  Oh  Heavens  themfelves  I 

2  Of.  Come,  Sir,  I  pray  you  go. 

Ant.  Let  me  fpeak  a  little.    This  Youth  that  you  fee  here, 
I  fnatcht  one  Half  out  of  the  Jaws  of  Death, 
^^eliev'd  him  with  fuch  Sanftiry  of  Love, 
And  to  his  Ima^ee,  which  methought  did  promife 
Moft  venerable  Worth,  did  I  Devotion. 


1  Offl  What's  that  to  us,  the  Time  goes  by ;  away. 
^      Anu  But  <Ji,  how  vild  ^n  Idol  proves  this  God  I     \ 

Thou  haft,  Sebaflidny  done  ^ood  Feature  ftiame, 
■»  In  Nature  there's  no  Blemifti  but  the  Mind: 
None  can  be  calPd  Deform'd  but  the  Unkind*-^ 
Virtue  is  Beauty^  but  the  beauteous  Evil 
»  Are  empty  Trunks,  o*cr-flourifti*d  by  the  Devil. 

I  Off.  The  Man  grows  mad,  away  with  him  : 
Come,  come.  Sir. 

jlnt.  Lead  me  on.  .  {Exit. 

Vio.  Methinks  his  Words  do  from  fuch  Paffion  fly» 
That  he  believes'himfelf,  ib  do  not  I :  • 
Prove  true  Imagination,  oh  proye  true, 
That  I,  dear  Brother,  be  now  ta'en  for  you. 

Sir  To.  Come  hither.  Knight,  come  hither,  Fabian ;  we'll 
whifper  o*er  a  Couplet  or  two  of  moft  fage  Saws. 

Vio.  He  nam*d  Sebafiian;  I  my  Brother  know 
Yet  living  in  my  Glafs;  even  fuch,  and  fb 
In  favour  was  my  Brother,  and  he  went 
Still  in  this  Faftiion,  Colour,  Ornament, 
For  him  I  imitate :  Oh  if  it  prove, 
Tempefts  are  kind,  and  fait  Waves  frefti  in  Love.       [Exit. 

Sir  To.  A  very  diftioneft  paltry  Boy,  and  more  a  Coward 
than  a  Hare;  his  Difhonefty  appears  in  leaving  his  Friend 
here  in  Neceffity,  and  denying  him ;  and  for  his  Coward* 
ihip  ask  Fabian. 

Fab.  A  Coward,  a  moft  devout  Coward,  religious  in 
it. 

Sir  And.  *Slid  I'll  after  him  again,  and  beat  him. 

SirTo.  Do,  cu£Fhim  foundly,  but  never  thy  Sword. 

Sir  And  And  I  do  not. 

Fab.  Come,  let's  fee  the  Event. 

Sir  To.  I  dare  lay  any  Mony  'twill  be  nothing  yet. 

{Exeunt. 


Dd  3 


ACT 


« «'••  V    '« 


] 


870  Twelfth-Night 


th-Night'^  or,  1 

A  C  T   IV-     S  C  E  N  E    L       [ 

S  C  E  N  E  />&^  Street. 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Ckwn. 

Clo.WJlLL  you  make  me  believe  that  I  am  not  feat  fori 
W    you? 

Seb*  Go  to,  go  to,  thou  art  a  foolifli  Fellow, 
Let  me  be  clear  of  thee. 

Clo,  Well  held  out  i*faith:  No,  I  do  not  Iax>w  you,  oot 
I  am  not  fent  to  you  by  my  Lady,  to  bid  you  come  fpcal 
with  her ;  nor  your  Name  is  not  Matter  Cefkri^^  nor  tliis 
is  not  my  Nofe  neither;  nothing  that  is  fo,  is  Co. 

Seb.  I  prethee  vent  thy  Folly  fomewhere  tlk^  thou  know'l 
not  me. 

Clo.  Vent  my  Folly !  He  has  heard  that  Word  of  fome 
great  Man,  and  now  applies  it  to  a  Fool.  Vent  my  Folly.'  I 
am  afraid  this  great  Lubber  the  World  will  prove  a  Cod- 
ney :  I  prethee  now  ungird  thy  Strangenefs,  and  tell  mc  what 
I  (hall  vent  to  my  Lady;  fhall  I  vent  to  her  that  thou  ait 
coming? 

Seb.  I  prethee  foolifli  Greek  depart  from  me,  there's  Mooy 
for  thee.  If  you  tarry  longer  I  (hall  give  -worfe  Pav- 
ment. 

Clo.  By  my  Troth  thou  haft  an  open  Hand;  the/e  wife 
Men  that  give  Fools  Mofiy,  get  themfelves  a  good  Report 
after  fourteen  Years  Purclufe. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew,  Sir  Toby,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  And.  Now,  Sir,  have  I  met  you  again  ?  There's  for 
you.  [Striking  Sebaftian. 

Seb.  Why  there's  for  thee,  and  there,  and  there :  Are  all 
the  People  mad?  [Beating  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  Te.  Hold,  Sir,  or  111  throw  your  Dagger  o'er  the 
Houfe. 

Qo.  This  will  I  tell  my  Lady  ftraighc:  I  would  not  be 
in  fome  of  your  Coats  for  two  peace.  [Exit  Clown. 

.'  Sir  Tq.  Come  on,  Sir*  hold*  {HoUUng  Sebaftian. 

SiTJtd. 
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Sir  jind.  Nay,  let  him  alone,  I'll  go  another  way  to  work 
with  him ;  I'll  have  an  Adion  of  Battery  againft  him,  if 
there  be  any  Law  in  Illjria ;  tho'  I  firuck  him  firft. 
Yet  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

Scb.  Let  go  thy  Hand. 

Sir  To.  Come>  Sir,  I  will  not  let  you  go«  Come  my 
young  Soldier,  put  up  your  Iron;  you  are  well  flefti'd: 
Come  on. 

SeL  I  will  bp  free  from  thee.  What  would'ft  thou  now  ? 
If  thou  dar'ft  tempt  me  further,  draw  thy  Sword. 

Sir  To.  What,  what?  Nay  then  I  muft  have  an  Ounce  or 
two  of  this  malapert  Blood  from  you.  [They  draw  and  fight. 

Enter  Olivia. 

Oli.  Hold,  Tohy^  on  thy  Life  I  charge  thee  hold. 

Sir  To.  Madam. 

Oli.  Will  \i  be  ever  thus?  Ungracious  Wretch, 
Fit  for  the  ftlj^ountains  and  the  barbarous  Caves, 
Where  Mannei'^  ne'er  were  preach'd :  Out  of  my  Sight. 
Be  not  offended,  dear  Cejario. 
Rudesby  be  gone.     I  prethee,  gentle  Friend, 

[Exeunt  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Aildrew. 
Let  thy  fair  Wifdom,  not  thy  Paffion  fway 
In  this  uncivil  and  unjuft  Extent 
Againft  thy  Peace.  Go  with  me  to  my  Houfe» 
And  hear  thou  there,  how  many  fruitlefs  Pranks 
This  Ruffian  hath  botched  up,  that  thou  thereby 
May'ft  fmile  at  this:  Thou  (halt  not  chufe  but  go: 
Do  not  deny,  bc;(hrew  his  Soul  for  me, 
He  ftarted  one  poor  Heart  of  mine  in  thee. 

Sek  What  Reliih  is  in  this?  How  runs  the  Stream? 
Or  I  am  mad,  or  elfe  this  is  a  Dream. 
Let  Fancy  ftill  my  Senfe  in  Lethe  fteep. 
If  it  be  thus  to  dream,  ftill  let  me  fleep. 

Oli.  Nay  come  I  prethee^  would  thoud'ft  be  rul'd  by  me. 

Seb,  Madam,  I  will. 

Oli.  O  fay  (o^  and  fo  be.  lExennt. 

SCENE    II.    OliviaV  Houfe. 

Enter  Maria  and  Clown. 

Mar.  Nay,  I  prethee  put  on  this  Gown  and  this  Beard 

make  him  believe  thou  art  Sic  Top^s  tlit  C\it^xv>  ^^  v;.Q{iv^^ 

VXLc^^ixTibj  the  whilft.  I>  d  ^  ^ 
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Clo.  Well,  ril  put  it  on,  aod  I  wUi  difTemblc  my  felf  int; 
and  I  would  I  were  the  firft  that  ever  diflembled  in  fuchi 
Gown.  I  am  not  tall  enough  to  become  the  Fun^ion  wd, 
nor  lean  enough  to  be  thought  a  good  Scudeot;  but  toix 
faid  an  honeft  Man,  and  a  good  Houfekeeper»  goes  as  fairly 
as  to  fay,  a  careful  Man  and  a  great  Scholar.  The  Conp^ 
titors  enter. 

Enter  Sir  Toby. 

Sir\To.  J$ve  blefs thee,  Mr.  Parfon. 

Clo.  Bon9S  diesy  Sir  Toby  \  for  as  the  old  Hermit  of  Pragm^ 
that  never  faw  Pen  and  Ink,  very  wittily  faid  to  a  Ncccc  of 
King  Gorboddckj  that  tbatis*  is;  fo  I  being  Mr.  Parfon,  an 
Mr.  Parfon;  for  what  is  ihit,  but  that  ?  and  is,  but  is  f 

SirTo.  To  him,  Sir  Topas. 

Clo.  What  hoa,  I  fay,  Peace  in  this  Prifon. 

SirTo.  The  Knave  counterfeits  well;  a  good  Knave. 

[Malvolio  awiffi. 

Mai.  Who  calls  there }  \ 

do.  Six  Topas  the  Curate,  who  comes  tovifit  AlMlvolioAt 
Lunatick. 

MaL  Sir  Topasj  Sir  Topasj  good  Sir  Topas  go  to  ray  Lady. 

Clo.  Out  hyperbolical  Fiend,  how  vexed  thou  this  Mao! 
Talkeft  thou  nothing  but  of  Ladies? 

-Sir  To.  Well  faid,  Mr.  Parfon. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  never  was  Man  thus  wrong'd,  good  Sir 
l^opas  do  not  think  I  anfi  mad ;  they  have  laid  ixie  here  ifl 
hideous  Darknefs. 

Clo.  Fie,  thou  di^oneft  Sathan ;  I  call  the^  By  the  mod 
mod  eft  Terms,  for  I  am  one  of  thofe  gentle  ones  that  will 
ufe  the  Devil  himfelf  with  Curtefie:  Say'ft  thou  that  Houfe 
is  dark  ? 

Mai.  As  Hell,  Sir  Topas. 

Clo.  Why  it  hath  bay  Windows  tranfparent  as  Barica- 
does,  and  the  clear  Stones  towards  the  South  North,  are  as 
luftrous  as  Ebony;  and  yet  complained  thou  of  Obflrudion ! 

Mai.  I  am  not  mad,  Sir  Topas^  I  fay  to  you  this  Houfe 
is  dark. 

Clo.  Mad-man,  thou  erreft;  t  fay  there  is  no  Darknefs 
but  Ignorance,  in  which  thou  art  more  puzzel'd  than  the 
Egyptians  in  their  Fogg« 
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MaL  I  fay  this  Houfe  is  as  dark  as  Ignorance,  though 
Ignorance  were  as  dark  as  Hell;  and  I  (ay  there  was  never 
Man  thus  abus'd,  I  am  no  more  mad  than  you  are,  make 
the  trial  of  it  in  any  conftant  Qiieftion. 

Qo.  What  is  the  Opinion  of  Pythagoras^  concerning 
Wild-foul  ? 

Mal^^  That  the  Soul  of  our  Grandam  might  happily  in- 
habit a  Bird. 

Go.  What  think*ft  thou  of  his  Opinion  ? 

MaL  I  think  nobly  of  the  Soul,  and  no  way  approve  his 
Opinion. 

Clo.  Fare  thee  well :  Remain  thou  fiill  in  Darknefii,  thou 
(halt  hold  th'Opinionof  PythagorAs^  e'er  I  will  allow  :0f  thy 
Wits,  and  fear  to  kill  a  Woodcock,  left  thou  difpofTefs  the 
Houfe  of  thy  Grandam.     Fare  thee  wdl. 

AidL  Sir  Topasy  Sir  T$pas. 

Sir  To.  My  moft  cxquifite  Sir  Topas. 

Clo.  Nay,  I  am  for  all  Waters. 

Mar.  Thou  might'ft  have  done  this  without  thy  Beard 
and  Gown,  he  fees  thee  not. 

Sir  To.  Td  him  in  thine  own  Voice,  and  bring  me  word 
how  thou  find'ft  him :  I  would  we  were  all  rid  of  this  Knave- 
ry. If  he  may  be  conveniently  delivered,  I  would  he  were, 
for  I  am  now  fo  far  in  offence  with  my  Neice,  that  I  can- 
not  purfue  with  any  Safety  this  Sport  to  the  upihot.  Come 
by  and  by  to  my  Chamber.  \JExiK 

Clo.  Hej  Robin,  joUj  Robin,  tell  me  how  thy  Lady  does. 

[Singing. 

Mai.  Fool. 

Clo.  Mj  Lady  is  unkind,  perdie. 

Malf  Fool. 

Clo.  Alasy  why  is  Jho  fo  i 

Mai.  Fool,  I  fay. 

Clo.  She  loves  another  Who  calls,  ha  ? 

Mai.  Good  Fool,  as  ever  thou  wilt  deferve  well  at  my 
hand>  help  me  to  a  Candle^  and  Pen,  Ink,  and  Paper  ;  as  I 
am  a  (gentleman,  I  will  live  to  be  thankful  to  thee  for't. 

Go^  Mr.  Malvolio! 

Mai.  Ay,  good  Fool. 

Clof  iyias.  Sir,  how  fell  you  befides  your  five  Wits? 

Mai.  Fool,  there  was  never  M^ti(o  tioxotvcwSi^  ^^^T^ 
/  Mus  well  ia  my  Wits,  Fool,  aA  tVou  «x* 
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do.  But  as  well!  then  you  are  mad  indeed^  if  ypu  be  do 
better  in  your  Wits  than  a  Fool. 

M^l*  They  have  here  propertied  me ;  keep  me  in  daik- 
fiefsy  fend  Miniflers  to  me,  AfTes,  and  do  all  they  can  to 
face  me  out  of  my  Wits. 

Clo.  Advife  you  what  you  fay :  The  Minifter  is  here. 
JUalvolioj  Malvolh,  thy  Wits  the  Heav'ns  reftore  :  Endea- 
vour thy  felf  to  deep,  and  leave  thy  vain  bibble  babble. 

MaU  Sir  Topds. 

Oom  Maintain  no  Words  with  him,  good  Fellow. 
Who  I,  Sir,  not  I,  Sir.    God  buy  you,  good  Sir  Topas  : 
Marry  Amen.  I  wilL  Sir»  I  wilU  Sir. 

MmL  Fool,  Fool,  Fool,  I  fay. 

Clo.  Alas,  Sir,  be  patient.  What  fay  you^  Sir,  I  am  (hcot 
for  fpeaking  to  you. 

AiaL  Good  Fool*  help  me  to  fome  Light,  and  fome 
Paper;  I  tell  thee  I  am  as  well  in  my  Wits,  as  any  Man  in 
Jlljria. 

Clo.  WcU-a-day  that  you  were.  Sir. 

Mai.  By  this  Hand  I  am :  Good  Fool,  fome  Ink,  Paper 
and  Light ;  and  convey  what  I  will  fet  down  to  my  Lady : 
It  (hall  advantage  thee  more,  than  ever  the  bearing  of  Let- 
ter did. 

Clo.  I  will  help  you  to't.  But  tell  me  true,  are  you  not 
mad  indeed,  or  do  you  but  counterfeit  ? 

Mai.  Believe  me,  I  am  not,  I  tell  thee  true. 

Clo.  Nay,  I'll  ne'er  believe  a  Mad-man  'till  I  fee  his  Brains. 
I  will  fetch  you  Light,  and  Paper,  and  Ink, 

AiaL  Fool,  I'll  requite  it  in  the  higheft  degree ; 
I  prethee  be  gone. 

Go.  I  amgoncy  Sir^  and  anon.  Sir,  C^^Mg* 

ril  be  ivith  joh  again 
In  a  trice,  lik(  to  the  old  Vice, 

Tour  Need  to  fuftain. 
Who  with  Dagger  of  Lathy  in  his  Rage  and  his  Wrmh^ 

Cries  ah,  ahy  to  the  Devil: 
Lik^  a  mad  Lad,  pair  thy  Nails,  Dad^ 

Adieuy  good  Man  Devil.  \jExit» 


SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 


Enter  Sebaftian. 

Set.  This  is  the  Air,  that  is  the  glorious  Suii» 
This  Pearl  ihe  gave  mc,  I  do  feel't  and  fee't. 
And  though  'tis  wonder  that  enwraps  me  thus» 
Yet  'tis  not  madnefs.     Where's  jinthonio  then  ? 
I  could  not  find  hiai  at  the  Elephant^ 
Yet  there  he  was,  and  there  I  found  this  Credita 
That  he  did  range  the  Town  to  feek  me  our. 
His  Counfel  now  might  do  me  golden  Service, 
For  tho'  my  Soul  difputes  well  with  icy  Senfe, 
That  this  may  be  fome  Error,  but  no  Madnefs, 
Yet  doth  this  Accident  and  Flood  of  Fortune, 
So  far  exceed  all  Inftance,  all  Difcourfe, 
That  1  am  ready  to  diftruft  mine  Eyes, 
And  wrangle  with  my  Reafon  that' perfuades  me 
To  any  other  Truft,  but  that  I  am  mad* 
Or  elfe  the  Lady's  mad ;  yet  if  'twere  fo. 
She  could  not  fway  her  Houfe,  command  her  Followers, 
Take,  and  give  back  Affairs,  and  their  difpatch. 
With  fuch  afmooth,  difcreet,  and  ftable-bearing 
As  I  perceive  Ihe  does :  There's  fomething  in't 
That  is  deceivable.     But  here  the  Lady  comes. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Prie% 

Oli.  Blame  not  this  hafte  of  mine :  If  you  mean  well. 
Now  go  with  me,  and  with  this  holy  Man 
Into  the  Chantry  by ;  there  before  him, 
And  underneath  that  confecrated  Roof, 
Plight  me  the  full  affurance  of  your  Faith, 
That  nby  moft  jealous  and  too  doubtful  Soul 
May  live  at  Peace.     He  ihall  conteal  it. 
Whiles  you  are  willing  it  ihall  come  ro  note, . 
What  time  we  will  our  Celebration  keep 
According  to  my  Birth.    What  do  you  fay  ? 

Seb.  1*11  follow  this  good  Man,  and  go  with  you, 
^nd  having  fworn  Truth,  ever  will  be  true. 

OU.  Then  lead  the  way,  good  Father,  andHeav*n  fofliine, 
.That  they  may  fairly  note « this  Ad  of  mine.  \Exeunt^ 
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ACTV.    SCENE  I. 

Enter  Clown  and  Fabian. 

Ei/'.'^T  O  W,  as  thou  lov'ft  mc,  let  me  fee  this  Letter. 
X^     Clo.  Good  Mr.  Fabian,  grant  me  another  RequeH 

Falf.  Any  thing. 

Clo.  Do  not  defire  to  fee  this  Letter. 

Fab.  This  is  to  give  a  Dog,  and  in  recompence  defire 
my  Dog  again. 

Enter  Dnke^  Viola»  Curio,  and  Lords. 

Duke.  Belong  you  to  the  Lady  Olivia^  Friends? 

Clo.  Ay,  Sir,  we  are  fomc  of  her  Trappings. 

Duke.  I  know  thee  well ;  how  doft  thou^  my  good 
Fellow  ? 

Clo.  Truly,  Sir,  the  better  for  my  Foes,  and  the  woric 
for  my  Friends. 

Duke*  Juft  the  contrary ;  the  better  for  thy  Friends. 

Clo.  No,  Sir,  the  worfe. 

Duke.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Clo.  Marry,  Sir,  they  praife  mc,  and  make  an  Afs  of  me; 
now  my  Foes  tell  me  plainly,  I  am  an  Afs :  So  that  by  my 
Foes,  Sir,  I  profit  in  the  Knowledge  of  my  felf^  and  by  my 
Friends  lam  abufed:  So  that  ConduHons  to  be  as  Kifles,  it 
your  four  Negatives  make  your  two  Affirmatives>  why  then 
the  worfe  for  my  Friends,  and  the  better  for  my  Foes* 

Duke.  Why  this  is  Excellent. 

Clo,  By  my  troth.  Sir,  no;  tho'  it  pleafe  you  to  be  one 
of  my  Friends. 

Duke.  Thou  flialt  not  be  the  worfe  for  me,  there's  Gold. 

Clo.  But  that  it  would  be  double-dealing.  Sir,  I  would 
could  make  it  another. 

Duks-  O  you  give  mc  ill  Counfel. 

Clo.  Put  your  Grace  in  your  Pocket,  Sir,  for  this  onc^ 
and  let  your  Flefh  and  Blood  obey  it. 

Duke.  Well,  I  will  be  fo  much  a  Sioner  to  be  a  double- 
dealer  :  There's  another. 

Clo.  Prlmo,  Secundo,  Tertio^  is  a  good  Play,  and  the  old 
faying  is,  the  third  pays  for  all :  The  triplex.  Sir,  is  a  good 

tripping 
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tripping  Meafure,  or  die  Bells  of  St.  Benntt^  Sir^  may  put 
yQU  in  mind,  one,  two>  three* 

Dnks*  You  can  fool  no  more  Mony  out  of  me  at  this 
throw  :  If  you  will  let  your  Lady  know  I  am  here  to  fpeak 
with  her,  and  bring  her  along  with  you»  it  may  awake  my. 
Bounty  further. 

CU.  Marry,  Sir,  lullaby  to  your  Bounty  'till  I  come  a- 
gain.  I  go.  Sir,  but  I  would  not  have  you  to  think,  that 
my  defire  of  having  is  the  fin  of  Covetoufnefs;  but*  as  you 
fay.  Sir,  let  your  Bounty  take  a  Nap*  I  will  awake  it  anon;* 

[Exit  Clwn. 
Enter  Antonio  and  Officers. 
yip.  Here  comes  the  Man,  Sir,  that  did  refcue  me. 
Dnki*  That  Face  of  his  I  do  remember  well ; 
Yet  when  I  faw  it  laft,  it  was  befmeaf  d 
As  black  as  Vulcan*  in  the  fmoak  of  Wart 
A  bawbling  Veffel  was  he  Captain  of. 
For  ihallow  Draught  and  Bulk  unprizable. 
With  which  fuch  fcathful  Grapple  did  he  make. 
With  the  moft  noble  Bottom  of  our  Fleet, 
T^t  very  Envy,  and  the  Tongue  of  Lofs 
Cry'd  Fame  and  Honour  on  him«    What's  the  matter? 

I  Offic.  Orfinoy  this  is  that  Antonio 
That  took  the  Phanix  and  her  Fraught  from  Candj^ 
And  this  is  he  that  did  the  Tygcr  board. 
When  your  young  Nephew  Titus  loft  his  Leg:  J 

Here  in  the  Streets,  defperate  of  Shame  and  State, 
In  private  Brabble  did  we  apprehend  him. 

Fio.  He  did  me  kindnefs,  Sir ;  drew  on  my  fide. 
But  in  conclufion  put  ftrange  Speech  upon  me, 
I  know  not  what  'twas,  but  Diftradion. 

Dnke.  Notable  Pirate,  thou  fait  Water  Thief, 
What  fooliih  Boldnefs  brought  thee  to  their  Mercies, 
Whom  thou  in  Terms  fo  bloody,  and  fo  dear   . 
Haft  made  thine  Enemies? 

Ant^  Orfino:  Noble,  Sir, 
Be  pleas'd,  that  I  fliake  off  thefe  Names  you  give  me  : 
Antonio  never  yet  was  Thief,  or  Pirate ; 
Though  I  confefs,  on  bafe  and  groud  enough, 
Orjino's  £nemy«    A  Witchcraft  drew  me  hitherj 
That  moft  ungrateful  Boy,  there  by  yout  Svi^^ 
From  the  rude  Seas  enrag*d  and  (oitivj  ^c^u>^ 


Did  I  redeem;  a  wrack  pad  Hope  he  was: 

His  Life  I  gave  him,  and  did  thereto  add 

My  Love  without  Reteotion,  or  Reftraint;  | 

All  this  in  Dedication,    For  his  Sake, 

Did  I  expofe  my  felf  (pure  for  his  Love) 

Into  the  Danger  of  this  adverfe  Town, 

Drew  to  defend  him,  when  he  was  befet; 

Where  being  apprehended,  his  falfe  Cunning 

(Not  meaning  to  partake  with  me  in  Danger) 

Taught  him  to  face  me  out  of  his  AcquaincancCy 

And  grew  a  twenty  Years  removed  thing. 

While  one  would  wink;  deny*d  me  mine  own  Purfe,^ 

Which  I  had  recommended  to  his  ufe» 

Not  half  an  Hour  before. 

Vio.  How  can  this  be? 

Dnke.  When  came  he  to  this  Town? 

Ant.  To  Day,  my  Lord ;  and  for  three  Months  before^ 
No  Interim^  not  a  minute's  Vacancy, 
Both  Day  and  Night  did  we  keep  Company. 

Enter  Olivia  and  AttendantSm 

Duke.  Here  comes  the  Countefs;  now  Heav'n  walks  oo 
Earth  ; 

But  for  thee.  Fellow;  Fellow,  thy  Words  are  Madnefs, 
Three  Months  this  Youth  hath  tended  upon  me ; 
But  more  of  that  anon.     Take  him  afide* 

OIL  What  would  my  Lord,  but  that  he  may  not  havei 
Wherein  Olivia  may  feem  ferviceable? 
Ce/arioy  you  do  not  keep  Promife  with  roe. 

Fie.  Madam. 

Dttke.  Gracious  Olivia. 

Oli.  What  do  you  fay,  Ce/arioi  Good  my  Lord 

Fio.  My  Lord  would  fpeak,  my  Duty  huihes  me. 

Oli.  If  it  be  ou^ht  to  the  old  Tune  my  Lord, 
It  is  as  fat  and  fulfome  to  mine  Ear, 
As  howling  after  Mufick. 

Duke.  Still  fo  cruel? 

Oli.  Still  fo  conftanr,  my  Lord. 

Duke.  What  to  perverfenefs  ?  you  uncivil  Lady, 
To  whofe  ingrate,  and  unaufpicious  Altars, 
My  Soul  the  faithfull*ft  Offerings  have  breath'd  out 
That  e'er  Devotion  tendered.    What  fliall  I  doi 


Oli.  Even  what  it  pleafe  my  Lord,  that  (hall  become  him^ 

Duke.  Why  ihould  I  not»  had  I  the  Heart  to  do  itt 
Like  to  ^the  Egyptian  Thief,  at  point  of  Death 
Kill  what  I  love  i  a  favage  Jealoufie, 
That  fometime  favours  nobly ;  but  hear  me  this : 
Since  you  to  Non-R.egardance  .caft  my  Faith, 
And  that  I  partly  know  the  Inftrument 
That  fcrews  me  from  py  true  Place  in  your  Favour: 
Live  you  the  Marble-breafted  Tyrant  flill. 
But  this  your  Minion,  whom  I  know  you  love. 
And  whom,  by  Heav'n,  I  fwear,  I  tender  dearly* 
Him  will  I  tear  out  of  that  cruel  Eye, 
Where  he  fits  crowned  in  his  Mafter's  Spight. 
Come  Boy  with  me*  mv  Thoughts  are  ripe  in  Mifchief : 
I'll  facrifice  the  Lamb  that  I  do  love. 
To  fpight  a  Raven's  Heart  within  a  Dove. 

Fio.  And  I  moft  jccond,  apt,  and  willingly. 
To  do  you  Reft  a  thoufand  Deaths  would  die. 

OIL  Where  goes  Cefario  \ 

Fio.  After  him  I  love* 
More  than  I  love  thefe  Eyes*  more  than  my  Life* 
More  by  all  mores,  than  e'er  I  ftiall  love  Wife. 
If  I  do  feign,  you  Wirnefles  above 
Punifli  my  Life,  for  tainting  of  my  Love. 

on.  Ay  me*  detefted*  howami  beguirdj 

Vio.  Who  does  beguile  you  ?  who  does  do  you  wrong  ? 

OIL  Haft  thou  forgot  thy  felf?  Is  it  fo  long? 
Call  forth  the  holy  Father. 

Dnke.  Come*  away. 

Oli.  Whither*  my  Lord?  Cefario,  Husband,  ftay. 

Dukf.  Husband? 

Oli.  Ay,  Husband;  can  he  that  deny? 

Dnke.  Her  Husband,  Sirrah? 

Vio.  No  my  Lord,  not  !• 

Oli.  Alas,  it  is  the  Bafenefs  of  thy  Fear, 
That  makes  thee  ftrangle  thy  Propriety  : 
Fear  not  Cefario^  take  thy  Fortunes  up. 
Be  that  thou  know'ft  thou  art,  and  then  thou  art 
As  great  as  that  thou  fear*ft* 
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Enter  Prieft.  \ 

0  welcome,  Father. 

Father,  I  charge  thee  by  thy  Reverence 
Here  to  unfold,  tho'  lately  we  intended 
To  keep  in  Darknefs,  what  occaflon  now 
Reveals  before  'tis  ripe  ;  what  thou  doft  know  ) 

Hath  newly  paft  between  this  Youth  and  ihe.  | 

Priefi.  A  Contrad  of  eternal  Bond  of  Love,  I 

Confirm'd  by  mutual  joinder  of  your  Hands, 
Atteftcd  by  the  holy  clofe  of  Lips,  '; 

Strengthned  by  enterchangement  of  your  King% 
And  all  the  Ceremony  of  this  Compad: 
Seal'd  in  my  Funftion,  by  my  Teftimony : 
Since  when,  my  Watch  hath  told  me,  toward  my  Gran 

1  have  traveled  but  two  Hours. 

Dnke.  O  thou  diifembling  Cub;  what  wilt  thou  be 
When  Time  hath  fow'd  a  grizzel  on  thy  Cafe  ? 
Or  will  not  elfe  thy  Craft  fo  quickly  grow^ 
That  thine  own  Trip  fliall  be  thine  overthrow  § 
Farewel,  and  take  her,  but  dired  thy  Feet, 
Where  thou  and  I,  henceforth,  may  never  meet. 

Flo.  My  Lord,  I  do  proteft— - 

OU.  O  do  not  fwear, 
How  little  Faith,  tho'  thou  haft  too  much  Fear. 
Enter  Sir  Andrew  with  his  HeMdhrokg. 

Sir  And.  For  the  Love  of  God  a  Surgeon,  and  one  pK' 
fently  to  Sir  Tobj. 

on.  What's  the  matter  ? 

Sir  And.  H'as  broke  my  Head  a-crofs,  and  given  Sir  T«/j ' 
a  bloody  Coxcomb  too  :  For  the  Love  of  God  your  help, 
I  had  rather  than  forty  Pound  I  were  at  home, 

OU.  Who  has  done  this.  Sir  Andrew  ? 

Sir  And.  The  Count's  Gentleman,  one  Ctfario  ;  we  took 
him  for  a  Coward,  but  he's  the  very  Devil  incarnate. 

Dnke.  My  Gentleman  Cefario? 

Sir  And.  Od's  lifelings>  here  he  is:  You  broke  my  Head 
for  nothing,  and  that  that  I  did,  I  was  fet  on  to  do't  by 
Sir  Toby. 

Flo.  Why  do  you  fpeak  to  me,  I  never  hurt  you  : 
You  drew  your  Sword  upon  me  without  Caufe^ 
But  I  befpake  you  hhy  and  hurt  you  not» 

Enter 
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Enter  Sir  Toby  MdjClown. 

Sir  A$$d.  If  a  bloody  Coxcomb  be  a  hum  you  have  hurt 

ne :  I  think  you  fet  nothing  by  a  bloody  Coxcomb.    Here 

:omes  Sir  Tobj  halting,  you  (hall  hear  more ;  but  if  he  had 

lot  been  in  drink^  he  would  have  tickled  you  other-gates 

r:han  he  did.  • 

Duke.  How  now.  Gentleman  \  how  is't  with  you  ? 

Sir  To.  That's  all  one,  h'as  hurt  me,  and  there's  an  end 
9n*t;  Sot>  didft  thou  fee  Dick^  Surgeon,  Sot? 

do.  O  he's  drunks  Sir,  above  an  hour  agone ;  his  Eyes 
were  fet  at  eight  i'th'  Morning, 

Sir  To.  Then  he's  a  Rogue  after  a  paffy  meafurcs  Pavin : 
1  hate  a  drunken  Rogue. 

01$.  Away  with  him  ?  Who  bath  made  this  havock  with 
chem  ? 

Sir  And.  I'll  help  you,  Sir  Tohjy  becaufe  well  be  dreft 
together. 

Sir  To.  Will  you  help  an  Afs-head,  and  a  Coxcomb,  and  a 
Knave,  a  thin  fac'd  Knave,  a  Gull  \  [Exe.Clo.  To.  ^  And. 

on.  Get  him  to  Bed»  and  let  his  hurt  be  looked  to. 

Enter  Sebaftian. 

Seb.  I  am  forry.  Madam,  I  have  hurt  your  Kinfman : 
But  had  it  been  the  Brother  of  my  Blood, 
I  mufl:  have  done  no  lefs  with  Wit  and  Safety. 
You  throw  a  ftrange  regard  upon  me,  and  by  that 
I  do  perceive  it  hath  offended  you  ; 
Pardon  rae,  fweet  one,  even  for  the  Vows 
We  made  each  other,  but  fo  late  ago. 

Dnkg.  One  Face,  one  Voice,  one  Habit,  and  two  Perfons^ 
A  natural  Perfpedive,  that  is,  and  is  not. 

Seb.  Antonio,  O  my  dear  Antonio  ! 
How  have  the  hours  rack'd  and  tortur'd  me, , 
Since  I  have  loft  thee  ? 

Ant.  Sebajtian  are  you  ? 

Seb.  Fear'ft  thou  that,  Antonio  f 

Ant.  How  have  you  made  Divifion  of  your  felf. 
An  Apple  cleft  in  two,  is  not  more  twin 
Than  thefe  two  Creatures.     Which  is  Sebafiian! 

on.  Moft  wonderful  I 

Seb.  Do  I  ftand  there  ?  I  never  had  a  Brother  : 
Nor  can  there  be  a  Deity  in  my  Nature 
Vol.  II.  E  t 


of  here  and  every  where.    I  had  a  Sifter^ 
Whom  the  blind  Waves  and  Sarges  have  devour'd : 
Of  Charity,  what  kin  arc  to  you  to  mc  i  [To  Viok| 

What  Countryman  ?  what  Name  {  what  Parentage  ? 

Fh.  Of  Mejfaline ;  Stbafiian  was  my  Father, 
Such  a  Sebafiian  was  my  Brother  too:  • 

So  went  he  fuited  to  his  watery  Tomb. 
If  Spirits  can  afTume  both  Form  and  Suit* 
You  come  to  fright  us. 

Seb.  A  Spirit  I.  am  indeed. 
But  am  in  that  Dimenfion  grofly  clad. 
Which  from  the  Womb  I  did  participate. 
Were  you  a  Woman,  as  the  reft  go  even, 
I  fhould  my  Tears  let  fall  upon  your  Cheek, 
And  fay,  thrice  welcome  drowned  FioU. 

Fio.  My  Father  had  a  Moal  upon  his  Brow* 

Seb.  And  fo  had  mine* 

F$4.  And  dy'd  that  day  when  FloU  from  her  Birth 
Had  numbred  thirteen  Years. 

Sib.  O  that  Record  is  lively  in  my  Soul» 
He  finished  indeed  his  mortal  hSt 
That  day  that  made  my  Sifter  thirteen  Years* 

Fio.  If  nothing  letts  to  make  us  happy  both. 
But  this  my  Mafculine  ufurp'd  Attire; 
Do  not  Embrace  me,  'till  each  Circumftance 
Of  Place,  Time,  Fortune,  do  cohere  and  jump 
That  I  am  FioU ;  which  to  confirm, 
ril  bring  you  a  Captain  in  this  Town 
Where  lye  my  Maiden  Weeds;  by  whofe  gentle  help 
I  was  preferv'd  to  ferve  this  Noble  Duke. 
All  the  Occurrence  of  my  Fortune  fince 
Hath  been  between  this  Lady,  and  this  Lord. 

Seb.  So  comes  it.  Lady,  you  have  been  miftook :  []Ti  Oli. 
But  Nature  to  her  Bias  drew  in  that. 
You  would  have  been  contrafted  to  a  Maid, 
Nor  arc  you  therein,  by  my  Life,  deceiv'd. 
You  are  betrothed  both  to  a  Maid  and  Man. 

Dukf.  Be  not  amaz'd,  right  Noble  is  his  Blood  : 
If  this  be  fo,  as  yet  the  Glafs  feems  true, 
I  (hall  have  (hare  in  this  moft  happy  Wreck. 
Boy,  thou  haft  faid  to  me  a  thoufand  times*         [7#  Viola.* 

Thou 
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jj   Thou  never  (hould'ft  love  Woman  like  to  me* 
Fi$.  And  all  thofe  fayings  will  I  over-fwear, 
* '  And  all  thofe  fwearings  keep  as  true  in  Soul. 
^*  As  doth  that  orbed  Continent*  the  Fire, 
'    That  fevers  Day  from  Night. 
Dfike.  Give  me  thy  Hand» 
And  let  me  fee  thee  in  thy  Woman's  Weeds. 

yto.  The  Captain  that  did  bring  me  firft  on  Shore^ 
Hath  my  Maids  Garments  :  He  upon  fome  Adion 
Is  now  in  Durance,  at  Malvolio\  Suit, 
A  Gentleman  and  Follower  of  my  Lady's. 

OH.  He  (hall  enlarge  him :  Fetch  Malv$lio  hither. 
And  yet  a]as>  now  I  remember  me. 
They  fay,  poor  Geniltman,  he's  much  diftrad. 

Enter  the  Clown  with  a  Letter^  and  Fabian. 
A  moft  exading  Frenzy  of  mine  own. 
From  my  remembrance  clearly  banifh'd  his. 
^  How  does  he.  Sirrah  ? 

Clo.  Truly,  Madam,  he  holds  BeUehnb  at  the  Staves  end 
as  well  as  a  Man  in  his  Cafe  may  do:  H'ashere  writ  a  Letter 
to  you,  I  Ihould  have  given 't  you  to  day  Morning,  But 
as  a  mad  Man's  Epiftles  are  no  Gofpels,  fo  it  skills  not  much 
when  dMr  are  deliver'd. 
OlL^S^trCt  and  read  it. 

CU.  Look  then  to  be  well  edify'd»  when  the  Fool  deli- 
vers the  Mad-man Bj  the  Lord,  Madsm.  [Redds. 

Olu  How  now,  art  thou  mad  ? 

Clo.  No,  Madam,  I  do  but  read  Madnefs :   And  your 
If    Lady  (hip  will  have  it  as  it  ought  to  be,  you  muft  dlow 
rox. 

Oli.  Prcthee  read  it  i'thy  right  Wits. 
Clo.  So  I  do,  Madona;   but  to  read  his  right  Wits,  is 
"   to  read  thus :   Therefore  perpend,  my  Princeft,  and  give 
car. 

OU.  Read  it  you.  Sirrah.  [Ti  Fabian.' 

Falf,  [Reads.]  By  the  Lord^  Afadam,  joh  wrong  moy  dnd 
the  World  Jhall  know  it :  Though  joh  have  put  me  into  Dsrl^ 
nefsj  and  given  jonr  drunken  Coufin  Rule  over  me^  jet  have  I 
ienefit  of  mj  Senfes  as  well  as  jour  Ladjjhip.  I  have  jour 
own  Letter^  that  indtsced  me  to  the  fembUnce  I  fm  on  ;  wixk 
the  which  I  doubt  not,  but  to  do  mj  /elf  mucVi  Ri^t^  wr  •^•ifc 
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much  Shsme  :  Thinly  $fme  ds  J9H  fUafi  ;  /  /M#r  mj  I 
little  HnthiHght  $fy  and  JpeakjHt  of  mj  Injury. 

The  madly  us'd  MMk 

on.  Did  he  write  this  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  Madam. 

Dnkt.  This  favours  not  much  of  Diftradbion. 

OIL  See-  him  delivered,  Fatian,  bring  him  hither. 
My  Lord,  fo  pleafe  you,  thefe  things  hirther  thought  oo^ 
To  think  me  as  well  a  Sifter,  as  a  Wife, 
One  day  (hall  crown  th'Alliance  on't,  fo  pleafe  you; 
Here  at  my  Houfe,  and  at  my  proper  Cofl. 

D/tkf.  Madam,  I  am  moft  apt  t'embrace  your  offer. 
Your  Mafter  quits  you  ;  and  for  your  Service  done  him, 
So  much  againft  the  Metal  of  your  Sex,  [T§  Vi 

So  far  beneath  your  foft  and  tender  breeding. 
And  (ince  you  call'd  me  Mafter,  for  fo  long  : 
Here  is  my  Hand*  you  fhall  from  this  time  be 
Your  Matter's  Miftrefs. 

O//.  A  Sifter*  you  are  (he. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

Dnkf.  Is  this  the  mad  Man  ? 

Oli.  Ay,  my  Lord*  this  fame :  how  now  Malvolio  f 

Afal,  Madam,  you  have  done  me  wrongs  - 

Notorious  wrong.  ^fg 

on.  Have  I,  Malvolio  f  No. 

MaL  Lady  you  have,  pray  you  perufc  that  Letter. 
You  muft  not  now  deny  it  is  your  Hand, 
Write  from  it  if  you  can,  in  Hand  or  Phrafe, 
Or  fay  'tis  not  your  Seal,  nor  your  Invention; 
^JTou  can  fay  none  of  this.     Well,  grant  it  then^ 
And  tell  me  in  the  modefty  of  Honour,  . 
Why  you  have  given  me  fuch  clear  lights  of  Favour, 
Bad  me  come  fmiling,  and  crofs-garter'd  to  you. 
To  put  on  yellow  Stockings,  and  to  frown 
Upon  Sir  Toby^  and  the  lighter  People  ? 
And  adding  this  in  an  obedient  Hope, 
Why  have  you  fuffer'd  me  to  be  imprifon'd. 
Kept  in  a  dark  Houfe,  vifited  by  the  Prieft, 
And  made  the  moft  notorious  Geek  or  Gull 
That  e'er  Invention  plaid  on  ?  Tell  me  why  { 


Off. 
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•    on.  Alas,  Mdlvolh,  this  is  not  my  Writing, 

Tho\  I  confefs,  much  like  the  Charader : 
^  But,  out  of  queftion^  'tis  MarU*%  Hand. 
'And  now  I  do  bethink  me^  it  was  (he 
Firft  told  me  thou  waft  mad;  then  can'ft  in  fmiling, 
And  in  fuch  Forms>  which  here  were  prefuppos'd 
1  Upon  thee  in  the  Letter:,  Pre  thee  be  content,    . 
X  This  pra&ice  hath  moft  (hrewdly  paft  upon  thee; 

But  when  we  know  the  Grounds  and  Authors  of  ir, 
t  Thou  fhalt  be  both  the  Plaintiff  and  the  Judge 
Of  thine  own  Caufe* 

Fab.  Good  Madam,  hear  me  fpeak, 
t   And  let  no  Quarrel,  nor  no  Brawl  to  come, 
;   Taint  the  Condition  of  this  prefent  Hour, 
Which  I  have  wondred  at.     In  hope  it  fliall  not, 
Moft  freely  I  confefs  my  felf  and  T^bj 
Set  this  Device  againft  MdvoUo  here, 
Upon  fome  ftubborn  and  uncourteous  Parts 
We  had  conceiv'd  againft  him.     Maria  writ 
The  Letter,  at  Sir  Tobf%  great  importance. 
In  recompence  whereof  he  hath  married  her. 
How  with  a  fportful  Malice  it  was  follow'd. 
May  rather  pluck  on  Laughter  than  Revenge, 
If  that  the  Injuries  be  juftly  weigh'd. 
That  have  on  both  fides  paft. ' 

Oli.  Alas,  poor  Fool !  how  have  they  baffled  thee  ? 
Ck.  Why  fome  are  bom  Great,  fome  atchieve  Greatneis, 
and  fome  have  Greatnefs  thrown  upon  thein.  I  was  onty 
'  Sit, ;  in  this  Interlude,  one  Sir  7V/^^i,  Sir,  but  that's  all  one : 
By  the  Lord,  Fool,  I  am  not  mad ;  but  do  jom  remember* 
Madam^  why  laugh  you  at  fuch  a  barren  Rafcal  {  And  you 
fmile  not  he's  gagg'd  :  And  thus  the  Whirl-gigg  of  Time 
brings  in  his  Revenges. 

Mai.  I'll  be  revenged  on  the  whole  pack  of  you.      \JExtU 
Oli.  He  hath  been  moft  notorioufly  abus'd. 
jDnks-  Purfue  him,  and  entr(:at  him  to  a  Peace : 
He  hath  not  told  us  of  the  Captain  yet ; 
When  that  is  known,  and  golden  Time  convents^ 
A  folemn  Combination  fhall  be  made 
Of  our  dear  Souls.    Mean  time,  fweet  Sifter# 

E  c  i  ^^ 
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We  will  not  part  from  hence.    Cefurio  come, 

^For  fo  you  (hall  be,  while  you  area  ManjJI 

But  when  in  other  Habits  you  are  feen> 

Orfino^  Miftrefs,  and  kis  Fancy's  Queen.  \Lxm 

Clown  flngs. 

YJhen  thst  I  was  and  a  little  tine  Boj^ 
With  hejff  h9^  the  Wind  and  the  Ruin  : 

A  foelijh  thing  was  knt  a  Tojy 
tor  the  Rain  it  raineth  every  d^j. 

ttst  when  I  came  t$  Mans  Eftate^ 

With  hey^  h$^  Sec. 
^Gainfi  Knaves  and  Thieves  Men  Jhut  their  Gatty 

Fer  the  Rain^  &c. 

But  when  I  came  at  lajt  to  fPive, 

With  hey  J  hoy  8cc. 
By  Jwaggering  could  I  never  thrive^ 

For  the  Rain,  &c. 

But  when  I  came  unto  my  Beds^ 

With  heVy  hoj  &c. 
With  Tojfots  ftill  had  drunkgn  Heads^ 

For  the  Rain^  &c. 

A  great  while  ago  the  World  begun^ 

With  bejy  hoy  Sec. 
But  that's  all  one^  our  Play  is  done. 

And  we'll  ftrive  tofleafe  you  every  day. 

\E, 
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LEontes,  King  of  Sicilia. 
Polixencs,  King  of  Bohemia. 
Mamilliusi  Toung  Trince  of  Sicilia. 
Florizel,  Trince  of  Bohemia. 
CamillO) 

Dioni 

ArchidamuS)  a  Bohemian  Lord. 

Old  Shepherd^  reputed  Father  of  Pcrdita. 

Clown^  his  Son. 

AutoUcus,  a  Rogue, 

Hermione,  §iueen  to  Lcontcs. 

Perdica,  daughter  to  Leontes  and  Hermione. 
Paulina,  Wife  to  Antigonus. 

Emilia)  a  Lady  attending  on  Hermione. 

Coaler t  Shepherds ^  ShepherdeJfeSy  and  Attendsnti 


SCENE  partly  in  Sicilia,  and  fmrtly  k 
Bohemia. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE    I. 

SCENE    A  Palace. 
Enter  Camillo  and  Archidaraus. 

F  you  (hall  chance,  Camille,  to  vifit  B«he' 
Ktia,  on  the  like  occaljon  whereon  my  Ser- 
vices are  now  on  fnor,  you  Ihall  fee,  as  £ 
have  faid,  great  difi^erence  bttwixt  our  f>- 
hcmia,  and  your  Sicilia. 

Cam.  I  think,  this  common  Summer,  the 
Kin^  of  Sicilia  means  to  pay  Bohemia  the  Viiitation  which 
he  juflly  owes  him. 

Arch.  Wherein  our  Entertainment  ftiall  (hame  us :  We 
will  be  juftiBed  in  our  Loves  ;  for  indeed— > 

Cam.  'Befeech  you 

Arch.  Verily  I  fpeak  it  in  the  freedom  of  ray  knowledge; 

we  cannot  with  fuch  Magnificence in  fo  rare"        ■! 

know  not  what  to  fay  ■  ■  We  will  give  you  fleepy  Drinks* 
that  your  Senfes  ( uniotclUgent  of  our  infufBcience)  may, 
tho'  they  cannot  praife  us,  as  little  accufe  us. 

Cam.  You  pay  a  great  deal  too  dear,  for  what's  given 
freely. 

^  Arch.  Believe  me,  I  fpeak  as  my  Underftandinginllrufts 
me,  and  as  mine  Honefty  puts  it  ro  utterance. 

Cam.  Sicilia  cannot  {hew  himfelf  over-kind  to  B9hemU\ 
they  were  uain'd  together  in  thtii  OA-fifOiwA^--,  «A.'4c«x«. 
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rooted  betwixt  them  then  fuch  an  KStGtion^  whicb 
chufe  but  branch  now.  Since  their  more  mature 
ties,  and  Royal  Necefli ties,  made  reparation  of  their  Sodojl 
their  Encounters,  though  not  perfonal,  have  been  ro 
attornied  with  enterchange  of  Gifts,  Letters,  loviog  li 
baffles,  that  they  have  fecm'd  to  be  together,  tho'ibfctt; 
Ihook  hands,  as  over  a  vaft  Sea,  and  embraced  as  it  wot 
from  the  ends  of  oppofcd  Winds.  The  Heav'ns  conti« 
their  Loves, 

Arch.  I  think  there  is  not  in  the  World,  either  Malice o 
Matter  to  alter  it.  You  have  an  unfpeakable  comfort  of  yoc 
young  Prince  Mamillius;  it  is  a  Gentleman  of  the  grotdl 
prpmife  that  ever  canae  into  my  Note. 

Cam.  I  very  well  agree  with  you  in  the  hopes  of  him: 
It  is  a  gallant  Child,  one  that,  indeed,  Phyficks  theSubjcfl, 
makes  old  Hearts  frelh  :  They  that  went  on  Crutches  e'er  lie 
was  born>  deHre  yet  their  Life  to  fee  him  a  Man. 

Arch.  Would  they  elfe  be  content  to  die  ? 

Cam.  Yes,  if  there  were  no  other  excufe,  why  they  (houU 
defire  to  live. 

Arch.  If  the  King  had  no  Son>  they  would  defiretolire 
on  Crutches  'till  he  had  one.  [^Eximu 

SCENE     II. 

£;;/fr  Leontes,  Hermione,  MamiUius,  Polixenes,  ^Tif^/ CamiOob 
Pol.  Nine  changes  of  the  watry  Star  hath  been 

The  Shepherd's  Note,  fince  we  have  left  our  Throne 

Without  a  Burthen,  Time  as  long  again 

Would  be  fiird  up,  my  Brother,  with  our  Thanks^ 

And  yet  we  ihould,  for  perpetuity, 

Go  hence  in  Debt :  And  therefore,  like  a  Cypher, 

Yet  (landing  in  rich  place,  I  multiply 

With  one,  we  thank  you,  many  thoufands  more. 

That  go  before  it. 

Leo.  Stay  your  Thanks  a  while. 

And  pay  them  when  you  part. 
PoL  Sir,  that's  to  morrow : 

I  am  queftion'd  by  my  Fears  of  what  may  chance^ 

Or  breed  upon  our  abfence,  tVv!ax  taa^  \Ao^ 
No  /heaping  Winds  at  kome,  to  ro^  w  Irf  ^ 

r 
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hiThis  is  put  forth  too  truly :  Befides,  I  have  fta/d 
|To  tire  your  Royalty. 
4i    Leo.  We  are  tougher.  Brother) 
*jThan  you  can  put  us  to*t# 
^  i     FoU  No  longer  ftay. 
- .     Leo.  One  fev'n  night  longer. 
ji,     PoL  Very  footh,  to  morrow. 
^     Leo.  We'll  part  the  time  between's  then :  and  in  that  I'll 

no  gain-fayinj^ 
y      FoL  Prcft  me  nor,  'befeech  you,  fo ; 
^  There  is  no  Tongue  that  moves;  none,  none  i'th*  World 

•  So  foon  as  yoursj  could  win  me:  fo  it  Ihould  now. 
Were  there  neccffity  in  your  Rcqueft,  altho' 

J  Twere  needful  I  deny'd  it.     My  Affairs 
,  Do  even  drag  me  homeward ;  which  to  hinder. 
Were,  in  your  Love,  a  Whip  to  me ;   my  ftay. 
To  you  a  Charge  and  Trouble :  To  fave  both, 
Farewel,  our  Brother. 

Leo.  Tongue-ty'd,  our  Queen?  fpeak  you. 

Her.  I  had  thought,  Sir,  to  have  held  my  peace,  until 

•  Vou  had  drawn  Oaths  from  him,  not  ro  ftay :  You,  Sir, 
fj  Charge  him  too  coldly.     Tell  him,  you  are  fure 

^'  All  in  Bohemians  well  c  This  Satisfaftion 
The  by-gone-day  proclaimed  ;  fay  this  to  him. 
He's  beat  from  his  beft  Ward. 
^       Leo.  Well  faid,  Hermione. 

Her.  To  tell,  he  longs  to  fee  his  Son,  were  ftrong ; 
But  let  him  fay  fo  then,  and  let  him  go; 
'    But  let  him  fwear  fo,  and  he  (hall  not  ftay. 
We'll  thwack  him  hence  with  DiftaflFs. 
Yet  of  your  Royal  Prefencc,  I'll  adventure     \To  Polixcnes. 
The  borrow  of  a  Week.     When  at  Bohemia 
You  take  my  Lord,  I'll  give  him  my  Commiffion, 
To  let  him  there  a  Month,  behind  the  Geft 
Prefixed  for's  parting:  Yer,  good  heed,  Leontes^ 
I  love  thee  not  a  jar  o'th'  Clock  behind 
What  Lady  ftie  her  Lord.     You'll  ftay? 
Pol.  No,  Madam. 
Her.  Nay,  but  you  will. 
Ppl.  I  imy  Dot  verily* 


tt 
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Hit.  Verily? 
You  put  mc  off  with  limber  Vows ;  but  I* 
The'  you  would  feek  t*unfphere  the  Scars  with  Oitiut 
Should  yet  fay,  Sir,  no  going :  Verily 
you  (hall  not  go ;  a  Lady's  verily  is 
As  potent  as  a  Lord's,     Will  you  go  yet  ? 
Force  me  to  keep  you  as  a  Prifbaer, 
Kot  like  a  Gueft  ?  So  you  fhall  pay  your  Fees 
When  you  depart,  and  fave  your  Thanks.    How  (ay  yon! 
My  Prifoncr?  or  my  Gueft  ?  by  your  dread  verily, 
One  of  them  you  (hall  be. 

PoL  Your  Gueft  then.  Madam  : 
To  be  your  Prifoner,  (hould  import  offending  5 
Which  is  for  me  lefs  eafie  to  commit, 
.Than  you  to  punifti. 

Her.  Not  your  Goaler  then. 
But  your  kind  Hoftefs;  come,  I'll  queftion  you 
Of  my  Lord's  Tricks  and  yours,  when  you  were  Boyi : 
You  were  pretty  Lordings  then  ? 

PoU  We  were,  fair  Queen, 
Two  Lads,  that  thought  there  was  no  more  behind* 
But  fuch  a  day  to  morro  w,  as  to  day. 
And  to  be  Boy  eternal. 

Her.  Was  not  my  Lord 
The  verier  Wag  o'th'  two  ? 

PoL  We  were  as  twin'd  Lambs,  that  did  frisk  iW  SuD) 
And  bleat  the  one  at  ih' other:  What  wc  chang'd. 
Was  Innocence  for  Innocence  ;  we  knew  not 
The  Doftrine  of  ill-doing,  no  nor  dream'd 
That  any  did  :  Had  we  purfu'd  that  Life, 
And  our  weak  Spirits  ne'er  been  higher  rear*d 
With  ftronger  Blood,  we  Ihould  have  anfwer^d  Heav'n 
Boldly,  Not  Guilty;  the  Impofition  clear'd. 
Hereditary  ours. 

Her.  By  this  we  gather 
You  have  tript  fi nee. 

Pol.  O  my  moft  facred  Lady,  ♦ 

Temptations  have  fincc  then  been  born  to*$;  for 
In  thofe  unflvdg'd  days,  was  my  Wife  a  Girl; 
Your  precious  felf  had  xVvta  not  cto^di  ^^"S.^^,^ 
Ofmy  young  Play-fellow* 
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Hinr.  Grace  to  boot : 
Of  this  make  no  Conclufion,  left  you  fay 
Your  Queen  and  I  are  Devils.  Yet  go  on, 
Th'  Offences  we  have  made  you  do,  we'll  anfwer. 
If  you  firft  finn'd  with  us,  and  that  with  us 
You  did  continue  Fault;  and  that  you  flipt  not 
With  any  but  with  us. 

Leo.  Is  he  won  yet  I 

Her.  He'll  ftay,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  At  my  Kequeft  he  would  not : 
Hermione^  my  deareft>  thou  never  fpok'ft 
To  better  Purpofe. 

Her.  Never? 

Leo.  Never,  but  once. 

Her.  What?  have  I  twice  faid  well?  When  was*t  before^ 
I  prethee  tell  me;  Cram's  with  Praife*  and  make's 
As  fat  as  tame  things :  One  good  Deed,  dying  tonguelefS^ 
Slaughters  a  thoufand,  waiting  upon  that. 
Our  Praifes  are  our  Wages.     You  may  ride's 
With  one  (oft  Kifs  a  thoufand  Furlongs>  e'er 
With  Spur  we  heat  an  Acre.    But  to  th'Goal ; 
My  laft  good  Deed  was  to  intreat  his  flay ; 
What  was  my  firft  ?  It  has  an  elder  Sifter, 
Or  I  miftake  you :  0>  would  her  Name  were  &r4rf, 
But  once  before  I  fpake  to  th'  purpofe?  when? 
Nay,  let  me  have't ;  I  long. 

Leo.  Why,  that  was  when 
Three  crabbed  Months  had  fowr'd  themfelvcs  to  Death, 
E'er  I  could  make  thee  open  thy  white  hand. 
And  clap  thy  felf,  my  Love ;  then  didft  thou  utter, 
I  am  your's  for  ever. 

Her.  Tis  Grace  indeed. 
Why  io*you  now ;  I  have  fpoke  to  th*  purpofe  twice ; 
The  one  for  ever  earo'd  a  Royal  Husband; 
Th'  other>  for  fome  while  a  Friend. 

Leo.  Too  hot,  too  hot [^jijide. 

To  mingle  Friendfhip  far,  is  mingling  Bloods. 

I  have  Tremor  Cordis  on  me  .my  Heart  dances. 

But  not  for  Joy  not  Joy This  Entertainment 

May  a  free  Face  put  on ;  derives  a  lA\itn^ 
From  Hemiaefs,  from  Bounty,  fertile  liofom^ 


And  we'll  become  the  Agent;  \tn2y,  I  grant; 
But  to  be  padling  Palms,  and  pinching  Fingers^ 
As  now  they  are,  and  making  praAis'a  Smiles 

A$  in  a  Looking-Glafs and  then  to  figh>  as  *twcre 

The  Mort  o'th*  Deer ;  oh,  that  is  Entertainment 

My  Bofom  likes  nor,  nor  my  Brows Afami/liHs, 

Art  thou  my  Boy  ? 

Afam.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 
Leo.  I  fecks  I 
Why  that's  my  Bawcock  ;  what  ?  has't  fmutcti'd  thy  Nofc! 
They  fay  it  is  a  Copy  out  of  mine.     Come,    Captain, 
We  muft  be  neat ;  not  Neat,   but  cleanly.  Captain, 
And  yet  the  Steer,  the  Heifer,  and  the  Cali^ 
Are  ail  cali'd  Neat.    Still  Virginalling  [Ob/irving  Po 

lixenes  and  Hermiooe. 

Upon  his  Palm- How  now,  you  wanton  Cdf  1 

Arc  thou  my  Calf? 
Mam.  Yes,  if  you  will,  my  Lord.  (have 

Leo.  Thou  want'ft  a  rough  Pafh,  and  the  Shoots  thitl 

To  be  foil,  like  me.     Yet  they  fay  we  are 

Almoft  as  like  as  Eggs;  Women  fay  (o. 

That  will  fay  any  thing;  but  were  they  falfe. 

As  o'er-dy'd  Blacks,  as  Wind,  as  Waters ;  falfe 

As  Dice  are  to  be  wifli'd,  by  one  that  fixes 

No  born  'twixt  his  and  mine  ;  yet  were  it  true. 

To  fay  this  Boy  were  like  me.     Come,  Sir  Page, 

Look  on  me  with  your  welkin  Eye,  fweet  Villain. 

Moft  deareft,  my  Collop Can  thy  Dam?  inay'cb< 

Imagination  f  thou  doll:  ftab  to  th' Center. 

Thou  doft  make  poflible  things  not  be  fo  held, 

Communicat'ft  with  Dreams how  can  this  be  ? 

With  what's  unreal,  thou  coaftive  art. 

And  fellow'ft  nothing.     Then  'tis  very  credent, 

Thou  may'ft  co-join  with  fomething,  and  thoif  doff. 

And  that  beyond  commiffion,  and  I  find  it. 

And  that  to  the  Infeflion  of  my  Brains, 

And  hardning  of  my  Brows. 
PoU  What  means  Sicilia  ? 
Her.  He  fomething  feems  unfetled. 
Pol.  How?  my  Lord? 
Z^^.  Whzt  cheer?  how  is  it  mtVv'voM^toi^\>^^'ftT»Oc«x\ 

Hit. 
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Her.  You  lobk  as  if  you  held  a  bcowofmuch  diftradioa* 
Arc  you  mov'di  my  Lord  ? 

Leo.  NO)  in  good  eartieft. 
Mow  fometinies  Nature  will  betray  its  Folly  I 
It's  Tendcrnefs  I  and  make  it  felf  a  Paftime 
To  harder  Bofoms  {  Looking  on  the  Lines 
Of  my  Boy's  Face,  methoughts  I  did  recoil 
Twenty  three  Years,  and  faw  my  fcif  unbreech'd. 
In  my  green  Velvet  C«at;  my  Dagger  muzzel'd. 
Left  It  (hould  bite  its  Mafter,  and  fo  prove. 
As  Ornaments  oft  do,  too  dangerous ; 
How  like,  methought,  I  then  was  to  this  Kernel, 
This  Squa(h,  this  Gentleman.    Mine  honeft  Frierid> 
Will  you  take  Eggs  for  Mony  ? 

Alam.  No,  my  Lord,  I'll  fight. 

Le0.  You  will !  why  happy  Man  he's  dole.  My  Brother^ 
Are  you  fo  fond  of  your  young  Prince,  as  we 
Do  feem  to  be  of  ours  ? 

P^L  If  at  home.  Sir, 
He's  all  Exercife,  my  Mirth,  my  Matter; 
Now  my  fworn  Friend,  and  then  mine  Enemy  ; 
My  Parafite,  my  Soldier,  States-man,  all ; 
He  makes  a  yuly*s  day»  fliort  as  December, 
And  with  his  varying  Childnefs,  cures  in  me 
Thoughts,  that  fhould  thick  my  Blood. 

Leo.  So  ftands  this  Squire 
Offic'd  with  me:  We  two  will  walk,  my  Lord, 
And  leave  you  to  your  graver  ftcps*     Hermione^ 
How  thou  lov'ft  us,  (hew  in  our  Brother's  welcome ; 
Let  what  is  dear  in  Sicily  be  cheap : 
Next  to  thy  felf,  and  my  young  Rover,  he's 
Apparent  to  my  Heart. 

Her.  If  you  would  feek  us. 
We  are  yours  i'th'  Garden:  fh all's  attend  you  there  ? 

Leo.  To  your  own  bents  difpofe  you ;  you'd  be  founds 
Be  you  beneath  the  Sky :  I  am  angUng  now, 
Tho'  you  perceive  me  not  how  I  give  Line, 
Go  to,  go  to.  \^j4ftde^  obferving  Her. 

How  (he  holds  up  the  Neb  !  the  Bill  to  Kvrckl 
And  arms  her  with  the  boldnefs  of  ^  >N  \£^         \]E.xeHn\^^ 
lix.  Her.  4;td  ^nendsnts.  ^4iie»t  I-w*^^^^  ^^*^^^T^ 


To  her  allowing  Husband.    Gone  already  I 
Inch  thick,  Knee  deep ;  o'er  Head  and  Ears  a  fork'd  ooel 
Go  play,  Boy,  play— -Thy  Mother  plays,  and  I 
Play  too  ;  but  fo  difgrac'd  a  part,  whofe  IflUe 
Will  hifs  me  to  my  Grave  :  Contempt  and  Clamour 

Will  be  my  Knell.  Go  play,  Boy,  play There  havebec^j 

Or  I  am  much  deceiv'd.  Cuckolds  ?er  now ; 

And  many  a  Man  there  is,  even  at  this  prefent. 

Now  while  I  fpeak  this,  holds  his  Wife  by  th*  Arm, 

That  little  thinks  (he  has  been  (luic'd  in  his  abfence. 

And  his  Pond  filh'd  by  his  next  Neighbour,  by 

Sir  Smile  his  Neighbour :  Nay,  there's  comfort  in\ 

Whiles  other  Men  have  Gates,  and  thofe  Gates  opened. 

As  mine,  againft  their  WilL    Should  all  defpair 

That  have  revolted  Wive5»  the  tenth  of  Mankind 

Would  hang  themfcl ves.    Phy (ick  for*t,  there's  none : 

It  is  a  bawdy  Planet,  that  will  ftrike 

Where  'tis  predominant ;  and  'tis  powerful :  think  it. 

From  Eaft,  Weft,  North  and  South,  be  it  concluded. 

No  Barricado  for  a  Belly.     Know't, 

It  will  let  in  and  out  the  £nemy» 

With  Bag  and  Baggage:  Many  a  thoufand  of's 

Have  the  Difeafe,  and  feel't  not.    How  now»  Boy  ? 

Mam.  I  am  like  you,  they  fay. 

Leo.  Why,  that's  fome  comfort. 
What?  Giw/7/^  there ? 

Cam.  Ay,  my  good  Lord. 

Leo.  Go  play,  MamilliHSj  thou'rt  an  honed  Man : 

[Exit  MamilliuL 
Camilloy  this  great  Sir  will  yet  ftay  longer. 

Cam.  You  had  much  ado  to  make  his  Anchor  holdy 
When  you  caft  our,  it  ftill  came  home, 

Leo.  Didft  note  it? 

Cam^  He  would  not  ftay  at  your  Petitions,  made 
His  bufinefs  more  material. 

Leo.  Didft  perceive  it  ? 
They're  here  with  me  already;  ^hifp'ring,  rounding  : 
Sicilia  is  a  fo-forth  ;  'tis  far  gone, 
When  I  (hall  guft  it  laft.    How  came't,  CamilU,    . 
That  he  did  ftay  ? 
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Cam.  At  the  good  Queen's  Entreaty. 

Leo.  At  the  Queen's  be't :  Good  fliould  ht  pertinent  i 
But  io  it  is,  it  is  not.  Was  this  taken 
By  any  undcrftanding  Pate  but  thine  ? 
For  the  Conceit  is  foaking,  will  draw  in 
More  than  the  common  Blocks,  not  noted,  is't. 
But  of  the  finer  Natures?  By  fome  Sevcrals 
Of  Head-piece  extraordinary  ?  Lower  Mcffcs 
Perchance  are  to  this  Bufinefs  purblind  ?  Say. 

Cam.  Bufinefs,  my  Lord  ?  I  think  moft  underftand 
Bohemia  (lays  here  longer. 

Leo.  Ha  ? 

Cam.  Stays  here  longer. 

Leo.  I,  but  why  ? 

Cam.  To  fatisfie  your  Highnefs,  and  the  Entreaties 
Of  our  moft  gracious  Miftrefs. 

Leo.  Satisfie.^ 
Th*  Entreaties  of  your  Miftrefs?  Satisfied 
Let  that  fuffice.     I  have  trufted  thee,  Camillo^ 
With  all  the  neareft  things  to  my  Heart,  as  well 
My  Chamber-Councels,  wherein,  Prieft  like,  thou 
Haft  ckans'd  my  Bofom :  I,  from  thee  departed 
Thy  Penitent  reformM;  but  wc  have  been 
Deceived  in  thy  Integrity,  deceived 
In  that  which  feems  fo. 

Cam.  Be  it  forbid,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  To  bide  upon't;  thou  art  not  honeft;  or. 
If  thou  inclin'ft  that  way»  thou  art  a  Coward^ 
Which  hoxes  Honefty  behind,  reftraining 
FromCourfe  required;  orelfe  thou  muft  be  counted 
A  Servant  grafted  in  my  fcrious  Truft, 
And  therein  negligent;  or  elfe  a  Fool, 
That  fceft  a  Game  plaid  home,  the  rich  Stake  drawn. 
And  tak'ft  it  all  for  Jeft. 

Cam.  My  gracious  Lord, 
I  may  be  negligent,  fooliih  and  fearful. 
In  every  one  of  ihefe ;  no  Man  is  free. 
But  that  kis  Negligence^  his  Folly,  Fear, 
Amongft  I  he  infinite  Doing  of  the  World, 
Sometimes  puts  forth  in  your  Affairs,  my  Lord. 
If  ever  I  were  wilful  negligent. 

Vol.  IL  F  f  ^^ 
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It  was  my  Folly ;  if  induftrioufly 
I  play'd  the  Fool,  it  was  my  hjegligencr. 
Not  weighing  well  the  End;  \f  ever  fearful 
To  do  a  thing,  where  I  the  Iflue  doubted, 
W?iCreof  the  Execution  did  cry  out 
Againft  the  Non-performance,  'twas  a  Fear 
Which  oft  infeftsthe  Wifcft:  Thefe,  my  Lord* 
Are  fuch  allow'd  Infiimities,  that  Honefty 
Is  never  free  of.     But  befeech  your  Grace 
Be  plainer  with  me,  let  mc  know  myTrcfpafs 
By  Its  own  Vifage;  if  I  then  deny  ir, 
'Tis  none  of  mine. 

Leo.  Ha'not  you  feen,  Giw?/7/a  ? 
(Bat  that's  paft  Doubt;  you  have,  or  your  Eye-glafs 
Is  thicker  than  a  Cuckold's  Horn)  or  heard? 
(Pot  to  a  Vifion  fo  apparent,  Rumour 
Cannot  be  mute)  or  Thought  /  ("for  Cogitation 
Rt fides  not  in  that  Man,  that  do's  not  think) 
My  Wife  is  flippery  ?  If  thou  wilt,  confefs. 
Or  elfe  be  impudently  Negative, 
To  have  nor  Eyes,  nor  Ears,  nor  Thougfit,  then  fay 
My  Wife's  a  Holy  Horfe,  deferves  a  Name 
As  rank  as  any  FJax-wencb,  that  puts  to 
Before  her  Troth-plight:  Say*t  and  juftify't. 

Cam.  I  would  not  be  a  Stander-by,  to  hear 
My  Soveraign  Miftrefs  clouded  fo,  without 
My  prcfent  Vengeance  taken ;  'flirew  my  Heart, 
You  never  fpoke  what  did  become  you  lefs 
Than  this  which  to  reiterate,  were  Sin 
As  deep  as  that,  tho*  true. 

Leo.  Is  Whifpcring  nothing  ? 
Is  leaning  Cheek  to  Cheek?  Is  meeting Nofes? 
Kifling  with  infide  Lip?  Stopping  the  Carreer 
Of  Laughter,  with  a  Sigh  ?  A  Note  infallible 
Of  breaking  Honefty  :  horfing  Foot  on  Foot  ? 
Skulking  in  Corners?  wiftiing  Clocks  more  fwift  ? 
Hours  Minutes.?  The  Noon  Midnight?  and  all  Eyes 
Blind  with  the  Pin  and  Web,  but  theirs;  theirs  only^ 
That  would  unf<*en  be  wicked?  Is  this  nothing? 
Why  then  the  World,  awd  ^W  tW*s  \v\*x.  \%  xvcS^tv^^ 
The  covering  Sky  is  noiVvvng*  BofccwVat«iOcwvtvig^^ 
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My  Wife  is  nothing,  nor  nothing  have  thefe  Nothings, 
M  If  this  be  nothing. 
•mi      Cam.  Good  my  Lord,  be  cur'd 
a  Of  this  difeas'd  Opinion,  and  betimes, 

For  'tis  moft  dangerous. 
Leo.  Say  it  be,  'tis  true. 
.a      Cam.  No,  no,  my  Lord. 
Leo.  It  is  I  you  he,  you  he : 

I  fay  thou  hett,  Camilloy  and  I  hate  thee, 
r    Pronounce  thee  a  grofs  Lowt,  a  mindlefs  Slave, 

Or  elfe  a  hovering  Temporizer,  that 

Canft  with  thine  Eyes  at  once  fee  Good  and  Evil, 

Indinir.g  to  them  both:  Were  my  Wife's  Liver 
^  InfeScd,  as  her  Life,  flie  would  not  live 

The  running  of  one  Glafs. 
Cam.  Who  do's  infeft  her } 
Leo.  Why  he  that  wears  her  hke  her  Medal,  hanging 

About  his  Neck,  Bohemia  ;  who,  if  I 

Had  Servants  true  about  me,  that  bear  Eyes 

To  fee  alike  mine  Honour,  as  their  Profits, 

Their  own  particular  Thrifts,  they  would  do  that. 

Which  fhould  undo  more  doing :  I,  and  thou 

His  Cup-bearer,  whom  I  from  meaner  Form 

Have  bench*d,  and  rcar'd  to  worfhip,  who  may' ft  fee 

Plainly,  as  Hcav*n  fees  Earth,  and  Earth  fees  Heav'n, 

How  I  am  gall*d,  thou  mjght'ft  be-fpice  a  Cup, 

To  give  mine  Enemy  a  lafting  Wink, 

Which  Draught  to  me  were  Cordial. 
Cam.  Sir,  my  Lord, 

I  could  do  this,  and  that  with  no  rafli  Potion, 

But  with  a  lingring  Dram,  that  fliould  not  work 

Malicioufly,  like  a  Poifon ;  but  I  cannot 

Believe  this  Crack  to  be  in  my  dread  Miftrefs, 

So  foveraignly  being  honoura'^le. 

I  have  lov'd  thee. 

Leo.  Make  that  thy  Queftion,  and  go  rot: 

Do*ft  think  I  am  fo  muddy,  fo  unfetled. 

To  appoint  my  felf  in  this  Vexation  ? 

Sully  the  Purity  and  Whitenefs  of  my  Sheets, 

Which  topreferve,  is  Sleep;  which  be\n^  t^ou^^^ 
IsGogds,  Thorns,  Nettles,  Tails  of  Wai\ps  \  ^. 

Fr  ViV^ 
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Give  Scandal  to  the  Blood  o'th'  Prince^  my  Son, 
Who  I  do  think  is  mine,  and  love  as  mine. 
Without  ripe  moving  to'i  f  Would  I  do  this  ? 
Could  Man  fo  bUnch? 

Cam.  I  muft  belitve  you,  Sir, 
I  do,  and  will  fetch  oft  Bohemia  for't : 
Provided,  that  when  he's  removed,  your  Mighneis 
Will  take  again  your  Queen,  as  your^  at  firft. 
Even  for  your  Son*s  fake,  and  thereby  for  fealing 
The  Injury  of  Tongues,  in  Courts  and  Kingdoms 
Known  and  ally'd  to  yours. 

Leo.  Thou  doft  advifc  me, 
Even  fo  as  I  mine  own  Courfe  have  fet  down  : 
I'll  give  no  Blemifli  to  her  Honour,  none. 

Cam.  My  Lord, 
Go  then ;  and  with  a  Countenance  as  clear 
AsFriendfhip  wears  at  Feafts,  keep  with  Bohemia, 
And  with  your  Queen :  I  am  his  Cup-bearer^ 
If  from  me  he  have  wholcfome  Beveridge, 
Account  me  not  your  Servant, 

Leo.  This  is  all. 
Do't,  and  thou  haft  the  one  half  of  my  Heart  ; 
Do't'not,  thou  fplit'ft  thine  own. 

Cam.  I'll  do't,  my  Lord. 

Leo.  I  will  feem  friendly,  as  thou  haft  advised  mc.  [Exit. 

Cam.  O  mifer  able  Lady :  But  for  me  / 
What  Cafe  ftand  I  in  .<•  I  muft  be  the  Poifoner 
Of  good  Polixenesy  and  my  Ground  to  do't. 
Is  the  Obedience  to  a  Matter,  one, 
Who  in  Rebellion  with  himfclf,  will  have 
All  that  are  his,  fo  too.  To  this  Deed 
Promotion  follows.   If  I  could  find  Example 
Of  Thoufands  that  had  ftruck  anointed  Kings, 
Andflourifli'd  after.  Fid  not  do't:  But  fince 
Nor  Brafs,  nor  Stone,  nor  Parchment  bears  not  one 
Let  Villany  it  felf  forfwear't.   I  muft 
Forfake  the  Court :  To  do*t,  or  no,  is  certain 
To  me  a  Break-neck.  Happy  Star,  reign  now. 
Here  comes  Bohemia. 
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Enter  Polixcnes.    ♦ 

r$U  This  is  ftrangc ;  Methinks 
My  Favour  here  begins  to  warp.  Notfpcak? 
Good  Day,  Camilh. 

Cam.  Hail,  moft  Royal  Sir.  ^ 

P0L  What  is  the  News  i'th'  Court? 

Cam.  None  rare,  my  Lord. 

Pol.  The  King  hath  on  him  fuch  a  Countenance, 
As  had  he  loft  fome  Province,  and  a  Region 
Lov'd,  as  he  loves  himfelf :  Even  now  I  met  him 
With  cuftomary  Complement,  when  he 
Wafting  his  Eyes  to  th*  contrary,  and  falling 
A  Lip  of  mucK  Contempt,  fpceds  from  me,  and 
So  leaves  me  to  cohfider  what  is  Breeding, 
That  changes  thus  his  Manners. 

Cam.  I  dare  not  know,  my  Lord. 

Pel.  How,  dare  not  ?  do  not  ?  Doyouknow,  anddarcnot? 
Be  intelligent  to  me,  'tis  thereabouts: 
For  to  your  felf,  what  do  you  know,  you  muft. 
And  cannot  fay,  you  dare  not.  Good  Camilla^ 
Your  chang'd  Complexions  arc  to  me  a  Mirror, 
Which  Ihews  me  mine  chang'd  too;  for  I  muft  be 
A  Party  in  this  Alteration,  finding 
My  felf  thus  alter'd  with't. 

Cam.  There  is  a  Sicknefs 
Which  puts  fome  of  us  in  diftempcr;  but 
I  cannot  name  the  Difeafe,  and  it  is  cajght 
Of  you  that  yet  are  we'I. 

PoU  How  caught  of  me  ? 
Make  me  not  fighted  like  the  Bafilisk.N^  ^ 

I  have  look*d  on  Thoufands,  who  have  fped  the  better 
By  my  Regard,  buj:  kill'd  none  fo:  Camillo^ 
As  you  are  certainly  a  G^ntlema^,  thereto 
Clerk-like  cxpedienc'd,  which  no  lefs  Adorns 
Our  Gentry,  than  our  Parents  noble  Names, 
In  whofe  Succefs  we  are  gentle:  I  befcech  you, 
If  you  know  ought  which  do*s  behove  my  Knowledge 
Thereof  to  be  inform'd,  imprifon'c  not 
In  ignorant  Concealment. 
Ca^0,  I  imy  not  anfwer. 

1^5  X 


PoL  A  Sicknefs  caught  of  me,  and  yet  I  well? 
I  muft  be  anfwer'd.  Doft  thou  hear,  Camillo, 
I  conjure  tht.e  by  all  tlic  Parts  of  Man, 
Winch  Honour  do's  acknowledge,  whereof  the  leaft 
Is  not  this  Suit  of  mine,  that  thou  declare 
What  Initidcncy  thou  doft  guefs  of  Harm 
Is  creeping  toward  me;  how  far  off,  how  near^ 
Which  way  to  be  prevented,  if  to  be; 
If  not,  how  bcft  to  bear  it. 

Cam.  Si  I,  I  will  tell  you. 
Since  I  am  charged  in  Honour,  and  by  him 
That  I  think  honourable;  therefore  mark  my  Counfel, 
Which  muft  be  ev'n  asfwiftly  followed   as 
I  mean  to  utter  it;  or  both  your  felf  and  me. 
Cry  loft,  and  fo  good  Night. 

PoL  On,  good  Camilla  ?  ^ 

Cam.  I  am  appointed  to  murder  you, 

PoL  By  whom,  Camillo  f 

Cam.  By  the  King. 

PoL  For  what? 

Cam.  He  thinks,  nay  with  all  Confidence  he  fweart, 
A^  he  had  feen't,  or  been  an  Inftrument 
'  To  vice  you  to't,  that  you  have  toucht  his  Queen 
forbiddenly. 

PoL  Oh  then,  my  beft  Blood  turn 
To  an  infeftcd  Gelly,  and  my  Name 
Be  yoak'd  with  his  that  did  betray  the  bcft ; 
Turn  then  my  frcftieft  Reputation  to 
A  Savour,  that  may  ftrike  the  dulleft  Noftril 
Where  I  arrive;  and  my  Approach  be  fliun'd. 
Nay  hated  too,  worfe  than  the  great'ft  Infedion 
That  e*er  was  heard,  or  read. 

Cam.  Swear  his  Thought  over 
By  each  particular  Star  in  Heav*n,  and 
By  all  their  influences;  you  may  as  well 
Forbid  the  Sea  for  to  obey  the  Moon, 
As  or  by  Oath  remove,  or  Counfel  fliake 
The  Fabrick  of  his  Folly,  whofe  Foundation 
Is  pyl'd  upon  his  Faith,  and  will  continue 
The  ftanding  of  his  Body, 
A/.  How  ihould  this  gro^^, 
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^''      Cam.  I  know  not ;  but  I  am  fure  *tis  fafer  to 
Avoid  what's  grown,  than  queftion  how  'tis  born. 
If  therefore  you  dare  truft  my  Honcfty, 

cThat  lyes  inclofed  in  this  Trunk,  which  you     

Shall  bear  along  impawn*  d,  away  to  Night; 
Your  Followers  I  will  whifpcr  to  the  Bufinefs,  > 
And  will  by  twoes>  and  threes,   at  feveral  Pofterns, 
Clear  them  o'th'  City.  For  my  felf,  TU  put 
My  Fortunes  to  your  Service,  which  are  here 
By  this  Difcovery  loft.  Be  not  uncertain. 
For  by  the  Honour  of  my  Parents,  I 

I    Have  utter'd  Truth;  which  if  you  fcek  to  prove, 
I  dare  not  ftand  by;  nor  (hall  you  be  fafer 
Than  one  condemned  by  the  King's  own  Mouth  ; 
Thereon  his  Execution  fworn. 

PoL  I  do  believe  thee ; 
I  faw  his  Heart  in's  Face.  Give  me  thy  Hand; 
Be  Pilot  to  me,  and  thy  Places  fliall 
Srill  neighbour  mine.  My  Ships:  are  ready,  and 
My  People  did  expeft  my  hence  departure 
Two  Days  ago.  This  Jealoufie 
Is  for  a  precious  Creature;  as  (he*s  rare, 
Muft  it  be  great;  and,  as  his  Perfon's  mighty,  > 

Muft  it  be  violent;  and,  as  he  do's  conceive. 
He  is  diftionour'd  by  a  Man,  which  ever 
Profefs'd  to  him;  Why  his  Revenges  muft:  . 

In  that  be  made  more  bitter.   Fear  o'er- (hades  me:    - 
Good  Expedition  be  my  Friend,  and  comfort 
The  gracious  Queen,  part  of  his  Theam ;  but  nothing 
Of  his  ill-tane  Sufpicion.   Come,  Camillo^ 
I  will  refpcd  thee  as  a  Father,  if 
Thou  bear'ft  my  Life  oflF  hence.  Let  us  avoid, 
Ca9iu  It  is  in  mine  Authority  to  command 
The  Keys  of  all  the  Pofterns:   Pleafe  your  Highnefs 
To  take  the  urgent  Hour.  Come,  Sir,  away.         [Exeunt* 
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A  C  T  II,     S  C  E  N  E   I. 


Enter  Hermione,  Mamillius,  and 

^^r.np AKE  the  Boy  to  you;  he  fo  troubles  me, 
X    Tis  paft  enduring. 

I  Ludj.  Come,  my  pracirus  Lord« 
Shall  I  bey6ur  Play-fellow? 

M^m.  No,  rUnon^ofyou. 

1  Lad^.  Why,  my  fwect  Lord  ? 
Mam.  You'll  kifs  me  hard,  and  fpeak  to  me^  ts  if 

I  were  a  Baby  ftill.     I  love  you  better. 

z  Ladj.  And  why  fo,  my  LxiX^\ 

M^m.  Not  for  becaufe 
Your  Brows  are  blacker;  yet  black  Brows*  they  fty. 
Become  fome  Women  bed,  fo  that  there  be  not 
Too  much  Hair  there,  but  in  a  Semicircle, 
Or  a  Half-Moon  made  with  a  Pen. 

2  L^dj.  Who  taught  you  this  ?  . 
Mam.  I  learn'd  it  out  of  Womens  Faces :  Pray  now. 

What  Colour  be  your  Eye-brows? 

I  Lady.  Blue,  my  Lord, 

Mam.  Nay,  that's  a  Mock:  I  have  feen  a  Lady^s  Nofe 
That  has  been  blue,  but  not  her  Eye-brows. 

I  Lad)n  Hark  ye. 
The  Queen,  your  Mother,  rounds  apace  .•  We  (hall 
Prefent  our  Services  to  a  fine  new  Prince 
One  of  thcfe  Days,  and  then  you'll  wanton  with  us. 
If  we  would  have  you. 

X  Ladj.  She  is  fpread  of  late 
Into  a  goodly  Bulk,  good  Time  encounter  her. 

Her.  What  Wifdom  ftirs  amongft  you  ?  Come,  Sir,  no? 
I  am  for  you  again.  Pray  you  fit  by  us, 
And  rell's  a  Tale. 

Mam^  Merry,  or  fad,  fhal't  be  i 

Her.  As  merry  as  you  will. 

Mam.  A  fad  Tale's  beft  for  Winter. 
I  have  one  of  Sprights  and  Goblins. 

Her.  Let's  have  that>  good  Sit. 
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Come  on^  fit  down.  Come  on,  and  do  your  beft, 
I  To  fright  me  with  your  Sprights:  You're  powerful  at  it. 

Mam.  There  was  a  Man. 

//!rr.  Nay>  come  iit  down;  thea  on. 
^       Mam.  Dwelt  by  a  Church-yard:  I  will  tell  it  foftly; 
I  Yond  Crickets  fliall  not  hear  it. 

Her.  Come  on  then,  and  giv't  me  in  mine  Ear. 

£f$ur  Leontes,  Antigonus,  and  Lords. 

^    Leok  Was  he  met  there?  his  Train?  Camilla  with  hiffl  ? 

Lord.  Behind  the  Tuft  of  Pines  I  met  them,  never 
f    Saw  I  Men  fcowr  fo  on  their  way :  I  ey'd  them 
Even  to  their  Ships. 

L>eo.  How  bleft  am  I 
In  my  juft  Cenfure  ?  In  my  true  Opinioi^f 
.    Alack,  for  leffer  Knowledge,  how  accurs'd^ 

In  being  fo  bleft  ?  There  may  be  in  the  Cup  \ 

A  Spider  fteep'd,  and  one  may  drink;  depart, 
And  yet  partake  no  Venom;  for  his  Knowledge 
Is  not  infeded ;  but  if  one  prefent 
Th'  abhorr'd  Ingredient  to  his  Eye,  make  known 
How  he  hath  drunk,  he  cracks  his  Gorge,  his  Sides 
With  violent  Hefts.  I  have  drunk,  and  feen  the  Spider.      1 
Camillo  was  his  Help  in  this,  his  Pander :  ' 

There  is  a  Plot  ag^inft  my  Life,  my  Crown ; 
Air$  true  that  is  miftrufted;  that  falfe  Villain, 
Whom  I  employed,  was  prc-employ'd  by  him; 
He  hath  difcover'd  my  Defign,  and  I 

Remain  a  pinch'd  Thing;  yea,  a  very  Trick  ' 

For  them  to  play  at  will :  How  came  the  Poftcrns 
So  eafily  open? 
^  Lord.  By  his  great  Authority,  ^ 

z'  Which  often  have  no  Icfs  prevailed,  than  fo 
On  your  Command. 

Leo,  I  know't  too  well. 
Give  me  the  Boy,  I  am  glad  you  did  not  nurfe  him. 
Though  he  do's  bear  fome  Signs  of  me,  yet  you 
Have  too  much  ^lood  in  him. 

Her.  What  is  this  ?  Sport? 

Leo.  Bear  the  Boy  hence,  he  IhaWnot  com^  i^QM\.>aRt% 
A  wsy  with  him,  and  let  her  fport  \\et  fe\^  ,^-  ^ 


With  that  Ihe's  big  with,  for  'tis  Polixtnes  J 

Has  made  thee  fwell  thus.  ^ 

Her.  But  Tld  fay  he  had  not ; 
And  ril  be  fworn  you  would  believe  my  Saying, 
How  e'er  you  lean  to  th'  Nayward. 

Leo.  You,  my  Lords, 
Look  on  her,  mark  her  well ;  be  but  about 
To  (ay  (he  is  a  goodly  Lady,  and 
The  Juftice  of  your  Hearts  will  thereto  add, 
'Tis  pity  (he's  not  honeft:  Honourable: 
Praife  her  but  for  this  her  without-door  Form, 
Which  on  my  Faith  defervcs  high  Speech,  and  ftraight 
The  Shrug,  the  Hum,  or  Ha,  thcfe  Petty- brands 
That  Calumny  doth  ufe:  Oh  I  am  out. 
That  Mercy  do^'s,  for  Calumny  will  fear 
Virtue  it  felf,  thefe  Shrugs,  thefe  Hum's,  and  Ha's> 
When  you  have  faid  (he's  goodly,  come  between 
E*er  you  can  fay  flie's  honeft :  But  be*t  known. 
From  him  that  has  moft  Caufe  to  grieve  it  fliould  be. 
She's  an  Adukrefs, 

Her.  Should  a  Villain  fay  fb, 
The  moft  replenifti'd  Villain  in  the  World, 
He  were  as  much  more  Villain :  You,  my  Lord, 
Do  but  miftake. 

Leo»  You  have  miftook,  my  Lady, 
Polixenes  for  Leontes.    O  thou  thine,  "^ 

Which  ril  not  call  a  Creature  of  thy  Place, 
Left  Barbarifm,  making  me  the  Precedent, 
Should  a  like  Language  ufc  to  all  Degrees, 
And  mannerly  Diftinguiftiment  leave  out. 
Betwixt  the  Prince  and  Beggar.  I  have  (aid 
She's  an  Adultrefs,  I  have  faid  with  whom : 
More ;  She's  a  Traitor,  and  Camilla  is 
A  Federary  with  her,  and  one  that  knows 
What  ftie  fliould  fhame  to  know  her  felf. 
But  with  her  moft  vild  Principal;  that  flic's 
A  Bed  Swarver,  even  as  bad  as  thofe 
That  Vulgar  give  bold'ft  Titles  ^  ay,  and  privy 
To  this  their  late  Efcape. 

Her.  No,  by  my  Life, 
Pri'/y  to  none  of  this :  Ho^  VvW  tVv^  %r«N^  ^wi. 
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^-  Then  you  (hall  come  to  clearer  Knowledge,  that 
ou  thus  have  publifli'd  me  ?  Gentle,  my  Lord, 
.''ou  fcarce  can  right  me  throughly  than  to  fay 
'  If  ou  did  miftake. 

Leo.  No,  if  I  miftake 
(1  thofe  Foundations  which  I  build  upon, 
!*he  Center  is  not  big  enough  to  bear 
V  School-boy *s  Top.  Away  with  her,  toPrifons 
i,  rie  who  ihall  fpeak  of  her»  is  afar  off  guilty, 

3ut  that  he  fpeaks. 
jy       Her.  There's  fome  ill  Planet  reigns ; 
i^  mu(l  be  patient, 'till  the  Heav'ns  look 
njWith  an  Afped  more  favourable.  Good  my  Lords, 
I  am  not  prone  to  weeping,  as  our  Sex  ] 

Commonly  are,  the  want  of  which  vain  Dew 
Lj^Perchance  Ihall  dry  your  Pities  j  but  I  have  \ 

^  TThat  Honourable  Grief  lodg'd  here,  which  burns    •  •' 
r.    Worfe  than  Tears  drovin  :  'Befeech  you  all,  my  Lords, 
3g|  With  Thoughts  fb  qualified  as  your  Charities 
Shall  heft  inftrud  you,  meafure  me;  and  fo 
The  Kipg's  Will  be  performed. 
Leo.  Shall  I  be  heard  ? 

Her.  Who  is't  that  goes  with  me?.  Befecch  your  Highnefs 
My  Women  may  be  with  me,  for  you  fee 
My  Plight  requires  it.  Do  not  wetp,  good  Fools, 
-There  is  no  caufe;  when  you  (hall  know  your  Miflrefs 
Has  deferv'd  Prifon,  then  abound  in  Tears, 
As  I  come  out;  this  Aftion  I  now  go  on. 
Is  for  my  better  Grace.  Adieu,  my  Lord, 
I  never  wiih'd  to  fee  you  forry ;  now 
I  truft  I  ftiall.  My  Women  come,  you  have  leave. 
Leo.  Go,  do  our  bidding;  hence. 
Lord.  Befeech  your  Highncfs  call  the  Queen  again. 
jint.  Be  certain  what  you  do.  Sir,  left  your  Jufticc 
Prove  Violence,  in  the  which  three  great  ones  luffer. 
Your  felf,  your  Queen,  your  Son. 

Lord.  For  her,  my  Lord, 
I  dare  my  Life  lay  down,  and  will  do't.  Sir, 
Pleafe  you  t'  accept  it,  that  the  Queen  is  fpotlefs 
I'th'  Eyes  of  Heav'n,  and  to  you,  1  mt^tv 
fn  this  whic}}  you  af  cufe  her. 
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Am.  U  it  prove 
She's  otherwife.  111  keep  my  Stable  where 
I  lodge  my  Wife,  I'll  go  in  Couples  with  her  : 
Then  when  I  feel,  and  (ee  her,  no  further  truft  her; 
For  every  Inch  of  Woman  in  the  World, 
L  every  Dram  of  Woman's  Fle(h  is  falfe^ 
If  (he  be. 

Lea.  Hold  your  Peaces, 

Lord.  Good  my  Lord. 

Aftt.  It  is  for  you  we  fpeak,  not  for  our  (elves ; 
You  are  abufed  by  fome  Putter  on. 
That  will  be  damn'dfor^t;  would  I  knew  the  Villain* 
I  would  Land-damn  him:  Be  (he  Honour-fiaw*d, 
I  have  three  Daughters;  the  Eldefl:  is  eleven; 
The  fccond,  and  the  third,  nine;  and  Sons  five; 
If  this  prove  true,  they'll  pay  for't.  By  mine  Honour 
I'll  geld  'em  all :  Fourteen  they  Ihall  not  fee 
To  bring  fa^fe  Generations:  They  are  Co-heirs. 
I  had  rather  glib  my  ftlf,  than  they 
Should  not  produce  fair  lifue. 

Leo.  Ceafe,  no  more : 
You  fmell  this  Bufinefs  with  a  Senfe  as  cold 
As  is  a  dead  Man's  Nofe;  but  I  do  fee*t,  and  fccl% 
As  you  feel  doing  thus;  and  fee  withal 
The  Inftruments  that  feel. 

Ant.  If  it  be  fo. 
We  need  no  Grave  to  bury  Honefty, 
There's  not  a  Grain  of  it,  the  Face  to  fweeten 
Of  the  whole  dungy  Earth. 

Leo.  What  ?  lack  I  credit  ? 

Lord.  I  had  rather  you  did  lack  than  I,  my  Lord, 
Upon  this  Grour^d ;  and  more  it  would  content  me 
To  have  her  Honour  true,  than  your  Sufpicion; 
Be  blam'd  for't  how  you  might. 

Leo.  Why  what  need  we 
Commune  with  you  for  this?  But  rather  follow 
Our  forceful  Inftigation  f  Our  Prerogative 
Calls  not  your  Counfels,  but  our  natural  Goodneft 
Imparts  this;  wh'ch,  if  you,  or  ftupified. 
Or  feeming  fo,  in  skilly  caar\ot>  ot  hivW  t^ox 
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Relifh  a  Truth,  like  us;  Inform  your  felves, 
Wc  need  no  more  of  your  Advice :  The  Matter, 

^The  Lofsi  the  Gain,  the  ordering  on*r, 

afis  all  properly  ours. 

jlnt.  And  I  wifti,  my  Liege, 
You  had  only  in  your  filent  Judgment  try'd  it. 
Without  more  Overture.  ' 

Leo.  How  could  that  be/ 
Either  thou  art  mofl  ignorant  by  Age; 

s  Or  thou  wert  bom  a  Fool.  CdmUU*%  Flight 
Added  to  their  Familiarity, 

I   (Which  was  as  grofs  as  ever  touch'd  Conjefture, 

:    That  lack'd  Sight  only,  nought  for  Approbation, 
But  only  feeing  all  other  Circumftances 
Made  up  to  th'  Deed)  doth  puih  on  this  Proceeding; 

^    Yet  for  a  greater  Confirmation, 

For  in  an  Aft  of  this  Importance,  'twere. 
Mod  pitious  to  be  wild,  I  have  difpatch'd  in  Poft, 
To  facred  Delphos^  to  ^folio's  Temple, 
Cleomina  and  Deon^  whom  you  know 
Of  ftuff'd  Sufficiency :  Now,  from  the  Oracle 
They  will  bring  all,  whofe  fpiritual  Counfel  had. 
Shall  flop,  or  fpur  me.  Have  I  done  well? 
Lord.  Well  done,  my  Lord. . 
Leo,  Tho*  I  am  fatisfy^d,  and  need  no  more 
Than  what  I  know;  yet  Ihall  the  Oracle 
Give  reft  to  th'  Minds  of  others ;  fuch  as  he, 
Whofe  ignorant  Credulity  will  not 
Come  up  to  th' Truth.  So  we  have  thought  it  good 
From  our  free  Pcrfon,  (he  fliould  be  confin'd. 
Left  that  the  Treachery  of  the  two,  fled  hence* 
Be  left  her  to  perform.  Come,  follow  us. 
We  are  to  fpeak  in  publick,-  for  this  Bufinefs 
Will  raife  us  all. 

^Ht.  To  Laughter,  as  I  take  it. 
If  the  good  Truth  were  known.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE    II. 

Enter  Paulina  dnd  a  GcntlemMn. 

P49U.  The  Keeper  of  the  Prifon,  call  to  him : 

[Exh  „ 
Let  him  have  the  Knowledge  whom  I  am.     Good  Ladj, 
.  No  Court  in  Europe  is  too  good  for  thee ; 
W  hat  doft  thou  then  in  Prifon  ?  Now,  good  Sir, 
You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 

[^Re-enter  Gentleman  with  the  G 

God.  For  a  worthy  Lady, 
Aud  one,  whom  much  I  honour* 

Pan.  Pray  you  then, 
Conduft  me  to  the  Queen. 

Goa.  I  may  not.  Madam, 
To  the  contrary  I  have  exprefs  Commandment. 

Pan.  Here's  a-do  to  lock  up  Honcfty  and  Honour  fni 
Th'  Accefs  of  gentle  Vifitors!  Is't  lawful  pray  you 
To  fee  the  Women  ?  Any  of  them  ?  Emilim  ? 

God.  So  pleafe  you,  Madam, 
To  put  a-part  thefe  your  Attendants^  I 
Shall  bring  Emilid  forth. 

PdH.  I  pray  you  now  call  her : 
Withdraw  your  felvcs. 

God.  And,  Madam, 
I  muft  be  prefent  at  your  Conference. 

PdH.  Well ;  be  it  fo :  Prethce. 

Enter  Emilia. 
Here's  fuch  a-do  to  make  no  Stain  a  Stain, 
As  paffes  colouring.  Dear  Gentlewoman^ 
How  fares  our  gracious  Lady? 

Emil.  As  well  as  one  fo  grear,  and  fo  foilorn 
May  hold  together;  on  her  Frights  and  Griefs, 
Which  never  tender  Lady  hath  bom  greater. 
She  is,  fomething  before  her  Time,  delivered. 

Pdu.  A  Boy : 

EmiU  A  Daughter,  and  a  goodly  Babe^ 
Lufty,  and  like  to  live :  The  Queen  receives 
Much  Comfort  in't.  Says,  my  poor  Prifoner^ 
I  am  innocent  as  you. 

Pau.  I  dare  bcfwotn: 
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\    rhefc  dangerous,  unfafe  Luncs  i'th'  King,  belhrew  them, 

ie  muft  be  told  on't,  and  fliall;  the  Office 
j^ Becomes  a  Woman  bcft.  I'll  take  it  upon  me, 

.  f  I  prove  Honey- mouth'd,  let  my  Tongue  blifter ; 
35J%nd  never  to  my  rcd-looW  Anger  be 

rhe  Trumpet  any  more.  Pray  you,  Emilia^ 
^  tZommend  my  beft  Obedience  to  the  Queen, 

tf  flie  dares  truft  me  with  her  little  Babe, 
»ti['ll  fliew't  the  King,  and  undertake  to  be 

Her  Advocate  to  th'  loud*ft.  We  do  not  know 
riHow  he  may  foften  at  the  Sight  o'th*  Child: ; 
The  Silence  often  of  pure  Innocence 
Pcrfuades,  when  Speaking  fails. 
EmiL  Moft  worthy  Madam, 
Your  Honour  and  your  Goodnefs  is  fo  evident. 
That  your  free  Undertaking  cannot  mifs 
I   A  thriving  Iffuc :  There  is  no  Lady  living 
m  So  meet  for  this  great  Errand ;  pleafe  your  Ladyihip 
■p  To  vifit  the  next  Room,  I'll  prcfently 

Acquaint  the  Queen  of  your  moft  noble  Offer, 
Who  but  to  Day  hammered  of  this  Defign, 
But  durft  not  tempt  a  Minifter  of  Honour, 
■   Left  (he  (hould  be  deny*d. 
Pau.  Tell  her,  Emilia^ 
V\\  ufe  that  Tongue  I  have;  if  Wit  flow  from't. 
As  boldnefs  from  my  Bofom,  let't  not  be  doubted 
I  fhall  do  good. 

EmiL  Now  be  you  blcft  for  it : 
ril  to  the  Queen :  Pleafe  you  come  fomething  nearer. 
Goa.  Madam,  iPt  pleafe  the  Queen  to  fend  the  Babe> 
I  know  not  what  I  Ihall  incur  to  pafs  it. 
Having  no  Warrant. 

Pan.  You  need  not  fear  it.  Sir, 
The  Child  was  Prifoner  to  the  Womb,  and  is 
By  Law  and  Procefs  of  great  Nature,  thence 
Free'd,  and  enfranchised,  not  a  Party  to 
The  Anger  of  the  King,  nor  guilty  of. 
If  any  be,  the  Trefpafs  of  the  Queen. 
-  Gea.  I  do  believe  it. 

Pau.  Do  not  you  fear;   upon  mine  TAot«i>it^\ 
V/ill  ftand  betwixt  you  and  DaJigcr.  V^^*^; 


> 


SCENE    III. 

Enter  Leontes,  Antigonus,  Lords^  and  other  Atttnim^ 

Lio.  Nor  Night,  nor  Day,  no  reft;  it  is  but  Weaimeb 
To  bear  the  Matter  thus;  mear  Weakne/s,  i£ 
The  Caufe  were  not  in  Being;  part  o'th'Caufc, 
She,  th*  Adultrcfs;  for  the  Harlot- King 
Is  quitir  beyond  mine  Arm;  out  of  the  Blank 
And  Level  of  my  Brain ;  Plot-p^-oof ;  but  ihe 
I  can  hock  to  me  :    Say  that  ihe  were  gone. 
Given  to  the  Fire,  a  Moiety  of  my  Reft 
Might  C9me  to  me  again.  Who's  there  i 

Enter  an  Attendant* 

jitten.  My  Lord. 

Leo,  How  do's  the  Boy? 

^tten.  He  took  good  reft  to  Night;  *tis  hop'd 
His  Sicknefs  is  difcharg'd. 

Leo.  To  fee  his  Noblenefs  ! 
Conceiving  the  Diihonour  of  his  Mother, 
He  ftraighr  declined,. droop'd,  took  it  deeply, 
Faften'd,  and  fix'd  the  Shame  on't  in  himfelf ; 
Threw  oflF  his  Spirit,  his  Appetite,  his  Sleep, 
And  down-right  languiih'd.  Leave  me  folely ;  go. 
See  how  he  fares.  Fie,  fie,  no  Thought  of  him. 
The  very  Thought  of  my  Revenges  that  way 
Recoyl  upon  me;  in  himfelf  too  Mighty ; 
Until  a  Time  may  ferve,  for  prefcnt  Vengeance 
Take  it  on  her.  CamilUy  and  Polixenes 
Laugh  ar  me,  make  their  Paftime  at  my  Sorrow ; 
They  (hould  not  laugh,  if  I  could  reach  them,  nor  ' 

Shall  ihe,  within  my  Power. 

Enter  Paulina  with  4  Child. 

Lord.  You  muft  not  enter. 

Pan.  Nay  rather,  good  my  Lords,  be  fecond  to  me : 
Fear  you  his  tyrannous  Paffion  more,  alas. 
Than  the  Queen's  Life  i  A  gracious  innocent  SouL 
More  free  than  he  is  jealous* 

Ant.  That's  enough. 

At  ten.  Madam,  he  hath  not  (le^t  to  Ni^lxt\  commanded 
None  ihould  come  neat  Vvun. 


theU^nters  Tdle.  ^i  j 

I.    Pdm  Not  fo  hoti  good  Sir^ 

come  to  bring  him  Sleeps    'Tis  fucii  is  you 
ij^rhat  creep  like  Shadows  by  him>  and  do  figb 

it  each  his  oeedlefs  hcavings  ;  fuch  ai  you 
'i^ourifh  the  Caufe  of  his  awaking.    I 
'^o  come  with  words,  as  medicinal^  as  true ; 
^iifoneft)  as  either,  to  purge  him  of  that  Humour^ 
fhat  prefles  him  from  Sleep, 
'    JLeo.  What  noife  therci  ho  ?  - 

Pan.  No  noife,  my  Lord,  but  needful  Conference! 
About  fome  Goffips  for  yeur  Highoefs* 

Leo.  How  ? 
Away  with  that  audacious  Lady,    uintigonus^ 
I  charg'd  thee  that  ihe  (hould  not  come  about  me^ 
[  knew  ihe  would. 

Ant.  I  told  her  fo,  my  Lord* 
On  your  Difpleafures  peril  and  on  mine. 
She  ihould  not  vidt  you. 

Li$.  What  ?  canft  not  rule  her  ? 

Pan.  From  all  Diihonefty  he  can;  in  this, 
tJnlefs  he  take  the  courfe  that  you  have  done, 
Commit  me^  for  committing  Honour^  truft  ir^ 
He  (hall  not  rule  me. 

Ant.  La-you  now,  you  hear» 
When  ihe  will  take  the  Rein*  I  let  her  run» 
But  ihe*ll  not  ftumble. 

Pat$.  Good  lily  Liege*  t  come— ^-^ 
And  I  befeech  you  hear  me*  who  profelTes 
My  felf  your  loyal  Servant,  your  Shy fician. 
Your  mod  obedient  Counfeltor :  Yet  that  dar^r 
Lefs  appear  fo,  in  comforting  your  Evils* 
Than  fuch  as  mod  feem  yours.    I  fay^  I  comr 
From  your  good  Qjieen^ 

Leo.  Good  Q^een  I 

Pau.  Good  Qpccn*  ^J  Lord*  good  Queen^ . 
I  4ay,  good  Queen; 

And  wcmid,  by  Combate^  make  her  good,  were  I 
A  Man*  the  worft  about  you* 

Leo.  Force  her  hence. 

Pan.  Let  him  that  makes  but  TfiAes  tk  \i\%lL^v^ 
■&/?  Aa/i^iae.^  Oil  mine  own  accord  V\\  off  ^  ^   , 
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But  firft,  ril  do  my  Errand.    The  good  Queen, 
For  (he  is  good>  hath  brought  you  forth  a  Daugfaterj 
Here  'tis;  commends  it  to  your  Blefling. 

[Laying  dmm  tk 

Leo.  Out  I 
A  mankind  Witch  I  Hcficc  with  her,  out  o'door: 
A  moft  inrcUigencing  Baw^d. 

Faff.  Not  fo, 
I  am  as  ignorant  in  that  as  you. 
In  fo  entitling  me;  and  no  Icfs  honcft 
Than  you  are  read;  which  is  enough,  I'il  warrant. 
As  this  World  goes,  to  pafs  for  honeft, 

Leo.  Traitors ! 
Will  you  not  pulh  her  out  ?  Give  her  the  Blftard.  [7i 
Thou  Dotard,  thou  art  Woman-ry r*d ;  unroofted 
By  thy  Dame  ?^r//^r  here.     Take  up  the  Baftard, 
Take't  up,  I  fay,  give't  to  the  Croan. 

Pan.  For  ever 
Unvenerable  be  thy  Hands,  if  thou 
Take'fl  up  the  Princefs,  by  that  forced  BafenefS 
Which  he  has  put  upon't. 

Leo.  He  dreads  his  Wife, 

Pau.  So  I  would  you  did  :  then  'twere  pafl:  all  doubt 
You'Id  caU  your  Children  yotirs.     " 

Leo.  A  Neft  of  Traitors ! 

^nt.  I  am  none,  by  this  good  Light. 

Paff.  Nor  I ;  nor  any 
But  ©ne  that's  here  ;  and  that's  himfclf.    For  he# . 
The  facred  Honour  of  himfelf,  his  Queen's, 
His  hopeful  Sons,  his  Bibcs  betrays  to  Slander^ 
Wdofe  Sting  is  (harper  than  the  Swords ;  and  will  not 
(For  as  the  Cafe  now  ftands,  it  is  a  Curfc 
He  cannot  be  compell'd  to't)  once  remove 
The  Root  of  bis  Opinion,  which  is  rotten 
As  ever  Oak,  or  Stone  was  found. 

Leo.  A  Callat 
Of  boundlefs  Tongue,  who  late  hath  beat  her  Husband, 
And  now  baits  me.    This  Brat  is  none  of  mine* 
It  is  the  Iflue  of  Polixenes. 
Hence  with  it,  and  towtVvtt  'wvAvxJcw^'O^m^ 
Commit  them  to  th^Pite. 
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Tan.  It  is  yours ; 
^ndy  might  wc  Jay  th*  old  Proverb  to  your  Charge, 
Jo  like  you,  *ti$  the  worfe.     Behold,  my  Lords, 
Altho'  the  Print  be  little,  the  whole  Matter 
hxid  Copy  of  the  Father;  Eye^Nofe,  Lip, 
Whe  trick  of 's  Frownj  his  Forehead,  nay,  the  Valley, 
rheprettyDimplcsof  his  Chioj  and  Cheek,  hisSmiks,. 
rhe  very  Mold,  and  frame  of  his  Hand,  Nail,  Finger. 
And  thou  good  Goddefs  Nature,  which  haft  made  it 
So  like  to  him  that  got  it,  if  thou  haft 
sThc  ordering  of  the  Mind  too,  *mongft  all  Colours 
Ko  Vellow  in*t,  left  flic  fufpeft,  as  he  does. 
Her  Children^  not  her  Husbands. 
:    Leo.  A  grofs  Hag  f 
lAnd  Loz^lj  thou  art  worthy  to  be  hang'd> 
That  wilt  hot  ftay  her  Tongue. 

•Am.  Hang  all  the  Husbands 
That  cannot  do  that  Feat,  youll  leave  yottr  felf 
Hardly  one  Subjed. 

Leg.  Once  more  take  ker  hence,, 

PaH.  A  moft  unworthy  and  unnatural  Lord 
Can  do  no  more. 

Leoi  I'll  ha'  thee  burnt; 

Pan.  I  care  not ; 
It  is  an  Herctick  that  makes  the  Fipe> 
Kot  (he  which  burns  in't.    1*11  not  call  you  Tyrant; 
But  this  moft  cruel  Ufage  of  your  Queen 
CNot  able  to  produce  more  Accufation 
Than  your  own  weak-hing'd  Fancy)  fofiietiffles  favours 
Of  Tyranny^  and  will  ignoble  make  you, 
Yea,  fcandalous  to  the  World. 

Leo.  On  your  Allegiance, 
Out  of  the  Chamber  with  her.    Were  I  a  Tyrant^ 
Where  were  her  Life  ?  She  durft  not  call  me  fo> 
If  Ae  did  know  me  one.     Away  with  her. 

Pau.  I  pray  you  do  not  pufh  me,  I'll  be  gone* 
Look  to  your  Babe,  my  Lord,  'tis  yours;  Jow  fend  her 
A  better  guiding  Spirit.     What  need  thefe  Hands? 
If ou  that  are  thus  fo  tendet  o'er  his  FoUks, 
IViJJ  never  do  him  goifd^  not  one  o{  you* 
b,  fo :  Fzreweh  WC  arc  gone*  ^t^^*. 
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Leo.  TKo.',  T. aitor,  haft  fct  on  thy  Wife  to  this. 
My  Child  I  awiy  witht.     Even  thou,  that  haft    . 
A  H.Mrt  lo  tender  o'er  it,  take  it  hence^ 
And  (ec  it  inft;>r!tly  confum'd  with  Fire. 
£^  en  thou,  and  none  but  thou*    Take  it  up  ftraifht: 
Within  this  hour  bring  me  word  'tis  done* 
And  by  good  Teftimony,  or  I'll  feize  tky  Life, 
With  what  thou  elfe  caifft  thine:  If  thou  refuft^ 
And  wilt  encounter  with  my  Wrath,  fay  (b  $ 
The  Baftard-brains  with  thefe  my  proper  Hands  | 

Shall  I  dafti  out:  Go  take  it  to  the  Fire. 
For  thou  fett'ft  on  thy  Wife. 

^f$t.  I  did  not,  Sir  : 
Thefe  Lords,  my  noble  Fellows,  if  they  pleale^ 
Can  clear  me  in't. 

Lord.  We  can«  my  Royal  Liege, 
He  is  not  guilty  of  her  coming  hitner^ 

Leo.  YouVe  Liars  all. 

Lords.  'Befeech  your  Highnefi  give  us  better  Credit. 
We  have  always  truly  ferv'd  you>  and  befcech  you 
So  to  efteem  of  us :  And  on  our  Knees  we  b^    ^ 
(As  Rccompcnce  of  nur  dear  Services 
Paft,  and  to  come)  that  you  do  change  this  purpofi^ 
Which  being  fo  horrible,  fo  bloody>  muft 
Lead  on  to  Tome  foul  Iflue.     We  all  kneel  ■      — 

Leo.  I  am  a  Father  for  each  Wind  that  blows : 
Shall  I  live  on,  to  fee  this  Baftard  kneel. 
And  call  me  Father  {  better  burn  it  now» 
Than  curfe  it  then.     But  be  it;  let  it  live : 
It  (hall  not  neither.    You  Sir,  come  you  hither  ;     [7$  Aft 
You  that  have  been  fo  tenderly  officious 
With  Lady  Margery^  your  Midwife  there, 
Tofave  this  Baftarcrs  Life;  for  'tis  a  Baftard, 
So  fure  as  this  Beard's  grey  :  What  will  yoa  adytntUft, 
To  favc  this  Brat*s  Life  ? 

jim.  Any  thing,  my  Lord, 
That  my  Ability  may  undergo. 
And  Noblenefs  impofe :  At  leaft  thus  much  ; 
III  pawn  the  little  Blood  which  I  have  lefc^ 
To&YC  the  Innocent^  any  tS^an^^^&^Y^^ 
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"tti     L$$.  Ic  (hall  be  poflible;  fv^ear  by  this  Sword    ^ 
ai'iThou  wilt  perform  xny  biddirg. 
jUt.  I  wilL  my  Lord. 

Lio.  Mark  and  perform  it;  feeft  thou?  for  the  fail 
^:Of  any  point  in'r,  fhall  not  only  be 
"  Death  to  thy  (elf,  but  to  thy  lewd-tongu*d  Wife, 
fj  Whom  for  this  time  we  pardon.    We  enjoin  thee, 
^  As  thou  art  Liege-man  to  us,  that  thou  cany 

This  female  Baflard  hence^  and  that  thou  bear  ic 
!|  To  fome  remote  and  dcfart  Place,  quite  out 
Of  our  Dominions;  and  that  there  thou  leave  it. 
Without  much  Mercy,  to  its  own  Proteftion, 
And  favour  of  the  Chmate;  as  by  ftrange  Fortune 
•    It  came  to  us,  I  do  in  Juftice  charge  thee, 
'    On  thy  Soul's  Peri!,  and  ^hy  Body's  Torture, 
That  thou  commtnd  it  Arangely  to  fome  placr. 
Where  Chance  may  liurfe  or  end  it.     Take  it  up. 

jint.  I  fwear  to  do  this ;  tho'  a  prefcnt  Death 
Had  been  more  merciful.     Come  on,  poor  Babe, 
Some  powerful  Spirit  inftruA  the  Kites  and  Ravens 
To  be  thy  Nurfes.     Wolves  and  Bears,  they  fay, 
.  (CaftinK  their  Sa^agenefs  afide)  have  done 
Like  offices  of  Pity.     Sir,  be  profperous 
Id  more  than  this  Deed  does  require ;  and  Bleffing, 
Againft  this  Cruelty,  fight  on  thy  (ide. 
Poor  thing  condemned  to  Lofs.  [Exit  with  the  Child. 

Lt;  No ;  I'll  not  rear 
Another's  Iflue. 

Enttr  d  AfeffengiTm 
Mef.  Pleafe  ypur  Highnefs,  Pofts 
From  thdfe  you  fent  to  th'  Oracle,  are  come 
An  hour  fince.     Cleemims  and  Dmit, 
Being  well  arriv'd  from  Dtlfh^s^  are  both  landed, 
Hafting  to  th"  Court. 

Lord.  So  pleafe  you.  Sir,  their  (peed 
Hath  been  beyond  Account. 
Le0»  Twenty  three  days 
They  have  been  abfent :  *tis  good  fpeed ;  foretels 
The  great  jipollo  fuddenly  will  have 
The  truth  of  this  appear.  Prepare  you  l^otds 
Summon  a  SeSRoo,  that  we  may  Ktta^^ti  ^^ 


And  play'd  to  take  Spedators.    For  behold  me^ 
A  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Bed,  which  owe 
A  Moiety  of  the  Throne:  A  great  Kioe's  Daughteti 
The  Mother  to  a  hopeful  Prince,  here  ftamiing 
To  prate  ai  d  talk  for  Life»  and  Honour,  fore 
Who  pleafc  to  come  and  heir.    For  Life^  I  prise  it 
As  I  weigh  Grief  (which  I  would  fpare:)  For  Henoatf 
-Tis  a  derivative  from  me  to  mioet 
And  only  that  I  fland  for.    I  appeal 
To  )  our  own  Codficience)  Sir,  before  P0lhi$9us 
Came  to  your  Court,  how  I  was  in  your  Grace^ 
How  merited  to  be  fo;  fince  he  camtt 
With  what  encounter  fo  uncurrent  I 
Have  ftraiii'd  t'appcar  thus;  if  one  jot  beyond 
The  bounds  of  Hoi.our,  or-in  aft,  or  will^ 
That  way  cnclining*  hardned  be  the  Hearts 
Of  all  that  hear  me,  and  my  near*ft  of  Kin 
Cry  fie  upon  my  Grave. 
Leo.  I  ne'er  heard  yet 
That  any  of  thofe  bolder  Vices  wanted 
Lefs  Impudence  to  gain-fay  what  they  did. 
Than  to^erform  it  firft. 

Her.  \tM  is  true  enough, 
Tho*  *tis  a  faying»  Sir,  not  due  to  me* 
L€9.  You  will  not  own  it. 
Her.  More  than  Miftrefs  of; 

What  comes  to  me  in  name  of  fault,  I  muft  nqt 

At  all  acknowledge.     For  PoUxefies^ 

With  whom  I  am  accus'd^  I  do  confefi 

I  lov'd  him,  as  in  Honour  he  required ; 

With  fuch  a  kind  of  Lov^»  as  might  become 

A  Lady  like  me  ;  with  a  Love,  even  fucb» 

So  and  no  other,  as  your  felf  commanded : 

Which  not  to  have  done,  I  think  had  been  in  me 

Both  Difobedience  and  Ingratitude 

To  you,  and  towards  your  Friends;  whofe  Love  ht|d  /pdK| 

Even  flnce  it  could  fpeak,  from  an  Infant,  freely^ 

That  it  was  yours.     Now  for  ConfpiracV|. 

i  know  not  how  it  tafts,  tho'  it  be  difh'q 

I'or  me  to  try  how;  al)  I  know  of  ift 
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^Xs»  that  CamiUo  was  an  honeft  Man  ; 

^  And  why  he  left  your  Court,  the  Gods  themfelves^ 

■ij^otting  no  more  than  I,  arc  ignorant. 

™    Leo.  You  knew  of  his  departure,  as  you  know 
■What  you  have  undertaken  to  do  in's  abfence^ 

■If    Her.  Sir, 
^You  fpeak  a  Language  that  I  underftand  not ; 
My  Life  ftands  in  the  level  of  your  Dreams, 
Which  PU  lay  down. 

■     Lid.  Your  Adions  are  my  Dreams» 

m  You  had  a  Baftard  by  PoUxenes^ 

And  I  but  dream'd  it :  As  you  were  paft  all  Shame, 
(Thofe  of  your  Faft  are  fo)  fo  paft  all  Truth ; 

'    Which  to  deny,  concerns  more  than  avails :  For  as 
Thy  Brat  hath  been  caft  out,  like  to  it  felf. 
No  Father  owning  it,  (which  is  indeed 
More  criminal  in  thee,  than  ir^  fo  thou 
Shalt  feel  our  Juftice,  in  whofe  eafieft  Pafl^ge 
Look  for  no  lefs  than  Death. 

Her.  Sir,  fpare  your  Threats ; 
The  Bug  which  you  would  fright  me  with,  Iftek: 
To  me  can  Life  be  no  Commodity, 
The  Crown  and  Comfort  of  my  Life,  your  Favour, 
I  do  give  loft,  for  I  do  feel  it  gone. 
But  know  not  how  it  went.    My  fecond  Joy» 
,  And  Firft •fruits  of  my  Body,  from  his  Prefence 
I  am  barr*d  like  one  infedious.    My  third  Comfort,  * 
Star*d  moft  unluckily,  is  from  my  Breaft 
(The  innocent  Milk  in  its  moft  innotknt  Mouth) 
Hal'd  out  to  Murder ;  my  felf  on  every  Poft 
Proclaim*d  a  Strumpet ;  with  immodeft  Hatred 
The  Child^bed  Privilege  deny'd  which  'longs 
To  Women  of  all  Faihton  :   Laftly,  hurried 
Here^  to  this  place,  i'th'  open  Air,  before 
I  have  got  ftrength  of  Limbs.     Now,  my  Liegf, 
Tell  nae  what  Bleffings  I  have  here  alive,. 
That  I  ftiould  fear  to  die?  Therefore  proceed:, 
But  yet  hear  this;  miftake  me  not;  no  Life, 
I  prize  it  not  a  Straw,  but  for  mine  Honotir, 
Which  I  would  free:  If  I  fliaU  be  cotvdtmtf^ 


\i^^ 


Upon  Surmifes,  all  Proofs  fleeping  elfc. 
But  what  your  Jealoufies  awak«,  I  tell  you 
'Tis  Rigour,  and  not  Law.     Your  Honours  all, 
I  do  refer  me  to  the  Oiacle  : 
jifdllo  be  my  Judge. 

Lord.  This  your  Rcqucft 

Enter  Dion  and  Cleomines. 
Is  altogether  jufl ;  therefore  bring  forth. 
And  in  jipollo*s  Name,  his  (Dracle. 

Her.  The  Emperor  of  Rujj^  was  my  Father, 
Oh  that  he  were  aUve,  and  here  beholding  \ 

His  Daughter's  Trial ;  chat  he  did  but  fee 
The  flatnefs  of  my  Mifery  i  yet  with  Eyes 
Of  Pity,  not  Revenge. 

Officer.  You  here  ihall  fwear  upon  the  Sword  of  Juftia; 
That  you,  Qeomines  and  Dion^  have 
Been  both  at  DelphoSj  and  from  thence  have  brought 
This  feaM-up  Oracle,  by  the  hand  delivered 
Of  great  jipollo*s  Pricfl: ;  and  that  fince  then. 
You  have  not  dar'd  to  break  the  holy  Seal,  . 
Nor  read  the  Secrets  in't. 

Cleo.  Dion.  All  this  we  fwear. 

Leo.  Break  up  the  Seals  and  read. 

Officer.  Hermione  is  Chafi,  Polixcnes  bUmgUfs,  Canilb 
4  true  SubjeHy  Leontes  a  jealous  Tyrant^  his  innocent  tJk 
trnlj  hegotteuj  and  the  King  Jball  live  without  an  Heir^  iftk 
which  is  lofi  be  not  found. 

Lords.  Now  bleffed  be  the  great  jipollo. 

Her.  Praifed. 

Leo.  Haft  thou  read  the  Truth? 

Offic*  Ay,  my  Lord«  even  fo  as  it  is  here  fet  down. 

Leo.  There  is  no  Truth  at  all  i'th'  Oracle  ; 
The  Seflions  fhall  proceed ;  this  is  meer  FaKbood, 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord  the  King;  the  King, 

Leo.  What  is  the  Bufinefs  ? 

Ser.  O  Sir,  I  fhall  be  hated  to  Report  i% 
The  Prince  your  Son,  with  meer  conceit  and  fear 
•  Of  the  Queen's  fpecd,  is  gone. 

Leo.  How,  gone  ? 


The  Vf^ntcrs  Tale.  5>  x  3, 

Ser.  Is  dead. 
^,     Leo.  folio's  angry,  and  the  Heav'ns  themfelves 
"^^Do  ftrike  at  my  Injuftice.     How  now  there?    [Her.  faints. 
Pan.  This  News  is  mortal  to  the  Queen :  Lcxdc  down 
And  fee  what  Death  is  doing. 

Lio.  Take  her  hence ; 
Her  Heart  is  but  o'cr-charg*d ;  flie  will  recover. 

\JE,xennt  Paulina  and  Ladies  with  Hermionc. 
I  have  too  much  believ'd  mine  own  Sufpiciop; 
c;  'Befeech  you  tenderly  apply  to  her 

Some  Remedies  for  Life,     ^clto,  pardon 
My  great  Prophanefs  'gainfi  thine  Oracle, 
ril  reconcile  me  to  PoUxeneSy 
New  woo  my  Queen,  recal  the  good  CamitU 
|j  (Whom  I  proclaim  a  Man  of  Truth,  of  Mercy) 

For  being  tranfported  by  my  Jealoulies 
e  To  bloody  Thoughts  and  to  Revenge,  I  chofe 
Qtmillo  for  the  Minifter,  to  poifon 
My  Friend  Polixenes;  which  had  been  done. 
But  that  the  good  Mind  of  Camitto  tardied 
JMy  fwift  command ;  tho'  I  with  Death,  and  with 
Reward  did  threaten  and  encourage  him> 
Not  doing  ir,  and  being  done ;  he  (moft  Human, 
And  fiird  with  Honour^  to  my  kingly  Gueft 
I    Unclafp'd  my  Pradice,  quic  his  Fortunes  here, 
t    Which  you  knew  great,  and  to  the  certain  hazard 
Of  all  Uncertainties,  himfelf  commended. 
No  richer  than  his  Honour :  How  he  gliflers 
Through  my  dark  RuftI    And  how  his  Piety 
Does  my  Deeds  make  the  blacker  I 

Enter  Paulina. 
Pan.  Woe  the  while : 
O  cut  my  Laee^  left  my  Hearts  cracking  it. 
Break  too.  ■, 

Lordn  What  Fit  is  this,  good  Lady  ? 
Pan.  What  ftudied  Torments,  Tyrant,  haft  formed 
What  Wheels?  Racks?  Fires?  What  Flayingi   Boiling? 

Burning, 
In  Leads  or  Oils  ?  What  old  or  new  Torture 
Muft  I  receive?  whofe  very  word  drfttv^s 
Tp  t^tt  ofiby  fnpft  worft .    Thy  T  ^taxvtv^^ 
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(Together  working  with  thy  Jealoufiesy 

Fancies  too  weak  for  Boys,  too  green  and  idle 

For  Girls  of  Dine)  O  think  what  they  have  done^ 

And  then  run  mad  indeed;  ftark  mad;  for  all 

Thy  by-gone  Fooleries  were  but  Spices  for  iu  i 

That  thou  betray'dd  PoUxencs,  'twas  nothiog. 

That  did  but  ihew  thee»  of  a  Fool,  inconftanc» 

And  damnable  ingrateful:  Nor  was't  much* 

Tbouwould'ft  havepoifon'd  gooddmilla^s  Honoufi 

To  have  him  kill  a  K*ng :  Poor  TrerpalTes, 

More  monftrous  (landing  by  :  Wherefore  I  reckon 

The  cafting  forth  to  Crows  thy  Baby-daughter, 

To  be,  or  none,  or  little;  tho*  a  Devil 

Wotdd  have  (hed  Water  out  of  Fire,  e'er  don*c : 

Kor  is't  direftly  laid  to  thre,  the  Death 

Of  the  young  Prince*  whofe  honourable  Thoughts 

(Thoughts  high  for  one  fo  tender j  cleft  the  Heart 

That  could  conceive  a  grofs  and  fooli(h  Sire* 

Blemiih*d  his  gracious  Dam :  This  is  not^  no* 

Laid  to  thy  Anfwer;  but  the  lad :  O  Lords, 

When  I  have  faid,  cry  Woe,  the  Queen,  the  Queea, 

The  fweeteft  dearefl  Creature's  Dead;  and  Vengeance  fort 

Not  drop'd  down  yet* 

Lord.  The  higher  Powers  forbid. 

Pau.  I  fay  ihe's  dead ;  Til  fwear't.    If  Werd,  nor  OiQ 
Prevail  not,  go  and  fee :  If  you  can  bring 
TinSure,  or  Luftre  in  her  Lip,  her  Eye, 
Heat  outwardly,  or  Breath  within,  Pll  ferve  you 
As  I  would  do  the  Gods.     But,  O  thou  Tyrant! 
Doft  not  repent  thefc  things,  for  they  are  heavier 
Than  all  thy  Woes  can  ftir  ;  therefore  betake  thee 
To  no'hing  hut  Dcfpair.     A  rhinfand  Knees» 
Ten  th  )ufand  Years  together,  naked,  fafting> 
Upon  a  barren  Mountain,  and  ftill  Winter 
In  Srorm  perpetual,  could  not  move  the  Gods 
Tr  look  rhat  w^y  thou  wert. 

Leo,  Go  o^,  go  on: 
Tho  •  canft  not  (peak  too  much,  I  hare  de(ervVi 
All  T  V  jtues  to  talk  their  bittereft. 

Lord.  Say  no  more, 
Howc'er  the  bufioefs  pots,  yoMVoNt  iii\^^l«»\t 
rth'  faoidnefs  of  your  Spe^cn 
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Qjg  f4$i  I  am  forry  for*^ 

^fH  faults  I  make,  when  I  (hatl  come  to  know  thdm» 

^^  do  repent:  Alas,  I  have  (hew'd  two  much 

j,rhc  Raihnefs  of  a  Woman  ;  he  is  touched 

^o  ch*  noble  Heart.    What's  gonv,  and  what's  paft  help» 

^hould  be  paft  Grief.    Do  not  receive  Afflidioa 

a  Kt  my  Petition,  I  befeech  you ;  rather 

^|Let  me  be  puniih'd,  that  have  minded  you 

Of  what  you  (hould  forget.  Now,  good  my  Liege^ 
^  Sir,  Royal  Sir»  forgive  a  fooliih  Woman. 

fThe  Love  I  bore  your  Queen  (lo.  Fool  again) 
^rU  (peak  of  her  no  more,  nor  of  your  Childreoz 
_^  111  not  remember  you  of  my  own  Lord, 
"^  Who  is  loft  too.   Take  your  patience  to  you» 
,  And  I'll  fay  nothing. 
^      Lip.  Thou  didft  fpeak  but  well, 
^  When  moft  the  Truth ;  which  I  receive  much  bettigf 

Than  to  be  pitied  of  thee*    Prethee  bring  me 

To  the  dead  Bodies  of  my  Queen  and  Son, 

One  Gr^ve  ihall  be  for  both.  '  Upon  them  fliaK 
'    The  (wcs  of  their  Death  appear,  unto 

Our  mame  perpetual ;  once  a  day  111  vifit 

The  Chappel  where  they  lyc»  and  Tears  flied  there 

Shall  be  my  Recreation.    So  long  as  Nature 

Will  bear  up  with  this  Exercife,  fo  long 

I  daily  vow  to  ufe  it.    Come  and  lead  me 

To  thefe  Sorrows.  lExiswi 

SCENE     III- 

A  defart  Camitry  j  the  Sea  at  a  tittie  difiance. 

Enter  Antigonus  with  a  Child,  and  a  Mdtriner. 

jint.  Thou  art  perf e&  then,  our  Ship  hath  touch'd  upoa 
The  Defarts  of  Bohemia. 

Mar.  Ay,  my  Lord*  and  fear 
We  have  hncfed  in  ill  time :  The  Skies  lodk  grimlyt 
And  threaten  prefent  Blufters.    In  my  G>n(cicnce^ 
The  Hcav'ns  with  that  we  have  ifi  hand  ast  ^ti^^» 
And  itowQ  upoQ*s. 


Ant.  Their  facred  Wills  be  done;  get  thee  Abotrdj 
Look  to  thy  Bark,  I'll  not  be  long  before 
I  call  upon  thee. 

Mar.  Make  your  beft  hafte,  and  go  not 
Too  far  i'tb  Land ;  'tis  like  to  be  loud  Weather. 
Befides,  this  place  is  famous  for  the  Creatures 
Of  prey,  that  keep  upon't. 

Ant.  Go  thou  away* 
Pll  follow  inftantly. 

Mar.  I  am  glad  at  heart 
To  be  fo  rid  o'th'  Bufinefs.  \hk 

Ant.  Come,  poor  Babe ; 
I  have  heard,  but  not  believ'di  the  Spirits  o'th'  Dead 
May  walk  again  :  if  fuch  thing  be,  thy  Mother 
Appear'd  to  me  laft  Night ;  for  ne'er  was  Dream 
So  likf  a  waking.    To  me  comes  a  Creature^ 
Sometimes  her  Head  on  one  fide,  fome  another, 
I  never  faw  a  Veffel  of  like  Sorrow 
So  (iird,  and  fo  becoming;  in  pure  white  Robe% 
Like  very  Sandity,  (he  did  approach 
My  Cabbin  where  I  lay;  thrice  bow'd  before  me»flb 
And,  gafping  to  begin  fome  Speech,  her  Eyes 
Became  two  Spouts  ;  the  fury  fpent,  anon 
Did  this  break  from  her.     Good  Antigonut^ 
Since  Fate,  againft  thy  better  Difpofitioo, 
Hath  made  thy  Perfon  for  the  thrower-out 
Of  my  poor  Babe,  according  to  thine  Oatb^ 
Places  remote  enough  are  in  Bohemia, 
There  weep,  and  leave  it  crying;  and  for  the  Babe 
Is  counted  loft  for  ever  ever,  Perdita 
I  prethee  cali't.   For  this  ungentle  bufinefs 
Put  on  thee,  by  my  Lord,  thou  ne'er  (halt  fee 
Thy  Wife  Paulina  more.    And  fo,  with  ftirieks* 
She  melted  into  Air.     Affrighted  much> 
I  did  in  time  colled  my  fel^  and  thought 
This  was  fo,  and  no  flumber :  Dreams  are  Toys^ 
Yet  for  this  once,  yea  fuperftitioufly, 
I  will  be  fquar'd  by  this.    I  do  believe 
Herm$$n€  bath  fuffer'd  Death,  and  that 
ApolU  would,  this  being  indeed  the  KTvie 
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^Df  King  Polixenesy  it  fhould  here  be  laid, 

"^  Either  for  Life  or  Death,  upon  the  Earth 
Of  its  right  Father.     Bloffom,  fpeed  thee  well, 

^.  lLayw£  dffwn  thi  Child. 

^''hrhere  lye,  and  thpre  thy  Charafter :  There  thcfe, 

■^  Which  may,  if  Fortune  pleafe,  both  breed  thee.  Pretty  one. 
And  ftill  reft  thine.     The  Storm  begins,  poor  Wretch* 
That  for  thy  Mother's  fault,  art  thus  erpos'd 
To  lofs,  and  what  may  follow.     Weep  I  cannot, 
But  my  Heart  bleeds :  and  mod  accurfl  am  I 
To  be  by  Oath  enjoin'd  to  this.     FareweK 
The  Day  frowns  more  and  more;  thou  art  like  to  have       i 

ft  .A  lullaby  too  rough  :  I  never  faw 

•    TheHeav'ns  fo  dim  by  Day.     A  favage  CIa<nour  f 

■  Well  may  I  get  aboard :  This  is  the  Chace, 

I  am  gone  for  ever.  [Exit  purfned  bj  4  Bear. 

Enter  an  old  She f  herd. 
Shep.  I  would  there  were  no  Age  between  ten  and  three 
and  twenty,  or  that  Youth  would  fleep  out  the  reft  :  For 
there  i^  nothing,  in  the  between,   but  getting  Wenches 

^  with  Child,  wronging  the  Ancientry,  ftealing,  fighting—— 
Hark  you  now would  any  but  tnefe  boil'd  Brains  0? nine- 
teen, and  two  and  twenty.  Hunt  this  Weather?  They  have 
fcar*d  away  two  of  my  bcft  Sheep,  which  I  fear  the  Wolf 
will  fooner  find  than  the  Mafter  ;  if  any  where  I  have  them, 
'tis  by  the  Sea^fide,  brouzing  of  Ivy.  Good  luck,  and't  be 
the  will,  what  have  we  here  ?  [Taking  up  the  Child.']  Mercy 
on's,  a  Barn !  a  very  pretty  Barn !  a  Boy  or  a  Child,  I  won- 
der! a  pretty  one,  a  very  pretty  one,  fure  fome  Tcape :  Tho' 
I  am  not  Bookifli,  yet  I  can  read  Waiting-Gentlewoman  in  the 
*fcape.  This  has  been  fome  Stair-work,  fome  Trunk- work, 
fome  behind-door-work  :  They  were  warmer  that  got  this, 
than  the  poor  thing  is  here.  I'll  take  it  up  for  pity,  yet  I'll 
tarry  'till  my  Son  come :  He  hollow'd  but  even  now.  Whoa, 
.  ho-hoa. 

Enter  Clown. 
Clo.  Hllloa,  loa. 

Shep.  What,  art  fo  near?  If  thou'lt  fee  a  thing  to  talk  on 
%hen  thou  art  dead  and  rotten,  come  hither.    What  ail'ft^. 
thou,  Man  ? 


do.  I  have  feen  two  fuch  fights^  by  Sea  and  by  Laoii 
but  I  am  not  to  fay  it  is  a  Sea,  for  it  is  now  the  Sky,  iK>l 
twixt  che  Firmaoient  and  it»  you  cannot  thruft  a  BodiuA 
point. 

Shef.  Why,  Boy,  how  is  it? 

Clo.  I  would  you  did  but  fee  how  it  chafes,  how  it 
rages,   how  it  takes  up  the  Shore;   but  that's  not  to  tk 
point;  Oh  the  mod  piteous  cry  of  the  poor  Souk,  (bfl» 
times  to  fee  *em,  and  not  to  fee  'em  :   Now  the  Shipboir' 
ing  the  Moon  with  her  Main-mail,    and   anon  fwallow'l 
with  Yeft  and  Froth,  as  you'Id  thruft  a  Cork  into  a  Ho{[* 
head.     And  then  for  the  Land-fervice,  to  fee  how  the  Be& 
tore  out  his  Shoulder-bone,  how  he  cty*d  to  me  for  hdp, 
and  fa  id  his  Name  was  Antigonms^  a  Nobleman.     But  to 
make  an  end  of  the  Ship,  to  fee  bow  the  Sea  fiap*dn^oo'd 
it.     But  firft,  how  the  poor  Souls  roar'd,    and  the  Sei 
mock*d  them.    ^And  how  the  poor  Gentleman  roar'd^  aol 
the  Bear  mock'd  him,  both  roaring  louder  than  the  Sea,  or 
Weather. 
'  Shep.  Name  of  Mercy,  when  was  this.  Boy? 

Clc^  Now^  now,  I  have  not  winked  fince  I  faw  thdc 
fights^  the  Men  are  not  cold  under  Water,  nor  the  Bcf 
kalf  dined  on  the  Gentleman;  he*s  at  it  now.' 

Shep.  Would  I  had  been  by  to  have  helped  the  qU 
Man. 

Clo.  I  would  you  had  been  by  the  Ship-fide,  to  hit 
helped  her,  there  your  Charity  woul4  have  lacked  footiog« 

Shef.  Heavy  Matters,  heavy  Matters ;  but  look  tki 
here,  Boy.  Now  blefs  thy  felf ;  thou  meet*ft  with  thinp 
dying,  I  with  things  new  born.  Here  is  a  fight  for  thee; 
Look  thee,  a  Bearing- cloath  for  a  Squire's  Child  I  Lool 
thee  here,  take  up,  take  up.  Boy,  open't,  Co,  lee's  fee,  it 
was  told  me  I  /houid  be  rich  by  the  Fairies.  This  is  fome 
Cbangling ;  open*t,  what  is  within.  Boy  i 

Clo.  You're  a  mad  old  Man ;  If  the  Sins  of  you 
Youth  are  forgiven  you^  you  are  well  to  live.  Golc^  al 
6old. 

Shep.  Thiols  Fairy  Gold,  Boy,  and 'twill  prove  lo.  U[ 
with't,  keep  it  clofe:  Home,  home,  the  next  Way*  W< 
are  lucky.  Boy,  and  to  be  fo  ftill  requires  nothing  but  S^ 


ine  ivtmer  s  laie^  pt^t 

^rcfie.     Let  nay  Sheep  go:  Come,  good  Boy,  the  next 

iray  home. 

:    C&.  Go  you  the  next  way  with  your  Findings,  I'll  go 

zp  if  the  Bear  be  gone  from  the  Gentleman,  and  how  much 

ic  hath  eaten :    They  are  never  Curft,  but  when  they  are 

iUngry :  If  there  be  any  of  him  left,  PU  bury  it. 

\'  Sbep.   That's  a  good  Deed  j    if  thou  may'ft  difce  n  by 

[Slat  which  is  left  of  him,  what  he  is,  fetch  me  to  th'/ight 

dF  him. 

I    Clo.  Marry  will  I,  and  you  Aiall  help  to  put  him  i'th* 

iSround. 

I    Shep.  'Tis  a  lucky  Day«  Boy,  and  we'll  do  good  Deeds 

^Ti*t.  [Exeunt. 


?•     A  C  T   IV.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Time^  The  Chorus. 

TimekW  That plcafe  fome,  try  all,  both  Joy  and  Tei^ror 
X  Of  good  and  bad,  that  make  and  unfold  £rror  s 
!«Tow  take  upon  me,  in  the  Name  of  Time, 
To  ufe  my  Wings.     Impute  it  not  a  Crime 
To  me,  or  my  fwift  Paflage,  that  I  Aide 
ycr^xtecn  Years,  and  leave  the  growth  untry'i 
^f  that  wide  gap ;  (ince  it  is  in  my  power 
To  overthrow  Law>  and  in  one  felf-born  hour 
To  plant,  and  o*er- whelm  Cuftom.    Let  me  pafs 
rheiame  I  am,  e'er  ancient*fl:  Order  was, 
Dr  what  is  now  received.     I  witnefs  to 
rhe  times  that  brought  them  in,  fo  ihall  I  do 
To  the  frefheft  things  now  reigning,  and  make  ftale  j 

rh'  gliftering  of  this  prefent,  as  my  Tale  i  .- 

*(ow  feems  to  it :  Your  Patience  this  allowing, 
turn  my  Glafs,  and  give  my  Scene  fuch  growing 
Ls  you  had  flept  between.    Leontes  leaving 
?h*  Effefts  of  his  fond  Jealoufies,  fo  grieving  i7 

That  he  (huts  up  himfelf ;  imagine  me* 
Gentle  Spedatprs,  that  I  now  may  be 

Vol.  it.  H  h  Vk 
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In  fair  Bohemia^  and  remember  well, 

I  mention  here  a  Son  o'th'  King'^,  which  Florizjcl 

I  now  nan)e  to  you,  and  with  fpeed  fo  pace 

To  fpeak  of  Perdita^  now  grown  in  grace 

Equal  with  wondring.     What  of  her  enfues, 

I  lift  not  Prophefie:  But  let  Time's  News 

Be  known  when  'tis  brought  forth.    A  Shepherd's  Diugim 

And  what  to  her  adheres>  which  follows  afcer^ 

Is  th'Argument  of  Time  ;  of  this  allow. 

If  ever  you  have  fpent  Time  worfe,  e'er  now  : 

If  never,  yet  that  Time  himfelf  doth  fay. 

He  wilhes  earneftly,  you  never  may.  [£b 

SCENE    II. 

Enter  Polixenes  ani  Camilla. 

VoU  I  praythee,  good  Camilla  be  no  more  importQOtt 
'tis  a  Sicknefs  denying  thee  any  thing ,  a  Death  to  *" 
this. 

Cam,  It  is  fifteen  Years  fince  I  faw  my  Country;  t 
I  have,  for  the  moft  part,  being  aired  Abroad,   I  dclirc 
lay  my  Bones  there.     Befides^  the  penitent  King,  ray 
ftcr,  hath  fent  forme,  to  whofe  feeling  Sorrows  I  might 
fome  allay,  or  I  oVrween  to  think  fo,  which  is  another Spl 
to  my  departure. 

Pel.  As  thou  lov'ft  me,  Camilhy  wipe  not  out- the nt 
of  thy  Services,  by  leaving  me  now ;  the  need  I  haverf 
thee,  thine  own  Goodnefs  hath  made :  Better  not  to  W 
had  thee,  than  thus  to  want  thee.    Tliou  having  made* 
Bufinefs,  which  none,   without  thee,  can  fufficiently  »> 
nage,  muft  either  ftay  to  execute  them  thy  felf,  or  tab 
away  with  thee  the  very  Services  thou  haft  done  ;  whkl 
if  I  have  not  enough  confidcred,  as  too  much  I  cannoti 
to  be  more  thankful  to  thee  fliall  be  my  ftudy,    and  ^ 
profit  therein,  the  heaping  Friendfliips.      Of  that   fti 
Country  Sicilian  prethee  fpeak  no  more^   whofe  very  oi-' 
ming  punifhes  me  with  the  remembrance  of  that  Pern* 
tent,  as  thou  call'/l  him,  and  reconciled  King  my  Br^ 
ther,  whofe  lofs  of  his  moft  j^recloui  QjMea   ana  Ch3* 
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^Ireri,  are  even  now  to  be  afrcfti  lamented.     Say  to  ine> 

vhen  faw'ft  thou  the   Prince  Florix^l  my   Son  ?     Kings 

.re  no  lefs  unhappy,  their  IfTue  not  being  gracious^  than 

hey  are  in  lofing  them,   when  they  have  approved  their 

''/irtucs.  ' 

K    Cam.  Sir,  it  is  three  days  fince  I  Taw  the  Prince;  what 

lis  happier  Affairs  may  be,  are  to  me  unknown :  but  I  have 

^miffingly)  noted,   he  is  of  late  much  retired  from  Courr, 

md  is  lefs  frequent  to  his  Princely  Exercifes  than  fornierly 

"ic  hath  appeared. 

PoU  I  have  confider'd  fo  much,  Camillo,  and  with  fome 
care  fo  far,  that  I  have  Eyes  under  iny  Service,  which 
look  upon  his  removednefs;  from  whom  I  have  this  Intel- 
ligence, that  he  is  feldom  from  the  Houfc  of  a  mod  homely 
Shepherd;  a  Man,  they  fay,  that  from  very  nothing,  and 
beyond  the  Imagination  of  bis  Neighbours,  is  grown  into 
an  unfpeakable  Eftate. 

Cam.  I  have  heard.  Sir,  of  fuch  a  Mant  who  hath  a 
Daughter  of  moft  rare  Note  ;  the  Report  of  her  is  extend- 
ed more,  than  can  be  thought  to  begin  from  fuch  a  Cot* 

PoL  That's  likewife  part  of  my  Intelligence ;  but,  I 
ftar,  the  Angle  that  plucks  our  Son  thither.  Thou  (halt 
accompany  us  to  the  place,  where  we  will  (not  appear- 
ing what  we  are)  have  fomc  queftion  with  the  Shep- 
herd ;  from  whofe  Simplicity,  I  think  it  not  uneade  to  get 
the  caufe  of  my  Son's  refbrt  thither.  Prethee  be  my  prc- 
fent  Partner  in  this  bufinefs,  and  lay  a(ide  the  thoughts  of 
Skilia. 

Cam.  I  willingly  obey  your  Command, 

Pol.  My  beft  Camilla,  we  muft  Difguife  our  felves. 

SCENE    III. 

Entir  Autolicus  finging. 

f0jCH  Daffadils  begin  to  Pecr^ 

With  hoigh  the  Doxy  over  the  daU^ 
Why  then  comes  in  the  fweet  otW  Te^r  : 

JFir  the  red  Blood  reigns  in  the  Wmur'  s  ^aU* 

Hh  1  "^ 


* 
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• 

The  whitt  Sheet  bUdching  9h  the  ffedge^ 
With  hey  thefweet  Birds,   O  hotv  thiyjhig  t 

Doth  Jet  mj  pt^ggiffg  Teeth  m$  edge. 

For  a  quart  of  Ale  is  a  dijh  for  ^  King. 

The  Lark  v^ith  Tirrd  Ijra  chaunts. 

With  hejf  with  hey  the  Thrujh  and  the  l^  i 

jire  Summer  Songs  for  me  and  fnj  .Aunts, 
While  we  Ije  tumbling  in  the  Hajm 

\  have  fcrved  Prince  Florfz,el,  and  in  roy  time  wore 
Pile,  but  now  I  am  out  of  Service. 

But  Jhall  I  go  mourn  for  that,  tny  'Dear^ 

7%e  pale  Moon  fhines  by  Night  : 
And  when  I  wander  here  and  there^ 

I  then  do  mofi  go  rights 

If  Tinkers  may  have  leave  to  live. 

And  bear  the  SoW'skin  Budget^ 
T%en  mj  Account  I  weU  may  give. 

And  in  the  Stockl  avouch  itm 

My  TraflBck  is  Sheets ;  when  the  Kite  builds,  look  to 
fer  Linen.     My  Father  oam'd  me  Autoldcusy   who 
i  as  I  am,  litter'd  under  Afercurj^  was  likewife  a  Soi{ 
\  up  of  unconfider'd  Trifles :    With  Die  aod  Drabf  I 
cbas'd   Caparifon,  and  roy  Revenue  is  tke    filly 
GallowSj    and   Knock,  are  too   powerful    on    the 
way.  Beating  and  Hanging  are  Terrors  to  me :   Fof 
Lite  to  come,  I  fleep  out  the  thought  of  it.     A  Priie ! 
Prize  ! 

Enter  Gown. 

Qo.  Let  me  fee,  every  eleven  Weather  Tods,  every  T( 

yields  Pound  and  odd  Shillings  :  Fifteen  hundi^  ili< 

what  comes  the  Wooll  to  ? 

Aut.  If  the  fprindge  hold,  the  Cock's  mine.  [j^ 

Clo.  I  cannot  do  it  without  Compters.     Let  oae  fee,  wH 

am  I  to  buy  for  our  Shecp-fliearing-Feaft  ?    Three  Pod 

of  Sugar,  five  Pound  of  Currants,  Rice-       ^What  will  th 

Sifter  of  mine  do  with  R.vct^  Bmi  m^  ¥uhfic  ^a^h  iml 
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V~ygr  Miftrefs  of  the  Feaft,  atid  /he  lays  it  on.     She  hath 

*iade  me  four  and  twenty  Nofe-gays  for  the  ^bearers ;  thrcc- 

^jP*  4an-Song-men,  all,  and  very  good  ones,  but  they  arc  moft 

"^^^  them,   Mean  and  Bafes  j  but  one  Puritan  among  thena, 

ad  he  fings  Pfalms  to  Horn-Pipes.    I  muft  have  Saffron  to 

^blour  the  Wardens  Pies,  Mace Dates—  none— that's 

7»ut  of  my  Note :  Nutmegs,  feven ;  a  Race  or  two  ef  Ginger, 
>ut  that  I  may  beg  :  Four  Pound  of  Pruns,  and  as  many  of 
cLafins  o'th'  Sun, 
-    j    Ant.  Oh,  that  ever  I  was  born.  [Grovelingon  the  Ground. 

Clo.  I'th'  name  of  me 

uint.  Oh  help  me,  help  me :   Pluck  but  off  thefe  Rags, 

£:^d  then  Death,  Death 

CU,  Alack,  poor  Soul,  thou  haft  need  of  more  Rags  to 
lay  on  thee,  rather  than  have  thefe  off, 

Aftt.  Oh,  Sir,  the  loathfomnefs  of  them  offends  me,  more 
than  the  ftripes  I  have  received,  which  are  mighty  ones, 
^nd  millions. 

Clo.  Alas,  poor  Man  1  a  million  of  beating  may  come  to 
a  great  matter. 

jint.  I  am  robb'd.  Sir,  and  beaten  ;  my  Mony  and  Ap- 
parel ta'en  from  me,  and  thefe  deteftable  Things  put  upon 
,i  me. 

rv     Qo.  What,  by  a  Horfe-man,  or  a  Foot-man? 
J        jlutf  A  Foot-man,  fweet  Sir,  a  Foot-man. 
E        Clo.  Indeed,  he  (hould  be  a  Foot-man,  by  the  Garments 
i    he  has  left  with  thee;  if  this  be  a  Horfe-man^s  Coar,  it  hath 
I    fcen  very  hot  Service.     Lend  me  thy  hand.  Til  help  thee, 
t;    Come,  lend  me  thy  hand.  [Helping  him  up. 

I        uint.  Ohf  good  Sir,  tenderly,  oh  I 
Clo.  Alas  poor  Soul. 

Ahu  Oh  good  Sir,  foftly,  good  Sir :  I  fear,  Sir,  my 
Shoulder- blaae  is  out. 

Clo.  How  now?  canftftand? 

Ant.  Softly,  dear  Sir;  good  Sir,  foftly;  you  ha'  done 
me  a  charitable  Office. 

Clo.  Doft  lack  any  Mony  ?  I  have  a  little  Mony  for 
thee. 

Ant.  No,  good  fwect  Sir  :  No,  I  befeech  you.  Sir ;  I 
have  a  Kinfman  not  paft  three  quarters  ot  ^^i\<t>ciR.ti«^^as^^ 

H  h  ^  ^^^^ 


whom  I  was  going;  I  (hall  there  have  Mony,  or  any 
I  want :  OflF^r  me  no  Mony,   I  pray  you»  that  ioDs 
Heart. 

Clo.  What    manner    of   Fellow    was    he  that 
you  ? 

j4ut,  A  Fellow,  Sir,  that  I  have  known  to  go  a 
with  Trol-my^dames :  I  knew  him  once  a  Sei 
of  the  Prince  ,*  I  cannot  tell«  good  Sir,  for  which  o( 
Virtues  it  was,  but  he  was  certainly  Whip'd  out  of 
Court, 

Clo.  His  Vices  you  would  fay;  there's  no  Virtue vlii 
out  of  the  Court ;  they  cheriih  it  to  make  it  ftay  tb 
and  yet  it  will  no  more  but  abide. 

jint.  Vices  I  would  fay,  Sir.  I  know  this  Man  well, 
hath  been  fincc  an  Apc*bearer,  then  a  Procefs-fervcfi  i 
Bailiff;  then  he  compaft  a  Motion  of  the  Prodigal  So^ 
and  married  a  Tinker's  Wife,  within  a  Mile  where  ifi 
Land  and  Living  lyes;  and,  having  flown  over  manyb 
vi(h  Profeffions,  he  fettled  only  in  R.ogue  ;  fome  caSb 
AmolicHs^ 

CU.  Out  upon  him.  Prig!  for  my  Life  Prig  ;  he  baiifli 
Wakes,  Fairs,  and  Bear-baiting. 

^Ht.  Very  true;  Sir;  he.  Sir,  he;  that's  the  Rogue ibl 
put  me  into  this  Apparel. 

Clo,  Not  a  more  cowardly  Rogue  in  all  Bohemii\  i 
you  had  but  look'd  big,  and  fpit  at  him,  he*ld  havt 
run. 

^Ht.  I  muft  confefs  to  you.  Sir,  I  am  no  fighter;  I  si 
falfe  of  Heart  that  way,  and  ihat  he  knew  I  wamD 
him. 

Clo.  How  do  you  do  now  ? 

^ut.  Sweet  Sir,  much  better  than  I  was;  I  can  ftaw 
and  walk;  I  will  even  take  my  leave  of  you,  and  pacefd 
Vf  towards  my  Kinfman's, 

Clo.  Shall  I  bring  thee  on  thy  way  ? 

jint.  No,  good  fac'd  Sir;  no,  fweet  Sir. 

Clo.  Then  larewel,  I  muft  go  and  buy  Spices  for  o 
Sheep-ftiearing.  pEjc 

uiut.  Profper  you,  fweet  Sir.  Your  Purfc  is  not  h 
enough  to  purchafe  your  Spice,    I'll  be  with  you  at  yo 
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-   |heep*  (hearing  too:  If  I  make  not  this  Cheat  bring  but  ano- 
ber»  and  the  Shearers  prove  Sheep,  let  me  be  unrol'd,  and 
S3i^y  Name  put  in  the  Book  of  Virtue. 


or 
a 


SONG. 

Jog  oHj  Jog  ofty  the  foot'pdth  way^  I 

And  mcrrilj  hcnt  the  StUe^s*  i( 

A  merrj  Heart  goes  all  the  daj»     \  >^                    , 

Tonr  fad  tires  in  a  MUe-a.        i  \Exitm 

.SCENE    IV. 

Enter  Florizel  and  Perdita. 


^       Flo.  Thefe  your  unufual  Weeds»  to  each  part  of  you 
^'  Does  give  a  Life :  No  Shephcrdefs  but  Flora^ 
■5  Peering  in  April's  front.    This  your  Shdep-(hearing, 
-it  Is  as  a  merry  meeting  of  the  petcy  Gods, 

And  you  the  Queen  on'r. 
Ji       Per.  Sir;  my  gracious  Lord, 

To  chide  at  your  extreams,  it  not  becomes  me : 
J  Oh  pardon,  that  I  name  them  :  Your  high  felf. 

The  gracious  mark  o'th'  Land,  you  have  obfcur'd 
I    With  a  Swain's  wearing  i;  and  me,  poor  lowly  Maid, 
'    Moft  Goddefs-like  prank'd  up.   But  that  our  Feafts, 

In  every  Mefs,  have  FoUy;  and  the  Feeders 

Digeft  it  with  a  Cuftom,  I  (hould  biu(h 

To  fee  you  fo  attir'd  ;  fworn,  I  think. 

To  (hew  my  felf  a  Glaft. 
Flo.  I  blefs  the  time 

When  my  good  Falcon  made  her  flight  a-crofs 

Thy  Father's  Ground. 
Per.  Now  Jove  afford  you  caufc  ; 

To  me  the  difference  forges  dread,  your  Greatness 

Hath  not  been  us'd  to  Fear;  even  ndw  I  tremble 

To  think  your  Father,  by  fome  accident. 

Should  pafs  this  way*  as  you  did :  Oh  the  Fates, 

How  would  he  look  to  fee  his  work,  fo  noble* 

Vildly  bound  up !  What  would  he  fa\  \  Ot  Ww 

H  h  4  "^^^^ 


Should  I,  in  thefe  my  borrow'd  Flaunts^  behold 
The  fterniicfs  of  his  Prcfcnce  ? 

FU.  Apprehend 
Nothing  bnt  Jollity :  The  Gods  themfelves. 
Humbling  their  Deities  to  Lovty  have  taken        / 
The  Shapes  of  Beafts  upon  them.     Jufiter 
Became  a  Bull,  and  bellow'd;  the  green  Neptune 
A  Ram,  and  bleated  ;  and  the  Fire-rob'd  Godt 
Golden  jlfolU,  a  poor  humble  Swain, 
As  I  feem  now.     Their  Transformations^ 
Were  never  for  a  piece  of  Beauty  rarer. 
Nor  in  a  way  fo  chaft :  Since  my  Deiires 
Run  not  before  mine  Honour,  nor  my  Lufts 
Burn  hotter  than  my  Faith. 

Per*  O  but,  dear  Sir, 
Your  Rcfolution  cannot  hold,  when  'tis 
Oppos'd,  as  it  muft  be,  by  th'  Power  of  the  King* 
One  of  thefe  two  muft  be  Neceffities, 
Which  then  will  fpeak,  that  you  muft  change  this  purpofi!^ 
Or  I  my  Life. 

Flo.  Thou  dcareft  Perdita, 
With  thefe  forc'd  Thoughts  I  prethee  darken  not 
The  Mirth  o'th'  Feaft;  or  I'll  be  thine,  my  Fair, 
Or  not  my  Father's.     For  I  cannot  be 
Mine  own,  nor  any  thing  to  any,  if 
I  be  not  thine.     To  this  I  am  moft  conftant, 
Tho*  Dcftiny  fay  no.     Be  merry,  gentle. 
Strangle  fuch  Thoughts  as  thefe,  with  any  thing 
That  you  behold  the  while.     Your  Guefts  arc  coming : 
Lift  up  you  Countenance,  as  it  were  the  day 
0£  Celebration  of  that  Nuptial,  which 
We  two  have  fworn  fliall  come. 

Per.  O  Lady  Fortune, 
Stand  you  aufpicious. 

Enter  Shepherd,  Clown,  Mopfa,  Dorcas,  Servants ;  jinth  P( 

lixenes  and  Camillo  difguis^d. 

Flo.  See,  your  Guefts  approach ; 
Addrefs  youi"  felf  to  entertain  them  fprightly 
And  let's  be  red  with  Mirth. 

Shcf.  Fie|  Daughter ;  when  my  old  Wife  Uv'd<^  u^oo 


^  The  Winters  Tale.  9i7 

^this  day  (he  was  both  Pantler,  Butler,  Cook, 
Joth  Dame  and  Servant ;  welcom'd  all,  ierv'd  all} 
kVould  fing  her  Song,  and  dance  her  turn ;  now  here 

*  At  upper  end  o'th'  Table,  now  i*th  middle; 

•^  On  his  Shoulder,  and  his ;   her  Face  o'fire 

^   With  Labour;  and  the  things  (he  took  to  quench  it 

?"She  would  to  each  one  fip.     You  are  retired, 

^As  if  you  were  a  feafted  one ;  and  not 
The  Hoftefs  of  the  meeting :  Pray  y^u  bid 
Thefe  unknown  Friends  to's  welcome,  for  it  is 
A  way  to  make  us  better  Friends,  more  known. 
Come,  quench  your  Blufhes,  and  prefent  your  felf 
That  which  you  are,  Miftrefs  o'th'  Feaft.    Come  on, 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  your  Sheep-fh earing. 
As  your  good  Flock  (hall  profper. 

Per.  Sirs,  welcome,  [To  Polix.  dnd  Caflij 

Bj  It  is  my  Father's  Will,  I  (hould  take  on  me 
The  Hoftefs(hip  o'th*  Pay,  you're  welcome,  Sirs, 

III  Give  me.  thofe  Flowers  there,  Dorcas.     Reverend  Sirs,    • 
For  you  there's  Rofemary,  and  Rue,  thcfe  keep 
Seeming  and  Savour  all  the  Winter  long : 
Grace  and  Remembrance  be  to  you  both, 
And  welcome  to  our  Shearing. 

PoL  Shepherdefs, 
A  fair  one  are  you,  well  you  fit  our  Ages 
With  Flowers  of  Winter. 

Per.  Sir,  the  Year  growing  ancient. 
Nor  yet  on  Summer's  Death,  nor  on  the  Birth 
Of  trembling  Winter,  th^*  faireft  Flowers  o'ch*  Seafon 
Arc  our  Carnations,  and  ftreak'd  Gillyflowers, 
Which  fome  call  Nature's  Baftards,  of  that  kind 
Our  ruftick  Garden's  barren,  and  I  care  not 
To  get  flips  of  them. 

Pol.  Wherefore,  gentle  Maiden, 
Do  you  negle<5i:  them  ? 

Per.  For  I  have  heard  it  faid. 
There  is  an  Art,  which  in  their  pidenefs  (hares 
With  great  creating-Nature. 

PoL  Say  there  be. 
Yet  Nature  is  made  better  by  no  mean« 
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But  Nature  makes  that  mean;  (o  over  that  Art, 
Which  you  fay  adds  to  Nature  is  an  Arc 
That  Nature  makes;  you  fee,  fweet  Maid,  we  many 
A  gentler  Sien  to  the  wildefl  Stock, 
And  make  conceive  a  Bark  of  bafer  kind 
By  Bud  of  Nobler  Race.     This  is  an  Art 
Which  does  mend  Nature;,  Change  it  rather;  but 
The  Art  it  felf  is  Nature. 

Per,  So  it  is. 

Pol.  Then  make  your  Garden  rich  in  GiilyflowerSi 
And  do  not  call  them  Baftards. 

Per.  ril  not  put 
The  Dible  in  Earth,  to  fet  one  flip  of  them : 
No  more  than  were  I  Painted,  I  would  wifti 
This  Youth  Ihould  fay  'twere  well;  and  only  therefbn 
Defire  to  breed  by  me.     Here's  Flowers  for  you; 
Hot  Lavender,  Mints,  Savory,  Marjoram, 
The  Mary-gold,  that  goes  to  Bed  with  th'  Sun, 
Arfid  with  him  rifes,  weeping:  Thefe  are  Flowers. 
Of  middle  Summer,  and,  I  think,  they  are  given 
To  Men  of  middle  Age.     Y*are  welcome. 

Cam.  I  fliould  leave  grazing,  were  I  of  your  Flock, 
And  only  live  by  gazing. 

Per.  Out  alas; 
You'ld  be  fo  lean,  that  blafts  of  Januarj 
Would  blow  you  through  and  through.     Now,  my  fiirei 

Friends, 
J  would  I  had  fome  Flowers  o'th'  Spring,  that  might 
Become  your  time  of  day ;  and  yours,  and  yours. 
That  wear  upon  your  Virgin-branches  yet  ^ 

Your  Maiden-heads  growing :    O  Proferpina^ 
For  the  Flowers  now,  that,  frighted,  thou  let*fl  fall 
From  Diffes  Waggon :    DafFadils, 
That  come  before  the  Swallow  dares>  and  take 
The  Winds  of  March  with  Beauty;  Violets*  dim^ 
But  fweeter  than  the  Lids  of  Jum\  Eyes, 
Or  Cjthereds  Breath ;  pale  Prim-rofes, 
That  die  unmarried,  e'er  they  can  behold 
Bright  Phoebus  in  his  Strength,  a  Malady 
-    Moft  incident  to  Maids ;  bold  Oxli^s,  and 
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^Che  Crown-Imperial;  Lillies  of  all  kinds, 

'    rhc  Flower-de-Lis  being  one.     O  thefc  I  lack 

ii  rXo  make  you  Garlands  of,  and  my  fweet  Friend 

To  ftrew  him  o'er  and  o'er. 
FU.  What?  likeaCoarfe? 

Per.  No,  like  a  Bank,  for  Love  to  lye  and  play  on : 
ttji'Not  like  a  Coarfe ;  or  if,  not  to  be  buried. 

But  quick,  and  in  mine  Arms.    Come,  take  your  Flowers, 

Methinks  I  play  as  I  have  feen  them  do 
i^In  Whitfon  Paftorals :  Sure  this  Robe  of  mine 

Does  change  my  Difpofition. 
Flo.  What  you  do, 
^  Still  betters  what  is  done.    When  you  foeak,  Sweet, 

ril  have  you  do  it  ever ;  when  you  ling, 
^j  ril  have  you  buy  and  fell  fo ;  fo  give  Alms; 
Q  Pray  fo ;  and  for  the  ordVing  your  AfFairs>  ^ 

To  fingthem  too.     When  you  do  Dance,  I  wi(h  you    i 

A  Wave  o'th*  Sea,  that  you  might  ever  do 
g    Nothing  but  that;  move  ftill,  ftill  fo,  ^  j 

And  own  no  other  Fundion.     Each  your  doing,  \ 

So  fingular  in  each  particular. 

Crowns  what  you  are  doing  in  the  prefent  Deeds, 

That  all  your  ASs  are  Queens. 
Per.  O  DoricleSj 

Your  Praifes  are  too  large;  but  that  your  Youth 

And  the  true  Blood  which  peeps  forth  fairly  through  it. 

Do  plainly  give  you  out  an  unftain'd  Shepherd, 

With  Wifdom,  1  might  fear,  my  DorUleSy 

You  woo'd  me  the  falfe  way, 
Flo.  I  think  you  have 

As  little  Skill  to  fear,  as  I  have  purpofe 

To  put  you  to't.     But  come,  our  Dance  I  prayj 

Your  Hand,  my  Per diu\  fo)Turtles  pair 

That  never  mean  to  part. 
Per.  rU  fwear  for  'em. 
PoL  This  is  the  prettieft  low-born  Laft,  that  ever 

Ran  on  the  green-ford;  nothing  (he  does,  or  feems. 

But  fmacks  of  fomething  greater  than  her  felf. 

Too  noble  for  this  place. 
Cam.  He  tells  her  fomething 


'Wa 


That  makes  her  Blood  lool^  on't :  Good  (both  (he  is 
The  Queen  of  Curds  and  Cream. 

Clo.  Come  on,  ftrike  up. 

Dor.  Aiopfa  muft  be  your  Miftrefs  ;    marry  Garlick  to 
mend  her  kiffing  with. 

Mop.  Now  in  good  time. 

Clo.  Not  a  word,  a  word,  we  ftand  Upon  our  Manners, 
Come  ftrike  up. 

Here  a  Dance  of  Shepherds  and  Shepherdejfes. 

Pol.  Pray,  good  Shepherd,  what  fair  Swain  is  this 
Which  Dances  with  your  Daughter  ? 

Shep.  They  call  him  DoricUs,  and  he  boafts  himfelf 
To  have  a  worthy  Feeding;  but  I  have  it 
Upon  his  own  Report,  and  I  believe  it :  /^ 
He  looks  like  footh;  he  fays  he  loves  my  Daughter, 
I  think  fo  too;  for  never  gaz'd  the  Moon 
Upon  the  Water,  as  he'Jl  ftand  and  read 
As 'twere  my  Daughter's  Eyes:  And,  to  be  plaip, 
I  think  there  is  not  half  a  Kifs  to  chufe 
Who  loves  another  beft. 

Pol.  She  Dances  featly* 

Shep.  So  ftie  does  any  thing,  tho'  I  report  it 
That  ftiould  be  filent;  if  young  Doricles 
Do  light  upon  her,  flie  (hall  bring  him  that 
Which  he  not  d  res  mi  of. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  O  Mafter,  if  you  did  but  hear  the  Pedlcr  at  the 
Door,  you  would  never  Dance  again  after  a  Tabor  and 
Pipe:  No,  the  Bag-pipe  could  not  m:>ve  you;  he  fings  fc- 
veral  Tunes  fafter  than  you'll  tell  Mony  ;  he  utters  them 
as  he  had  eaten  Ballads,  aid  all  Mens  Ears  grew  to  his 
Tunes. 

Clo.  He  could  never  come  better;  he  (hall  come  in  j  I 
love  a  Ballad  but  even  too  well,  if  it  be  doleful  Matter 
merrily  fct  down ;  or  a  very  pleafant  thing  indeed,  and  funp 
lamentably. 

Ser.  He  hath  Songs  for  Man  or  Woman  of  all  Size?; 
no  Milliner  can  fo  fit  his  Cuftomers  with  Gloves:  He  has 
the  prettied  Love-fongs  for  Maids,  fo  without  Bawdrv, 
irwhjch  is  ftrange^  with  fuch  deUc^t^  b\xTvW\%  ot  DvUl^ 
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and  Fadings:  Jump  her  and  thump  her;  and  where  fome 
ftretch-mouth'd  Rafcal  would,  as  it  were,  mean  mifchief, 
and  break  a  foul  gap  into  the  matter,  he  makes  the  Maid  to 
anfwer*  Whoops  do  me  no  harm,  good  Afan;  puts  him  off, 
flights  him,  with  Whoops  do  me  no  harm,  good  Mm. 

Pol.  This  is  a  brave  Fellow. 

Clo.  Believe  me,  thou  talked  of  an  admirable  conceited  ^ 
Fellow,  has  he  any  unbraided  Wares  ? 

Ser.  He  hath  Ribbons  of  all  the  Colours  i  W  Rainbow  ; 
Points,  more  than  all  the  Lawyers  in  Bohemiiji  can  learnedly 
handle,  tho'  they  come  to  him  by  the  grof;^ :  Inkles,  Cad- 
diffes,  Cambricb,  Lawns ;  why  he  fings  'em  over,  as  they 
were  Gods  or  Goddeffes;  you  would  think  a  Smock  were  a 
She^Angel,  he  fo  chants  to  the  Sleeye^hand,  and  the  work 
about  the  Square  on'f. 

Clo.  Prethee  bring  him  in,  and  let  him  approach  fing- 
ing. 

Per.  Forewarn  him  that  he  ufe  no  fcurrillous  Words  in's 
Tunes. 

Clo.  You  have  of  thefe  Pedlers,  that  have  more  in  theiD* 
than  you'ld  think,  Sifter. 

Per.  Ay,  good  Brother,  or  go  about  to  think* 

I 

t 

Enter  K\ilo\\CM%  finging. 

Lawn  as  white  as  driven  Snow, 

Cyprefs  hlack^  as  eer  was  Crow ; 

Gloves  as  Jweet  as  Damask^  Rojesp 

Masks  for  Faces^  and  for  Nofes  ; 

Bngle-BraceletSy  Neckzlace  Amber^ 

Perfnme  for  a  Ladjs  Chamber  : 

Golden  Quoifsy  and  Stomachers^ 

For  mj  Lads  to  give  their  Dears  t 

Pins,  and  poaking  Sticks  of  Steel, 

What  Maids  Uckjrom  Head  t9  Heel: 

Come  bnj  of  me,  come:  Come  bujj  come  bnj^ 
Bhj  Lads,  or  elfe  jour  Laffes  cry  :  Come  buy. 

do.  If  I  were  not  in  love  with  Mopfa,  thou  fhould'ft  takt  * 
no  Mony  of  me ;  but  being  cnthrall'd  as  I  am*  it  will  alfo 
be  the  Bondage  of  certain  Ribbons  aicvd  <SVon^v 


Mop.  I  was  promisM  them  againfl  the  Feaft*  but  they 
come  not  too  late  now.  ; 

Dor.  He  hath  promised  you  more  than  that,  or  there  be 
Liar;s. 

Mop.  He  hath  paid  you  all  he  promised  you :  'May  be 
he  has  paid  you  more,  which  will  Aiame  you  to  give  him 
again. 

Clo.  Is  there  no  Manners  left  among  Maids  ?  Will  they 
wear  their  Plackets,  where  they  fhouldf  bear  their  Faces?  Is 
there  not  Milking-rime ?  w:hen  you  are  goir}g  to  bed?  or 
kill- hole  ?  to  whiftle  of  thefe  Secrets  ;  but  you  muft  be 
tittle-tatling  before  all  our  Guefts;  'tis  well  they  are  whif- 
pring :  Clamour  your  Tongues,  and  not  a  word  more, 

Mop4  I  have  done:  Come,  you  promis'd  me  a  tawdry 
Lace,  and  a  pairof  fweet  Gloves. 

Clo.  Have  I  not  told  thee  how  I  was  cozen'd  by  the  way, 
and  loft  all  my  Mony  ? 

jint.  And  indeed.  Sir,  there  (are  Cozeners  abroad,  there- 
fore it  behoves  Men  to  be  wary. 

Clo.  Fear  not  thou,  Man,  thou  Ihalt  lofe  nothing  here. 

Aut.  I  hope  fo.  Sir,  for  I  have  about  me  many  Parcels 
of  Charge. 

Clo.  What  haft  here  ?  Ballads  ? 

Mop.  Pray  now  buy  fbme,  I  love  a  Ballad  in  Print,  a 
Life,  for  then  we  are  fure  thev  are  true. 

Ant.  Here's  one  to  a  very  doleful  Tunc,  how  a  XJfurcr's 
Wife  was  brought  to  bed  with  twenty  Mony  Bags  at  a  Bur- 
then, and  how  (he  long'd  to  eat  Adder's  Heads,  and  Toads 
Carbonado'd. 

Mop.  Is  it  true,  think  you? 

Ant.  Very  true,  and  but  a  month  old. 

Dor,  Blefs  me  from  marrying  a  Ufurer. 

Am.  Here's  the  Midwife's  name  to*t  j  one  Miftrefs  Tdlc 
Porter^  and  five  or  fix  honcft  Wives  that  were  prefent. 
Why  fhould  I  carry  Lyes  abroad  ? 

Mop^  'Pray  you  now  buy  ir. 

Clo.  Come  on,  lay  it  by  ;  and  let's  fir  ft  fee  moe  Ballads; 
weil  buy  the  other  things  anon. 

Amt.  Here's  another  Ballad  of  a  Fifli,  that  appear'd  upon 
die  Coaft,  on  WtdmfdMj  the  foutfcote  of  ^ri(^  Cbtt^  tbcia* 
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(and  Fadom  above  Water,  and  fung  this  Ballad  agaioft  the 
hard  Hearts  of  Maids;  it  was  thought  (he  was  a.Woman. 
and  was  turn'd  into  a  cold  Fi(h,  for  (he  would  not  exchange  * 
Flelh  with  one  that  lov'd  her :  The  Ballad  is  very  pitiful, 
and  as  true. 

Dor.^\%  it  true  too,  think  y©u? 

Atit.  Five  Juftices  hands  at  it ;  and  WitnefTes  more  thai 
my  Pack  will  hold, 

Clo.  Lay  it  by  too  :  Another^ 
Am.  This  is  a  merry  Ballade  ^ut  a  very  pretty  one. 
Mof.  Let's  have  fome  merry  ones. 
jiut.  Why  this  is  a  paffing  merry  one,  and  goes  to  the 
tune  of  two  Maids  wooing  a  Man  ;  there's  fcarce  a  Maid 
Weftward  but  (he  fings  it :  'Tis  in  Requeft,  I  can  tell  you. 

Mod.  We  can  botlx  fing  it ;  if  thou'lt  bear  a  part,  thoa  ^ 
(halt  hear,  'tis  in  three  parts. 

Dor.  We  had  the  Tune  on't  a  Month  a-go. 
Aut.  I  can  bear  my  part,  you  muft  know  'tis  my  occu* 
pation :  Have  at  it  with  you. 

SONG. 

Aut.  Get  JQH  henccy  for  I  mnfi  go^ 

Where  fks  not  jou  to  know. 
Dor.  f0jither  ? 
Mop.  O  whither  } 
Dor.  mither? 
Mop.  It  becomes  thy  04th  full  well^ 

ThoH  to  me  thy  Secrets  telU 
Dor.  Me  tooj  let  me  go  thither  : 
Mop.  Or  thougoeft  to  th'  Grange^  or  Aiill^ 
Dor.  If  to  either  thoH  dofi  ill : 
Aut.  Neither. 
,  Dor.  TVhst  neither  I 

Aut.  Neither. 

Dor.  ThoH  hdfl/worn  my  Love  to  ke^ 
Mop.  ThoH  haftjworn  it  more  to  me  : 

Then  whither  goejl  ?  Say  whithtr  ? 

Clo.  We'll  have  this  Song  out  motv  \>^  oMt  Win^s  \  >K:i 
Fif/ieriinrfrAe  Gentlemen  arc  in  hd  u\\l»  ^tA.h^^^^^^'^^^ 


ble  them :  Come  bring  away  thy  Pack  after  me.  Wenchti,] 
Pll  buy  for  you  both :  Pedler  let's  have  the  firft  Choia;' 
follow  roe  Girlf. 

Ant.  And  you  Ihall  pay  well  for  'etn. 

SONG. 

Will  you  buy  any  TapCj  or  Lace  for  joht  Cape^ 

Mj  dainty  Duckj  m)  Deer^a  f 
Any  Silk  J  any  Thready  any  Toys  for  jour  Head 

Of  the  new' ft,  and  fm%  fin  ft  Ware- a  : 
Come  to  the  Pedler^  Alonys  a  medler^ 

That  doth  utter  all  Mens  Ware^a. 

\Exit  Qowny  Autolicus,  Dorcas,  and  Mopla. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  Matter,  there  are  three  Carters,  three  Shepherds, 
three  Neat-herds,  and  three  Swine* herds  that  have  made  them- 
felves  all  Men  of  Hair,  they  call  themfelves  Saltiers,  and 
they  have  a  Dance,  which  the  Wenches  fay  is  a  Gally-mau- 
fry  of  Gambols,  becaufe  they  are  not  in't :  But  they  them- 
felves are  o'th*  mind,  if  it  be  not  too  rough  for  ibme,  that 
know  little  but  Bowling,  it  will  pleafe  plentifully. 

Shep.  Away;  we'll  none  on'cj  here  has  been  too  mucli 
homely  foolery  already.     I  know.  Sir,  we  weary  you. 

PoU  You  weary  thofc  that  refrefti  us  :  *Pray  let*s  fee 
thefe  four-threes  of  Herdfmen. 

Ser.  One  three  of  them,  by  their  own  report.  Sir,  hath 
danc'd  before  the  King;  and  not  the  worftof  the  three>  but 
jumps  twelve  foot  and  half  by  th*  fquare. 

Shep.  Leave  your  prating;  fince  thefe  good  Men  are 
pleas'd,  let  them  come  in,  but  quickly  now. 

Here  a  Dance  of  twelve  Satyrs. 

PoL  O  Father,  you'll  know  more  of  that  hereafter. 
Is  it  not  too  far  gone  ?  'Tis  time  to  part  them. 
He's  fimple,  and  tells  much.    How  now,  fair  Shepherd, 
Ydur  Heart  is  full  of  fomething,  that  does  take 
Your  Mind  from  Feafting.     Sooth,  when  I  was  young. 
And  handed  Love,  as  you  do,  I  was  wont 


/-■ — ■ ^Trr 
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.i-To  load  my  She  with  Knacks:  I  would  have  Ranfack'd 

'  *  The  Pedler's  filken  Treafury,  and  have  pour'd  it 
To  her  Acceptance;  you  have  let  him  go. 
And  nothing  marted  with  him.  If  your  Lafs 
Interpretation  fliould  abufe,  and  call  this 
Your  lack  of  Love,  or  Bounty,  you  were  ftraited 

p;  For  a  Reply  at  Icaft,  if  you  make  a  Care 
Of  happy  holding  her. 

tt        Flo.  Old  Sir,  I  know 

She  prizes  not  fuch  Trifles  as  thefe  are ; 
The  Gifts  fhe  looks  from  me,  are  pack^  and  lockc 
Up  in  my  Heart,  which  I  have  given  already, 
But  not  delivered.  O  hear  me  breath  my  Life 
Before  this  ancient  Sir,  who,  it  Ihould  feem 
Hath  fometime  lov'd.     I  take  thy  Hand,  this  Hand, 

J   As  foft  as  Dove's  Down,  and  as  white  as  it^ 

^    Or  Ethiopians  Tooth,  or  the  fan'd  Snow# 

^    That's  bolted  by  th*  Northern  Blafl,  twic€  o'er. 

^        ?(?/.  What  follows  this? 

^    How  prettily  the  young  Swain  feems  to  wafii 
The  Hand,  was  fair  before  I  I  :have  put  you  out ; 
But  to  your  Proteftation:  Let  me  hear 
What  you  profefs.  ^  . 

Flo.  Do,  and  be  witnefs  tOflt. 
fol.  And  this  my  Neighbp^  too? 
Flo.  And  he,  and  more     :- 
Than  he,  and  Men ,-  the  Eajth,  and  Heav'ns,  and  all ; 
That  were  I  crown'd  thp  tnoft  Imperial  Monarch 
Thereof  moft  worthy ;  ^ere  I  the  faireft  Youth 
That  ever  made  Eyefwerve,  had  Force  and  Knowlege 
More  than  was  ever  Man's,  I  would  not  prize  them 
Without  her  Love;  for  her  imploy  them  all. 
Commend  them,  and  condemn  them  to  her  Service, 
Or  to  their  own  Perdition • 
Pol.  Fairly  ofFer'd. 
Cam/Thh  ftiews  a  found  AfFedion* 
Shep.  But  my  Daughter, 
Say  you  the  like  to  him  ? 

Per.  I  cannot  fpeak 
So  well,  nothing  fo  well^noj  nor  tat^n  bt\ux% 
Vol.  IL  1  I 


By  the  Pattern  of  my  mine  own  Thoughts,  I  cut  out 
The  Purity  of  his. 

Shep.  Take  Hands,  a  Bargain; 
And  Friends  unknown,  you  ftiaJI  bear  witnefs  to't : 
I  give  my  Daughter  to  niro,  and  will  make 
Her  Poition  equal  his. 

Flo.  O,  that  muft  be 
I'th*  Virtue  of  your  Daughter;  one  being  dead, 
I  fhall  have  more  than  you  can  dream  of  yet. 
Enough  then  for  your  Wonder  :  But  come  on, 
Contraft  us  'fore  thefe  Witneflts. 

Shep.   Come,  your  hand ; 
And,  Daughter,  yours. 

Pol.  Sofr,  Swain,  a-while;  'bcfeech  you. 
Have  you  a  Father  ? 

Flo.  I  have  ;  but  what  of  him  § 

PoL  Knows  he  of  this  ? 

Flo.  He  neither  does,  nor  flialL 

Pol.  Methinks  a  Father 
Is  at  the  Nuptial  of  his  Son,  a  Gueft 
That  beft  becomes  the  Table :  Tray  you  once  more. 
Is  not  your  Father  grown  incapable 
Of  reafonable  Affairs?  Is  he  not  Stupid 
With  Age,  and  altring  Rheums  ?  Can  he  fpeak  ?  Hear  \ 
Know  Man  from  Man?  Difpute  his  own  Eftate? 
Lyes  he  not  Bed-rid  ?  And  again,  does  nothing 
But  what  he  did,  being  Childifii  ? 

Flo.  No,  good  Sir ; 
He  has  his  Health,  apd  ampler  Strength  indeed 
Than  moft  have  of  his  Age. 

PoL  By  my  white  Beard, 
You  offer  him,  if  this  be  fo,  a  wro^ig 
Something  unBlial:  Keafon  my  Son 
Shoud  chufe  himfelf  a  Wife,  but  as  good  reafbn 
The  Father  (all  whofe  Joy  is  nothing  elfc 
But  fair  PoAerity)  fhould  hold  fome  Counfel 
In  fuch  a  Bufinefs. 

Flo.  I  yield  all  this ; 
But  for  fome  other  Reafons,  my  grave  Sir, 
Which  'tis  not  fit  you  know^  I  not  acquaint 
\Ay  Father  of  this  BufiutCs.  ^^ 
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Pol.  Let  him  know't. 

FU.  He  ihall  not. 
Hit     -P^'-  Prethee  let  him. 

FU,  No ;  he  muft  not. 

Shep*  Let  him,  my  Son,  he  ihall  not  need  to  grieve, 
At  knowing  of  thy  Choice. 
|j     Flo.  Corxity  come,  he  muft  not : 
Mark  our  Contrad. 

PoL  Mark  your  Divorce,  young  Sir,  [Difcovering  himfelf. 
'  Whom  Son  I  dare  not  call :  Thou  art  too  bafe 
To  be  acknowledged.     Thou  a  Scepter's  Heir, 
That  thus  afFefts  a  Sheep-hook  ?  Thou  old  Tray  tor, 
I  am  forry  that  by  hanging  thee,  1  can 
But  (horten  thy  Life  one  Week.    And  thou  frefli  Piece 
Of  excellent  Witchcraft,  who  of  force  muft  know 
The  Royal  Fool  thou  coap'ft  with^ 

Shep.  Oh  my  Heart  I 

PoL  I'll  have  thy  Beauty  fcratch'd  with  Briars,  and  made 
More  homely  than  thy  State.    For  thee,  fond  Boy, 
If  I  may  ever  know  thou  doft  but  figb, 

*  That  thou  no  more  (halt  fee  this  Knack,  as  never 
I  mean  thou  (halt,  we'll  bar  thee  from  Succeftion, 

,r  Not  hold  thee  of  our  Blood,  no  not  our  Kin, 
^   Far  than  Deucalion  off  :  Mark  thou  my  Words  ; 

•  Follow  us  to  the  Court.     Thou  Churl,  for  this  time, 
Tho*  full  of  our  Difpleafure,  yet  we  free  thee 
From  the  dead  blow  of  it :  And  You,  Enchantment, 
Worthy  enough  a  Herdfman ;  yea  him  too. 

That  makes  himfelf,  but  for  our  Honour  therein. 

Unworthy  thee ;  if  ever,  henceforth,  thou 

Thefe  rural  Latches  to  his  entrance  open. 

Or  hope  his  Body  more,  with  thy  Embrac^% 

I  will  devife  a  Death  as  cruel  for  thee. 

As  thou  art  tender  to  it.  [£;c;>. 

Per.  Even  here  undone  : 
I  was  not  much  afraid ;  for  once  or  twice 
I  was  about  to  fpeak,  and  tell  him  plainly. 
The  felf-fame  Sun  that  (hines  upon  his  Court, 
Hides  not  his  Vifage  from  our  Cottage,  but 
Looks  on  alike.     Wilt  plcafe  you,  Sir^  be  %oTvt\     \?  ^  "^^^  • 

I  i  z 
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I  told  you  what  would  come  of  this.    'Befccch  you 
Of  your  own  State  take  care  :  This  Dream  of  mine 
Being  now  awake,  FU  Queen  it  no  inch  farther. 
But  milk  my  Ewes,  and  weep. 

Cam.  Why  how  now.  Father, 
Speak  e'er  thou  dyeft, 

Shcp.  I  cannot  fpeak,  nor  think, 
Nor  dare  to  know  that  which  I  know.      O  Sin     [Tilfe. 
You  have  undone  a  Man  of  fourfcore  three. 
That  thought  to  fill  his  Grave  in  quiet;   yea. 
To  dye  upon  the  Bed  my  Father  dy'd. 
To  lye  clofe  by  his  honcft  Bones ;  but  now 
Some  Hang-man  muft  put  on  my  Shroud,  and  lay  mc 
Where  no  Prieft  (hovels  in  Duft.     Oh  curfed  Wretch! 

[To  Per4 
That  knew'ft  this  was  the  Prince,  and  wouldft  adventure 
To  mingle  Faith  with  him.     Undone,  undone  ! 
If  I  might  die  within  this  Hour,  I  have  liv*d 
^To  die  when  I  defire.  [£jci: 

Flo*  Why  look  you  fo  upon  me  ? 
I  am  but  forry,  not  afraid  ;  delay'd, 
But  nothing  alter'd :  What  I  was  I  am  ; 
More  ftraining  on,  for  plucking  back  ;  not  following 
My  Leafh  unwillingly. 

Cam.  Gracious  my  Lord, 
You  know  your  Father's  Temper  :  At  this  time 
He  will  allow  no  Speech,  which  I  do  guefs 
You  do  not  purpofe  to  him  ;  and  as  hardly 
Will  he  endure  your  fight,  as  yet  I  fear  ; 
Then,  'till  the  fury  of  ]m  Highnefs  fettle. 
Come  not  before  him. 

Flo.  I  n^t  purpofe  it. 
I  think,  Camillo. 
^    Cam.  Even  he,  my  Lord. 

Fer.  How  often  have  I  told  you  'twould  be  thus  ? 
How  often  faid,  my  Dignity  would  laft 
But  'till  'twere  known  ? 

Flo.  It  cannot  fail,  but  by 
The  violation  of  my  Faith,  and  then 
Let  Nature  crufli  the  fides  o*  th*  Earth  together, 
Aad  mar  the  Seeds  witVvin.    l-\5t  m^  xVv^^  \-^^\s. 
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pttom  my  Succeflion  wipe  me.  Father,  I 
f^Am  Heir  to  my  AfFedion. 
Cam.  Be  advis'd. 
Flo.  I  am ;  and  by  my  Fancy,  if  my  Keafofi  , 

Will  thereto  be  obedient,  I  have  Reafon ; 

If  not,  my  Scnles,  better  plcas*d  with  madneft, 
2,  Do  bid  it  welcome. 

Cam.  This  is  defperate.  Sir. 
^       Flo.  So  call  it;  but  it  does  fulfil  my  Vow; 
'  I  needs  muft  think  it  Honefty.   Camilloy 

Not  for  Bohemia^  nor  the  Pomp  that  may 
,   Be  thereat  gleaned  ;  for  all  that  the  Sun  fees,  or 
■;'  The  clofe  Earth  wombs,  or  the  profound  Seas  hide 
■;  In  unknown  Fadoms,  will  I  break  my  Oath 
.   To  this  my  fair  Belov'd :  Therefore,  I  pray  you, 
*    As  you  have  ever  been  nay  Father's  Friend,  » 

When  he  (hall  mifs  me«  (as  in  faith  I  mean  not 

To  fee  him  any  more)  caft  your  good  Counfels 

Upon  his  Paflion ;  let  my  felf  and  Fortune 

Tug  for  the  time  to  come.     This  you  may  know, 

And  fo  deliver,  I  am  put  to  Sea 

With  her,  whom  here  I  cannot  hold  on  Shore  ; 

And  moft  opportune  to  her  need,  I  Ijave 

A  Veffel  rides  faft  by,  but  not  prepared 

For  this  defign.     What  courfc  I  mean  to  hold 

Shall  nothing  benefit  your  Knowledge,  nor 

Concern  me  the  reporting. 
Cam.  O  my  Lord, 

I  would  your  Spirit  were  eaficr  for  advice. 

Or  ftronger  for  your  need.  A 

Flo.  Heark,  Perdita^ 

I'll  hear  you  by  and  by.  i 

Cam.  He's  irremovable, 

Relolv'd  for  flight :  Now  were  I  happy,  if 

His  going  I  could  frame  to  ferve  my  turn  ; 

Save  him  from  danger,  do  him  Love  and  Honour, 

Purchafethe  fight  again  of  dear  Sicilian  ^ 

And  that  unhappy  King,  my  Mafter,  whom 

I  fo  much  thirft  to  fee.  [ji^d^:. 


Flo.  Now,  good  Camillo^ 
I  am  fo  fraught  with  curious  Bufinef^^  that 
I  leave  out  Ceremony. 

Cam.  Sir,  I  think 
You  have  heard  of  my  poor  Services,  i'th'  love 
That  I  have  born  your  Father? 

Flo.  Very  nobly 
Have,  you  deferv'd :  It  is  my  Father's  Mufick 
To  (peak  your  Deeds ;  not  little  of  his  care 
To  have  them  recompenc'd>  as  thought  op. 

Cam.  Well,  toy  Lord, 
If  you  may  pleafc  to  think  I  love  the  King, 
And  through  him,  what's  neareft  to  him>  which  is 
Your  gracious  felf,  embrace  but  my  direAion^ 
If  your  more  ponderous  and  fetled  Projeft 
May  fufFer  alteration  :  On  mine  Honour, 
I'll  point  you  where  you  (hall  have  fuch  receiving 
As  ftiall  become  your  Highnefs,  where  you  may 
Enjoy  your  Miftrefs ;  from  the  whom,  I  fce» 
There's  no  disjundion  to  be  made,  but  by 
(fis  Heav'ns  forefend)  your  Ruin.     Marry  her. 
And  with  my  beft  Endeavours^  in  your  abfence. 
Your  difcontented  Father  ftrive  to  qualifie. 
And  bring  to  liking. 

Flo.  How,  Camilloj 
May  this,  almoft  a  Minicle,  be  done  ? 
That  I  may  call  thee  fomething  more  than  Man, 
And  after  that  truft  to  thee? 

Cam.  Have  you  thought  on 
A  place  whereto  you'll  go  ? 

Flo.  Not  any  yet : 
But  as  th'unthought-on  Accident  is  guijty 
Of  what  we  wildly  do,  fo  we  profefs 
Our  felves  to  be  the  Slaves  of  Chances,  and  Flies 
Of  every  Wind  that  blows. 

Cam.  Then  lift  to  me  : 
Tois  follows,  if  you  will  not  change  your  purpofe. 
But  undergo  this  Flight  j  make  for  Siciliay 
And  there  prefent  your  felf,  and  your  fair  Princefs, 
(For  fo  I  fee  ihe  muft  be)  'fore  Leontcs; 
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I  She  (hall  be  habited,  as  it  becomes 
The  Partner  of  your  Bed.     Methioks  I  fee 
Leontes  opening  his  free  Arms,  and  weeping 
•  His  Welcomes  forth;  asks  thee,  the  Son,  forgiveneff. 
As 'twere  i'th' Father's  Perfon;  kifles  the  Hards 
Of  your  frefh  Princefs;  o'er  and  o'er  divides  h'm, 
,  'Twixt  his  unkindnefs,  and  his  kindnefs :  th'one 
He  chides  to  Hell,  and  bids  the  other  grow 
Fafter  than  Thought  or  Time. 

Flo.  V/oithyCamillo, 
What  colour  for  my  Vifitatlon  fliall  I 
Hold  up  before  him  ?   • 
'       Cam.  Sent  by  the  King  your  Father 
To  greet  him,  and  to  give  him  Comforts,     Sir, 
The  manner  of  your  bearing  towards  him,  with 
What  you,  as  from  your  Father,  Ihall  deliver. 
Things  known  betwixt  us  three,  TJl  write  you  down, 
The  which  fliall  point  you  forth  at  every  fitting 
What  you  muftfay,  that  he  (hall  not  perceive. 
But  that  you  have  your  Father's  Bofom  there. 
And  fpeak  his  very  Heart, 

Flo.  I  am  bound  to  you  : 
There  is  fome  Sap  in  this. 

Cam,  A  courfe  more  proAiifing, 
Than  a  wild  Dedication  of  your  felves 
To  unpath'd  Waters,  undream'd  Shores;  moft  certain. 
To  Miferies  enough  :  No  hope  to  help  you. 
But  as  you  fhake  oflF  one,  to  take  another  : 
Nothing  fo  certain,  as  your  Anchors,  who 
Do  their  beft  Office,  if  they  can  but  ftay  you. 
Where  you'll  be  loath  to  be:   Btifidcs,  you  know,  ^ 

Profperity's  the  very  Bond  of  Love, 
Whofe  frefli  Complexion,  and  whofe  Heart  together^ 
AfHi<%ion  alters. 

Per.  One  of  thefe  is  true : 
I  think  Afflidion  may  fubdue  the  Cheek, 
But  not  take  in  the  Mind. 

Cam.  Yea,  fay  you  fo  ? 
There  fliall  not  at  your  Father^s  Houfe,  thefe  ftvei  Years, 
Be  born  another  fuch. 

I  i  4  ^^'^^ 


Flo.  My  good  Cyimillo^ 
She's  as  forward  of  her  Breeding,  as 
She  is  Tth*  rear  oiicr  Birth, 

Cam,  I  cannot  fay,  *tis  pity 
She  lacks  Inftruftions,  for  (lie  fecms  a  Miftrefs 
To  inuft  that  teach. 

Fcr.  Your  pardon,  Sir,  for  this.  . 
ril  blufli  you  Thanks, 

Flo.  My  prettied  Perdita 

But  O,  the  Thorns  we  ftand  upon.  Camillc^ 

Prefcrvcr  of  my  Father,  now  of  me; 

The  Medicine  of  our  Houfe;  how  fliall  we  do? 

We  are  not  furnilh'd  hke  Bohemias  Son, 

Nor  Ihall  appear  in  Sicily 

Cam.  My  Lord, 
Fcir  none  of  this:  I  think  you  know  my  Fortunes 
Do  all  lye  there :  Jt  (hall  be  fo  my  care 
To  have  you  Royally  a^'pointed,  as  if 
The  Scene  you  play  were  mine.    For  inflance.  Sir, 
That  you  may  know  you  fliall  not  want^  one  word. 

C  They  tall^  afi^^ 
Enter  Autolicus. 

^Ht.  Ha,  ha,  what  a  Fool  Honefty  is  !  and  Truft>  his 
fworn  Brother,  a  very  fimple  Gentleman  I  I  have  fold  all 
my  Tfuropery ;  not  a  Counterfeit  Stone,  not  a  Ribbon, 
(jiafs.  Pomander,  Browch,  T^blc-book,  Ballad,  Knife, 
Tape,  Glove,  Shooe-tye,  Bracelet,  Horn-ring  to  keep  my 
Pack  from  faftning:  They  throng  who  (hoiild  buy  firft,  as 
if  my  Trinkets  had  been  hallowed,  and  brought  a  Bene- 
diftion  to  the  Buyer ;  by  which  means,  I  faw  whofe  Purfc 
was  beft  in  Pidurej  and  what  I  faw,  to  my  good  ufe,  I 
rcmember'd.  My  good  Clown  (who  wants  but  fbmething 
to  be  a  reafonable  Man)  grew  fo  in  Love  with  the  Wenchts 
Song,  that  he  would  not  ftir  his  Pettitoes  'till  he  had  both 
Tune  and  Words,  which  fo  drew  the  reft  of  the  Herd  la 
me,  that  all  their  other  Senfes  ftuck  in  Ears;  you  might 
have  pinch'd  a  Placket,  it  was  fenfelcfs,  'twas",  nothing  to 
geld  a  Codpiece  of  a  Purfe;  I  would  have  filed  Keys  off 
that  hung  in  Chains  :  No  hearing,  no  fcchng,  but  tny  Sirs 
Song,  and  admiring  the  nothiry?^  ot  \u    Si^  xV  ^\.  \t\  \.W>5a  wcv^ 

•  ^  m. 


^ 


The  Winters  Tale.  ^ y  j 

of  Lethargy,  I  picked  and  cut  moft  of  their  F.ftivalPuifesz 
And  had  not  the  old  Man  come  in  with  a  Whoo-bub  a- 
gainft  his  Daughter,  and  the  King's  Son,  and  fcat*d  my 
Chowghes  from  the  ChaiF,  I  had  not  left  a  Purfc  alive  m 
the  whole  Army. 

Cam.  Nay;  but  my  Letters  by  this  means  being  there. 
So  foon  as  you  arrive,  (hall  clear  that  doubt. 

Flo.  And  thofe  that  you'll  procure  from  KmgLc^ntes—^ 

Cam.  Shall  fatisfie  your  Father. 

Fer.  Happy  be  you  : 
All  that  you  fpeak,  fticws  fair. 

Cam.  Who  have  we  here  ? 
We'll  make  an  Inftrument  of  this ;  omit 
Nothing  may  give  us  aid. 

Atit.  If  they  have  over-heard  me  now :  why  Hanging. 

Cam.  How  now,  good  Feilow, 
Why  fliak'ft  thoufo?  Fearnot,  Man, 
Here's  no  harm  intended  to  thee. 

jiut.  I  am  a  poor  Fellow,  Sir. 

Cam.  Why,  be  fo  ftill :  here's  no  Body  will  fteal  that 
from  thee  ;  yet  for  the  outfide  of  thy  Poverty,  we  muft 
make  an  exchange:  Therefore  difcafe  thee  inftantly^,  (thou 
muft  think  there's  a  Neceffity  in't)  and  change  Garments 
with  this  Gentleman:  Tho'  the  Pcnny-wonh,  on  his  (idr, 
be  the  worft,  yet  hold  thee,  there's  fomc  boor. 

Ant.  I  am  a  poor  Fellow,  Sir;  I  know  ye  wcJI  c- 
nough. 

Cam.  Nay,  prcthee  difpatch  ;  the  Gentleman  is  half  flead 
already. 

Am.  Arc  you  in  earneft,  Sir  ?  I  fmcU  the  Trick  on>. 

Flo.  Difpatch,  I  prcthee. 

Am.  Indeed  I  have  had  carncft,  but  I  cannot  with  Con- 
fcience  take  it. 

Cam.  Unbuckle,  unbuckle. 
Fortunate  Miftrefs,  (\ti  my  Prophecy 
Come  home  to  ye,)  you  muft  lecire  your  ft  If 
Into  fome  Covert  ^  take  your  Swee^-Seart's  Hat 
And  pluck  it  o'er  your  Brows,  muiffle  your  Face, 
Difmantlc  you,  and,  as  you  can,  difliken 
The  Truth  of  yojr  own  feeming,  tW  ^ovx  tcvvj 


(For  I  dv\)  fear  Eyes  over  yo.O  to  Ship-board 
Get  undefcry'd. 

Per.  I  fee  the  Play  fo  lyes. 
That  I  muft  bear  a  part. 

Cam.  No  remedy • 

Have  you  done  there  I 

Flo.  Sljould  I  now  meet  my  Father, 
He  would  not  call  me  Son. 

Cam.  Nay,  you  ftiall  have  no  Hat : 
Come  Lady,  come :  Farewel,  my  Friend. 
jiuu  Adieu,  Sir. 
Flo.  O  Perditay   what  have  wc  twain  forgot  ? 
*Pray  yoa  a  word. 

Cam.  What  I  do  next,  (hall  be  next  to  tell  the  King  [-4/£fc. 
Of  this  Efcape,  and  whither  they  are  bound : 
Wherein  my  hope  is,  I  ftiall  fo  prevail. 
To  force  him  after;  in  whofc  Company 
I  ftiall  review  Sicilia;  for  whofe  ftght, 
I  have  a  Woman's  Longing. 

Flo.  Fortune  fpeed  us. 
Thuswefcton,  Camillo^  to  th*  Sea  fide.      [£:r// Flo.  ($- Per. 
Cam.  The  fwifter  fpeed,  the  better.  [Exit. 

Ant.  I  underftand  the  Bufinefs^  I  hear  it :  To  have  ao 
open  Ear,  a  quick  Eye,  and  a  nimble  Hand,  is  neceftfary  for 
a  Cut-purfe;  a  good  Nofe  is  requifite  alfo,  to  fmell  out 
'^ork  for  th'other  Senfcs.  I  fee  this  is  the  time  that  the  ud- 
juft  Man:  doth  thrive.  What  an  exchange  had  this  been, 
without  boot  ?  What  a  boot  is  here,  with  this  exchange ; 
fure  the  Gods  do  this  Year  connive  at  us,  and  we  may  do 
any  thing  extempore.  The  Prince  himfelf  is  about  a  piece 
of  Iniquity,  ftealing  away  from  his  Father,  with  his  Clog  at 
hJs  Hi:els,  If  I  thDughc  it  were  a  piece  of  Honefly  to  ac- 
quaint the  King  withal>  I  would  not  do*t :  I  hold  it  the 
Hiore  Knavery  to  conceal  it  ;  and  therein  am  I  cqnftant  to 
my  Profeffiona 

Enter  Clown  and  Shepherd. 

Afide,  afide,  here's  more  matter  for  a  hot  Brain  ;  Every 
Lanes  end,  every  Shop,  Church,  Seffion,  Hanging,  yields  a 
<:arefulMan  work* 


The  Winters  Tale*  «? 5  5 

Ch.  See,  fee  j  what  a  Man  you  are  now  ?  There  is  no 
other  way,  but  to  tell  the  King  (he's  a  Changling,  and  none 
of  your  Flefti  and  Blood. 

Shcp.  Nay,  but  hear  roe, 

Clo.  Nay,  but  hear  me« 

Shep.  Go  to  then. 

Clo.  She  being  none  of  your  Flefli  and  Bloody  ycurFklh 
and  Blood  has  not  offended  the  King,  and  fo  your  Fitfh  and 
Blood  is  not  to  be  puniih'd  by  him*.  Shew  thole  thin{>s  you 
found  about  her,  thofe  fecret  things,  all  but  what  ihc  has 
with  her;  this  being  done,  let  the  Law  go  whiflk;  I  war- 
rant you. 

Shep.  I  will  tell  the  King  all,  every  Word,  yea,  and  his 
Sons  pranks  too;  who,  I  may  fay>  is  no  honeft  JVlan  nei- 
ther to  his  Fatheo  nor  to  me,  to  go  about  to  make  me  the 
King's  Brother-in-law, 

Clo.  Indeed  Brother-in-law  was  the  fartheft  off  you  could 
have  been  to  him,  and  then  your  Blood  had  been  the  dearer 
by  I  know  how  much  an  Ounce, 

u4Ht.  Very  wifely,  Puppies.  [/ifide. 

Shep.  Weil;  lee  us  to  the  King;  there  is  that  in  this  Far- 
thcl  will  make  him  fcratch  his  Beard. 

jint.  I  know  not  what  Impediment  this  Complaint  may 
be  to  the  Flight  of  my  Mafter. 

Clo.  'Pray  heartily  he  be  at  Palace. 

jiHt.  Tho'  I  am  not  naturally  honeft,  I  am  fo  fometimes 
by  chance :  Let  me  pocket  up  my  Pedlers  Excrement.  How 
now,  Ruftiques,  whither  are  you  bound? 

Shep^  To  th'  Palace,  and  it  like  your  Worfliip. 

jint.  Your  Affairs  there?  What?  with  whom?  thcCon- 
dition  of  that  Farthel?  the  Place  of  your  Dwelling?  your 
Names?  your  Ages?  of  what  having?  breeding,  and  any  thing 
that  is  fitting  for  to  be  known,  difcover  ? 

Clo»  We  are  but  plain  Fellows,  Sir, 

Ant.  A  Lie;  you  are  rough  and  hairy;  let  me  have  no 
lying;  it  becomes  none  but  Tradefinen,  and  they  often  give 
us.  Soldiers,  the  Lie,  but  we  pay  them  for  it  with  (lamped 
Coin,  not  ftabbing  Steel,  therefore  they  do  not  give  us  the 
Lie. 


CU^ 


^  )  ^  " 

Clo.  Your  V/oiTiiip  had  like  to  have  given  us  one,  ifyon 
had  not  taken  your  felf  with  the  manner. 

Shef.  Are  you  a  Courtier,  and  Jikeyou,  Sir? 

Aut.  Whether  it  like  mc,  or  no,  I  am  a  Courtier.  Seeft 
thou  not  the  Air  of  the  Court  in  thtfe  Enfoldings?  Hath 
not  my  G^te  in  it  the  Meafureof  the  Court  ?  receives  n©t  thy 
Nofe  Court-Odour  from  me?  Reflcft  I  not  on  thy  Bafe- 
Tie's,  Court- Cor.tcmpt?  Think'ftthou,  forthatlinfinuate,or 
toazc  from  thee  thy  Bufinefs,  I  am  therefore  no  Courtier! 
I  am  Couitier  Cap-a-pe ;  and  one  that  will  either  pufh-on, 
or  pluck  back,  thy,  bufinefs  there  ;  whereupon  I  command 
thee  to  open  thy  Affair. 

Shcp.  My  Bulinefs,  Sir,  is  to  the  King. 

Ant.  What  Advocate  haft  thou  to  him? 

Shep.  I  know  not,  and*t  like  you. 

Clo.  Advocate's  the  Court-word  for  a  Pheazant ;  fay  you 
have  nore. 

Shep.  None, Sir;  I  have  no  Pheafant  Cock,  nor  Hen. 

Apit.  How  blcfled  arc  we,  that  are  not  fimple  Men! 
Yet  Nature  might  have  made  me  as  thefe  are, 
Theiefore  I  will  not  difdain. 

Clo.  This  cannot  be  but  a  great  Courtier. 

Shep.  His  Garments  arc  rich,  but  he  wears  them  not  band* 
fomly. 

Cle.  He  fecms  to  be  the  more  Noble  in  being  fantaftical; 
a  jjrtat  Man,  I'll  warrant ;  I  kaow  by  the  Picking  on's 
Teeth. 

Aut.  The  Fa^thel  there  ;  what's  i'th'  Fartjiel? 
Wherefore  that  Box? 

Shep.  Sir,  there  ly.s  fuch  Secrets  in  this  Farthel  and  Box, 
which  none  muft  know  but  the  King,  and  which,  he  fliail 
know  within  this  Hour,  if  I  may  come  to  th' Speech  of  him. 

Aut.  A^e,  thoi  haft  loft  thy  Labour. 

Shep.  Why  Sir? 

Ant.  The  King  is  not  at  the  Palace,  he  is  gone  aboard  a 
new  Ship  to  purpe  Melancholly,  and  air  himfelf;  for  if  thou 
be'ft  caoable  of  things  ferious,  thou  muft  know  the  Kins  is 
ful!  of  Grief.  ^ 

Shep,  So  'tis  faid,  Sir,  about  h's  Son  that  ftiould  have 
mariicd  a  Shepherd's  Daughter. 

A>»x 
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Ant.  If  that  Shepherd  be  not  in  Hand-faft,  let  him  fiy; 
the  Curfes  he  Ihall  haVe,  the  Tortures  he  fhall  feel,  will 
break  the  Back  of  Man,  the  Heart  of  Monfter. 

Go.  Think  you  fo,  Sir  f 

Aut.  Not  he  alone  (hall  fuffer  what  Wit  can  ni£kc  hcavy^ 
and  Vengeance  bitter ;  but  thofe  that  are  Germain  to  hiaj," 
tho*  remov'd  fifty  times,  (hall  a!l  come  under  the  Hangman; 
which,  tho*  it  be  great  Pity,  yet  it  is  neceflary.  An  old 
Sheep-whiftling  Rogue,  a  Ram-render,  to  offer  to  have  his 
Daughter  come  into  Grace?  Some  fay  he  (hall  be  fton'd; 
but  that  Death  is  too  fofc  for  him,  fay  1:  Draw  our  Throne 
into  a  Sheep-Coat?  All  Deaths  are  too- few,  the  iharpefl: 
too  cafie. 

Clo.  Has  the  old  Man  e'er  a  Son,  Sir;  do  you  hear,  and't 
like  you.  Sir? 

Ant.  He  has  a  Son,  who  fliall  be  flay'd  alive,  thcn*noint* 
cd  over  with  Honey,  fet  on  the  Head  of  a  Wafp's  Neft^ 
then  ftand  'till  he  be  three  Quarters  and  a  Dr^m  dead; 
then  recovered  again  with  Acjua-vitit^  or  fome  other  hot 
Infufion ;  then,  raw  as  he  is,  (^and  in  the  hottell  Day  Prog- 
noftication  proclaims^  ftiall  he  be  fet  againft  a  Brick-WaH, 
the  Sun  looking  with  a  Southward  Eye  upon  him,  where 
he  is  to  behold  him,  with  Flies  blown  to  Death.  But 
what  talk  we  of  thefe  Traitorly-Rafcals,  whofe  Miferies  arc 
to  be  fmil'd  at,  their  Offences  being  fo  capital  ?  Tell  mt^ 
('for  you  feem  to  be  honefl:  plain  Men)  what  you  have  to 
the  King;  being  fomething  gently  confider'd,  I'll  bring 
you  where  he  is  aboard,  tender  yourPerfons  to  hi^  Prefencc^ 
whifper  him  in  your  behalf;  and  if  it  be  in  Man,  be- 
fides  the  King,  to  effed  your  Suits,  here  is  a  Man  ihaU 
do  it, 

Clo.  He  feems  to  be  of  great  Authority;  dofe  with  him, 
give  him  Gold;  and  though  Authority  be  a  flubborn  Bear, 
yet  he  is  oft  led  by  the  Nofe  with  Gold;  fliew  the  in  fide 
of  your  Purfe  to  the  outfide  of  his  Hand, and  no  m:)re  ^do. 
Remember  flon'd  and  flay'd  alive. 

Shep.  And't  pleafe  you,  Sir,  to  undertake  the  Buiinefs 
for  us,  here  is  the  Go!d  I  have;  I'll  make  it  as  much 
more,  and  leave  this  young  Man  in  Pawn  \'ill  I  bring  it 
you. 
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jint.  After  I  have  done  what  I  promifed?  I 

Shep.    Ay,  Sir.  I 

jiut.  Well,  give  me  the  Moiety.    Arc  you  a  parting  h  I 
this  Bufinefs?  I 

Clo.  In  fome  fort,   Sir ;   but  tho'  my  Caft  be  a  pitifd  I 
one,  I  hope  I  ihall  not  be  flay'd  out  of  it.  I 

j4Ht.  Oh  that's  the  Cafe  of  the  She[Jherd's  Son;  luog  I 
him,  he'll  be  made  an  Example.  I 

Clo,  Comfort,   good  Comfort;    we  muft  to  the  Kii^  I 
and  fhew  our  ftrange  Sights;   he  muft  know  'tis  none  of  I 
your  Daughter  nor  my    Sifter,   we  are  gone  elfe.    Sir,  I 
will  give  you  as  much  as  this  old  Man  does^  when  the  Bu- 
finefs is  performed,   and  remain,  as  he  fays,  your  Pawn  'till 
it  be  brought  you. 

Aut.  I  will  truft  you,  walk  before  toward  the  Sea-fide, 
go  on  the  right  Hand>  I  will  but  look  upon  the  Hedge,  and 
follow  you. 

Clo.  We  are  blefs*d  in  this  Man,  as  I  may  fay,  even 
blefs'd. 

Shep.  Let*s  before,  as  he  bids  us;  he  was  provided  to  do 
Us  good.  [Exeunt  Shep.  and  Chm. 

Ant.  If  I  had  a  Mind  to  be  honeft,  I  fee  Fortune  ^^xiiA 
not  fuffer  me;  ftie  drops  Booties  in  my  Mouth.  I  am 
courted  now  with  a  double  Occafion:  Gold,  and  a  Means 
to  do  the  Prince  my  Matter  good ;  which,  who  knows  how 
that  may  turn  back  to  my  Advancement?  I  will  bring thefe 
two  Moals,  thefe  blind  ones,  aboard  him;  if  he  think  it  fit 
to  Shoar  them  again,  and  that  the  Complaint  they  have  to 
the  King  concerns  him  nothing,  let  him  call  me  Rogue,  for 
being  fo  far  oflBcious,  for  I  am  Proof  againft  that  Title,  and 
what  Shame  elfe  belongs  to't :  To  him  will  I  prefent  them, 
there  may  be  Matter  in  it.  \Exiu 
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*i)     Enur  Leontes,  Cleomines,  Dion*  Paulina,  and  Servantu 

^;   C/^a.QIR,  you  have  dor.e  enough,  and  have  peiform'd 
i3  A  Saint-ljke  Sorrow:  No  Fault  couJd  you  mak^ 
Which  you  have  not  redetm'ds  indeed  pay'd  dovn 
More  Penitence,  than  done  Trefpafs.    At  the  laft 
Do  as  the  Heavens  have  done;  forget  your  evil 
With  them,  forgive  your  felf, 

Leo.  Whilft  I  remember 
Her  and  her  Virtues,  I  cannot  forget  v 

My  Blemiihes  in  them,  and  fo  ftill  think  of 
The  Wrong  I  did  my  felf ;  which  was  fo  much. 
That  Heir-lefs  it  hath  made  my  Kingdom,  and 
Deftroy*d  the  fweet*ft  Companion  that  e'er  Man 
Bred  his  Hopes  out  of,  true. 

Paul.  Too  true,  my  Lord, 
If  one  by  one  you  wedded  all  the  World, 
Or  from  the  All  that  are,  took  fomething  good^ 
To  make  a  perfedt  Woman ;  fhe  you  kill'd, 
V/ould  be  unparallell'd. 

Leo.  I  think  fo.     Killed  ? 
She  I  kiird  ?  I  did  fo,  but  thou  ftrik'ft  me 
Sorely,  to  fay  I  did;  it  is  as  bitter 
Upon  thy  Tengue,  as  in  my  Thought.     Now,  good  nowj 
Say  fo  but  feldom, 

Cleo.  Not  at  all,  good  Lady ; 
You  might  have  fpoken  a  thoufand  things,  that  would 
Have  done  the  time  more  Benefit,  and  grac'd 
Your  Kindnefs  better. 

TauU  You  are  one  of  thofe, 
Would  have  him  wed  again. 

Dio.  If  you  would  not  fo. 
You  pity  not  the  State,  nor  the  Remembrance 
Of  l)is  moft  Soveraign  Name;  Confider  little. 
What  Dangers,  by  his  Highnefs  fail  of  IlTue, 
May  drop  upon  his  Kingdom,  and  devour 
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And  thofe  but  mean. 

Leo.  HisPrincefs,  fay  you,  with  him/ 
Ser.  Yes;  the  mofl:  peerlefs  piece  of  Earthy  I  thinks 
That  e'er  the  Sun  (hone  bright  on* 

Paul.  Oh  HermioHCf 
As  every  prcfcnt  Time  doth  boaft  it  felf 
Above  a  becterj  gone;  fo  mud  thy  Grave 
Give  way  to  what's  feen  now.    Sir,  you  your  felf 
Have  faia,  and  writ  fo;  but  your  writing  now 
Is  colder  than  that  Theam ;  (he  had  not  been^ 
Nor  was  not  to  be  equalled ;  thus  your  Vcrfe 
Flow'd  with  her  Beauty  once,  'tis  ftirewdly  ebb'd. 
To  fay  you  have  feen  a  better. 

Ser.  Pardon,  Madam; 
The  one  I  have  almoft  forgot,  (your  Pardon^ 
The  other,  when  (he  has  obtaitfd  your  Eye, 
Will  have  your  Tongue  too.     This  is  a  Creature, 
Would  (he  begin  a  Sed,  might  quench  the  Zeal 
Of  all  Profelfors  elfe,  make  Profelites 
Of  who  (he  but  bid  follow* 

Panl.  How  ?  not  Women  ? 

Ser.  Women  will  love  her,  that  (he  is  a  Woman 
More  worth  than  any  Man :  Men,  that  (he  is 
The  rareft  of  all  Women, 

Le$,  Go,  Cleommes; 
Your  felf  Caflifted  with  your  honoured  Friends^ 
Bring  them  to  our  Embracemcnt,     Still  'tis  flrange 
He  thus  (hould  ileal  upon  us.  .    '        \^Exit  Cleo 

PauL  Had  our  Prince, 
(Jewel  of  Childrenyl  feen  tbi$  Hour,  he  had  pairM 
Well  with  t^hls,  I^rd;  there  was  not  a  full  Month 
Between  their  Births.  v   . 

Leo.  PretheCjUo  more;  cealeV  thou  know'ft 
He  dies  to  me  again,  when  talk'd  of:  Sure 
When  I  (hall  fee  this  Gentleman,  thy  Speeches 
Will  bring  me  to  confidcr  that,  which  may,    . 
Unfurni(h  me  of  Rea(bn,     They  are  come* 

Enter  Florizeljf  PerdijCa,  Clepmines,  andpthfrf^ 
Your  Mother  was  moft  true  to  Wedlock,  Prince,  ; 
For  (he  did  print  your  ICoyal  Father  off. 
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Conceiving  you.    Were  I  but  twenty  one, 
r^  Your  Father's  Image  is  fo  hit  in  you, 

His  very  Air,  that  I  (hould  call  you  Brother, 
As  I  did  him,  and  fpeak  of  fomething  wildly 
By  us  performed  before.     Moft  dearly  welcome. 
And  your  fair  Princefs,  Goddefs,  oh  f  alas{ 
£  I  loft  a  Couple,  that  'twixt  Heav'n  and  Earth 
Might  thus  have  ftood,  begetting  Wonder,  as 
You,  gracious  Couple  do ;  and  then  I  loftj 
C All  mine  own  Folly)  the  Society, 
J    Amity  too  of  your  brave  Father,  whom 
*^    (Tho'  bearing  Mifery^  I  defire  my  Life 
Once  more  to  look  on  him. 

FU.  By  his  Command 
Have  I  here  touch'd  Sicilidy  and  from  him 
Give  you  all  Greetings,  that  a  King,  as  Friend, 
Can  fend  his  Brother;  and  but  Infirmity, 
Which  waitsupon  worn  times,  hath  fomething  feiz'd 
His  wifti'd  Ability,  he  had  himfelf 
The  Lands  and  Waters  'twixt  your  Throne  and  his 
Meafur'd,  to  look  upon' you,  whom  he  loves. 
He  bad  me  fay  fo,  more  than  all  the  Scepters, 
And  thofe  that  bear  them,  living. 

Leo.  Oh  my  Brother  I 
Good  Gentleman,  the  Wrongs  I  have  done  thee,  ftir 
Afrefh  within  me;  and  thefe  thy  Offices 
So  rarely  kind,  are  as  Interpreters 
Of  my  behind-hand  Slacknefe.     Welcome  hither. 
As  is  the  Spring  to  th'  Earth.     And  hath  he  too 
Expos*d  this 'Paragon  to  th*  fearful  Ufage, 
(At  leaft  ungentle)  of  the  dreadful  NeftMncy 
To  greet  a  Man»  not  worth  her  Pains;  much  Ief% 
Th'  Adventure  of  her  Perfon. 

Flo,  Good  my  Lord» 
She  came  from  Ljbid. 

Leo.  Where  the  warlike  Smalns^ 
Xhat  noble  honoured  Lord,  is  fear*d,  andlov*df 

FU.  Moft  Royal  Sir, 
From  thence ;  from  himj  whofe  Daughter 
His  Tears  proclaimed  his  parting  with  her ;  thence 

Kki  *^ 


(A  profperous  South*Wind  friendly^  ve  have  cro&d. 

To  execute  the  Charge  my  Father  gave  mQ, 

For  vifiting  your  Highnefs ;  my  belt  Train 

I  have  from  your  Sicilian  Shores  dirini(s'd9 

Who  for  Bohemia  bend,  to  (ignifie 

Not  only  my  Succefs.in  Lybia,  Sir, 

But  my  Arrival,  and  my  Wife's,  in  Safety 

Here,  where  we  are. 

Leo.  The  blefled  Gods 
Purge  all  Infedion  from  our  Air,  whilft  you 
Do  Climate  here;  you  have  a  holy  Father> 
A  graceful  Gentleman^  againfl  whofe  Perfon^ 
So  facred  as  it  is,  I  have  done  Sin  i  . 
For  which  the  Heav'ns,  taking  angry  Note, 
Have  left  Vie  Iffue-lefs,  and  your  Father^s  blefs'd. 
As  he  from  Heav'n  merits  it»  with  you. 
Worthy  his  Goodnefs.    What  might  I  have  been. 
Might  I  a  Son  and  Daughter  now  have  lcK>k'd  on. 
Such  goodly  things  as  you  f 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  Moft  noble  Sir, 
That  which  I  (hall  report  will  bear  no  Credit* 
Were  not  the  Proof  fo  nigh,  Pleafe  ypu,  great  Sir^ 
Bohemia  greets  you  from  himfelf,  by  me; 
Delires  you  to  attach  his  Son,  who  has 
His  Dignity  and  Duty  both  ca(i  off. 
Fled  from  his  Father,  from  his  Hopesj  and  with 
A  Shepherd's  Daughter. 

Leo.  Where's  Bohemia  i  fpeak. 

Lord.  Here  in  your  City ;  I  now  came  from  hinu 
I  fpeak  amazedly>  and  it  becomes 
My  Marvel,  and  my  Mcflage :  To  your  Court 
Whilft  he  was  haftning,  in  the  Chafe^  it  (eems. 
Of  this  fair  Couple,  meets  he  on  the  way 
The  Father  of  this  feeming  Lady,  and 
Her  Brother,  having  both  their  Country  quittcd9 
With  this  young  Prince. 

Flo.  Camillo  has  betray'd  me, 
Whofe  Honour,  and  whofe  Honefly 'till  now, 
EndurM  all  Weathers. 
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■       JS0ri/«  La/tfo  to  his  charge;   . 
Hc*s  with  the  King  your  Father. 

Leo.  Who.?  CamilU? 

Lord.  Camillo  f  Sir,  I  fpikt  with  hifli,   vho  now 
Has  thefe  poor  Men  in  Queftion*    Never  faw  I 
Wretches  fo  quake;  they  kneeUtheykifs  the  Earth; 
Forfwear  thennfelves  as  often  as  they  fpeak: 
Bohefhid  flops  his  Ears,  and  threatens  them 
With  divers  Deaths,  in  Death. 

Per.  Oh  my  poor  Father, 
The  Heav'n  fets  Spies  upon  us,  will  not  have 
Our  Contrad;  celebrated. 

Leo.  You  are  marry'd? 

Flo.  We  are  hot,  Sir,  nor  are  we  like  to  be; 
The  Stars,  I  fee,  will  kifs  the  Valleys  firft ; 
The  odds  for  high  and  low's  alike. 

Leo.  My  Lord, 
Is  this  the  Daughter  of  a  King^ 

Flo.  She  is. 
When  once  (he  is  my  Wife. 

Leo.  That  once,  I  fee,  by  your  good  Father's  Speed* 
Will  come  on  very  flowly.     I  am  forry, 
Moft  forry,  you  have  broken  from  his  liking. 
Where  you  were  ty'd  in  Duty;  and  as  forry. 
Tour  Choice  is  not  fo  rich  in  Worth  as  Beauty» 
That  you  might  well  enjoy  her. 

Flo.  Dear,  look  up,* 
Though  Fortune^  vifiblean  Enemy, 
Should  chafe  us,  with  my  Father;  Power  no  Jot 
Math  ihe  to  change  our  Loves.     Befeechyou,  Sir, 
Remember  fince  you  ow'd  no  more  to  Time 
Than  I  do  now;  with  Thought  of  fuch  AfFedions, 
Step  forth  mine  Advocate;  at  your  Requeft, 
My  Father  will  grant  precious  Things,  as  Trifles. 

Leo.  Would  he  do  fo,  I'd  beg  your  precious  Miftrefi 
Which  he  counts  but  a  Trifle. 

PattL  Sir,  my  Liege, 
Your  Eye  hath  too  much  Youth  in't;  not  a  Month 
Tore  your  Queen  dyM^  (he  was  more  worth  fuch  6azes 
Thin  what  you  look  on  now. 


Leo.  I  thought  of  her. 
Even  in  thefe  Looks  I  made*    But  your  Petition 
Is  yet  unanfwer'd ;  I  will  to  your  Father  ; 
Your  Honour  not  overthrown  by  your  Defires* 
I  am  Friend  to  them,  and  youf  upon  which  Erraod 
I  now  go  toward  him.  therefore  follow  vat. 
And  mark  what  way  I  make :  Come9  good  my  Lord. 

[Exmu 

S  C  E  N  E    II. 

Enter  Autolicus,  4nd  a  GentUmapf. 

jiut.  Befee<^h  you.  Sir,  were  you  prefent  at  this  &eli< 
tion  f 

I  Gent.  I  was  by  at  the  opening  of  the  Fardel,  heud 
the  old  Shepherd  deliver  the  Manner  how  he  found  it; 
whereupon,  after  a  little  Amazednefs,  we  were  all  com- 
manded out  of  the  Chamber;  only  this,  me-thougbt,  I 
heard  the  Shepherd  fay,  he  found  the  Child. 

jiut.  I  would  mofl:  gladly  know  the  IfTue  of  it* 

I  Gen.  I  make  a  broken  Delivery  of  the  BuGnefs;  but 
the  Changes  I  perceived  in  the  King  and  CamilUy  were  ve- 
ry Notes  of  Admiration ;  they  feem'd  almoft,  with  ilariog 
on  one  another,  to  tear  the  Cafes  of  their  Eyes,  Tfaoe 
was  Speech  in  their  Dumbnefs,  Language  in  their  very  G^ 
fture;  they  look'd  as  if  they  had  heard  of  a  World  ranfom'd, 
or  one  deftroy'd;  a  notable  Paffion  of  Wonder  appearVi 
in  them;  but  the  wifeft  Beholderj  that  knew  no  more 
but  feeing,  could  not  fay,  if  th'  Importance  were  Joy,  or 
Sorrow;  but  in  the  Extremity  of  the  one,  it  muu  needs 
be. 

Enter  another  Gentleman. 
Here  comes  a  Gentleman,  that  happily  knows  more: 
,The  News,  Rogero. 

1  Gen.  Nothing  but  Bonfires:  The  Oracle  is  fulfiird; 
the  King's  Daughter  is  found;  fuch  a  deal  of  Wonder  is 
broken  out  within  this  Hour,  that  Ballad-inakers  cannot  be 
able  to  exprefs  it. 
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^  Enter  another  Gentleman. 

Here  comes  the  Lady  PaHlimCs  Steward,   he  can  deliver 
,    you  more.    How  goes  it  now.  Sir/  This  News  which  is 
L   call'd  true,  is  fo  like  an  old  Talc,  that  the  Verity  of  it  is 
in  ftrong  Sufpicion;  has  the  King  found  his  Heirf 

}  Gen.  Moft  true,  if  ever  Truth  were  pregnant  by 
Circunoiftance :  That  which  you  hear,  you'll  fwear  you 
fee,  there  is  fuch  Unity  in  the  Proofs.  The  Mantle 
of  Queen  Hermione ;  her  Jewel  about  the  Neck  of  it; 
the  Letters  of  Antigonus  found  with  it,  which  they  know 
to  be  his  Charafter;  the  Majcfty  of  the  Creature,  in  Re- 
femblance  of  the  Mother;  the  Affeftion  of  Noblenqfe, 
which  Nature  fhews  above  her  Breeding,  and  many  o- 
ther  Evidences  proclaim  her  with  all  Certainty  to  be 
the  King's  Daughter.  Did  you  fee  the  Meeting  of  the  two 
Kings  ? 

2  Gent.  No* 

3  Gent.  Then  have  you  loft  a  Sight  which  was  to  be 
feen,  cannot  be  fpoken  of.  There  might  you  have  be- 
held one  Joy  crown  another,  fo  and  in  fuch  manner,  that 
it  feem'd  Sorrow  wept  to  take  leave  of  them ,  for  their 
Joy  waded  in  Tears.  There  was  cafting  up  of  Eyes,  hol- 
ding up  of  Hands,  with  Countenance  ot  fuch  Diftradion, 
that  they  were  to  be  known  by  Garment,  not  by  Favour* 
Our  King  being  ready  to  leap  out  of  hinifelf,  for  Joy  of 
his  found  Daughter;  as  if  that  Joy  were  now  become  a 
Lofs,  cries.  Oh,  thy  Mother,  thy  Mother!  then  asks 
Bohemia  Forgivenefs ;  then  embraces  his  Son-in-law ;  then 
again  worries  he  his  Daughter,  with  clipping  her.  Now 
he  thanks  the  old  Shepherd,  who  ftands  by,  like  a  Wea- 
ther-beaten Conduit  of  many  King's  Keins.  I  never  heard 
of  fuch  another  Encounter,  which  lam^s  Report  to  follow 
it,  and  undoes  Defcription  to  do  ir. 

2  Gent.  What  pray  you,  became  of  AntigonnSj  that  car- 
ry'd  hence  the  Child? 

$•  Gent.  Like  an  old  Tale  ft  ill,  which  will  have  Matters 
to  rehearfe,  tho'  Credit  be  afleep,  and  not  an  Ear  open ;  he 
was  torn  to  pieces  with  a  Bear;  this  avouches  the  Shep- 
herd's Son,  who  has  not  only  his  Innocence,  which  feems 


muchy  to  juftifie  him,  but  a  Handkerchief  and  RJDg^cfj 
his;  thgx PduUna knows. 

I  Gent.   What   became  of  his  Bark,    and  his  Follot- 
ers? 

3  Gent.  Wrackt  the  fame  Inftant  of  their  Mafio^s 
Death,  and  in  the  View  of  the  Shepherd ;  fb  that  all  tk 
Inftruments  which  aided  to  expofe  the  Child*  wereeveo 
then  loft,  when  it  was  found.  But  oh  the  noble  Combat, 
that  'twixt  Joy  and  Sorrow  was  fought  in  PanlinM.  She 
had  one  Eye  declin'd  for  the  Lofs  of  her  Husband,  aoocha 
elevated  that  the  Oracle  was  fulfilled.  She  lifted  the  Prio- 
cefs  from  the  Earth,  and  fo  locks  her  in  embracing*  as  if 
(he  would  pin  her  to  her  Hearr>  that  fhe  might  no  mort 
be  in  danger  of  loHng. 

I  Gent.  The  Dignity  of  this  Aft  was  worth  the  aur 
dience  of  Kings  and  Princes,  for  by  fuch  was  it  aded. 

3  Gent.  One  of  the  prettied  Touches  of  all,  and  that 
which  angled  for  mine  Eyes,  caught  the  Water,  though 
not  the  Fifli,  was,  when  at  the  Relation  of  the  Queen's 
Death,  with  the  manner  how  ihe  came  to  it,  bravely  con- 
fefs'd,  and  lamented  by  the  King,  how  Attentivenefs 
wounded  his  Daughter,  'till,  from  one  Sign  of  Dolour  to 
onother,  (he  did,  with  an  Al^^  I  would  faiia  fay,  bleed 
Tears;  for  J  am  fure,  my  Heart  wept  Blood.  Who  was 
mod  marble  there,  changed  Colour;  fome  f wounded,  all 
forrowed;  if  all  the  World  could  have  feen't,  the  Woe  had 
been  univerfah 

I  Gent.  Are  they  returned  to  the  Court  ? 

I  Gent.  No.  The  Princefs  hearing  of  her  Mother's  Statue, 
which  is  in  the  keeping  of  Paulina^  a  Piece  many  Years  in 
doing,  and  now  newly  perform'd  by  that  rare  Italian  Ma- 
fter,  ytelio  Rotiano,  who,  had  himfelf  Eternity,  and  could 
but  breath  into  his  Work,  would  beguile  Nature  of  her 
Cuftom,  fo  perfcftly  he  is  her  Ape.  He  fo  near  to  Hev 
mionej  hath  done  Hermiene^  that  they  fay  one  would  fpeak 
to  her,  and  (land  in  hope  of  Anfwer.  Thither,  with  aO 
greedinefs  of  AflFcftion,  are  they  gone,  and  there  they  in- 
tend to  fup. 

2.  Gent.  I  thought  (he  had  fome  great  Matter  there  in 
Hand,  for  (he  hath  privately  twice  or  thrice  a  Day,  ever 
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Tioce  the  Death  of  Hermione.  vifited  that  removed  Hou(e» 
j.SbaII  we  thither,  and  with  our  Company  piece  the  Kejoy« 
cing  ? 

I  Gent.  Who  would  be  thence,  that  has  the  benefit  of 
}  accefs  ?  Every  wink  of  an  Eye,  forae  new  Grace  will  be 
i!'  born  :  Our  abfence  makes  us  unthrifty  to  our  Knowledge* 
^  Let's  along.  \Exemt. 

}  Ant.  Now,  had  I  not  the  dafli  of  my  former  Life  in  m^ 
•  would  Preferment  drop  on  my  Head,  I  brought  the  old 
^  Man  and  his  Son  aboard  the  Prince ;  told  him,  1  heard  them 
talk  of  a  FartheU  and  I  know  not  what ;  but  he  at  that  time, 
over-fond  of  the  Shepherd's  Daughter  ^fo  he  then  took  her 
to  be)  who  began  to  be  much  Sea-fick,  and  himfelf  little 
better,  extremity  of  Weather  continuing,  this  Myftery  re- 
mained undifcover'd.  But  'tis  all  one  to  me  ;  for  nad  I  been 
the  finder  out  of  this  Secret,  it  would  not  have  relifird  ^ 
mong  my  other  Difcredits. 

Enter  Shepherd  and  Qown. 

Here  come  thofe  I  have  done  good  to  againft  my  Wil^ 
~  and  already  appearing  in  the  Bloffoms  of  their  Fortune. 

Shep.  Come  Boy,  I  am  paft  more  Children ;  but  thy 
Sons  and  Daughters  will  be  all  Gentlemen  born. 

CIq.  You  are  well  met.  Sir;  you  denied  to  fight  with  me 
this  other  day,  becaufe  I  was  no  Gentleman  bom :  See  you 
thefe  Clothes  ?  fay  you  fee  them  nor,  and  think  me  ftill  no 
Gentleman  born :  You  were  bcft  fay  thefe  Robes  are  not 
Gentlemen  born.  Give  me  the  Lie;  do,  and  try  whether  I 
am  not  now  a  Gentleman  born. 

Jim.  I  know  you  are  now.  Sir,  a  Gentleman  born. 

Go.  Ay,  and  have  been  fo  any  time  thefe  four  hours. 

Shep.  And  fo  have  I,  Boy. 

Clo.  So  you  have ;  but  I  was  a  Gentleman  born  before 
my  Father:  for  the  King's  Son  took  me  by  the  hand,  and 
caird  me  Brother;  and  then  the  two  Kings  call'd  my  Fa- 
ther, Brother ;  and  then  the  Prince  my  Brother,  and  the 
Princcfs  my  Sifter  called  my  Father,  Father,  and  fo  we 
wept;  and  there  was  the  firft  Gentleman-like  Tears  that  ever 
we  flied. 

Shef.  We  may  hve,  Son,  to  (hed  many  tsioic.^ 


c\». 


57 ^  ^*  Winters  Tale. 

From  thy  admiring  Daughter  took  the  Spirits 
Standing  like  Stone  with  thee. 

Fn.  And  give  me  leave. 
!And  do  not  fay  *tis  Superftition>  that 
I  knee),  and  then  emplore  her  Bleffing.     Lady» 
Dear  Queen,  that  ended  when  I  but  began. 
Give  me  that  Hand  of  yours  to  kifs. 

PduL  O,  Patience; 
The  Statue  is  but  newly  fix'd ;  the  Colour's 
Not  dry, 

Gim.  My  Lord>  your  Sorrow  was  too  (ore  laid  on. 
Which  fixteen  Winters  cannot  blow  away. 
So  many  Summers  dry,  fcarce  any  Joy, 
Did  ever  fo  long  live ;  no  Sorrow, 
But  kill'd  it  felf  much  fooner. 

PoL  Dear,  my  Brother, 
Let  him  that  was  the  Caufe  of  this,  have  pover 
To  take  off  fo  much  Grief  from  you,  as  he 
Will  piece  up  in  himfelf. 

PauU  Indeed,  my  Lord, 
If  I  had  thought  the  Sight  of  my  poor  Image 
Would  thus  have  wrought  you,  for  the  Stone  h  mine, 
I*d  not  have  (hew'd  you  it. 

Leo.  Do  not  draw  the  Curtain. 

PohL  No  longer  fh all  you  gaze on't,  left  your  Fancy 
May  think  anon,  it  moves. 

Le9*  Let  be,  let  be. 

Would  I  were  dead,  but  that  methinks  already* 

What  was  he  that  did  make  it?  See,  my  Lord, 
Would  you  not  deem  it  breath'd  ?  And  that  thoft  Veins 
Did  verily  bear  Blood  ? 

PoL  Mafterly  done. 
The  very  Life  feems  warm  upon  her  Lip. 

Leo.  The  fixure  of  her  Eye  has  motion  in*t. 
As  we  are  mock'd  with  Art. 

PohL  ril  draw  the  Curtain. 
My  Lord's  a^moft  fo  far  tranfported,  that 
He'll  think  anon  it  lives. 

Leoy  Oh  fweet  PauUnay 
Make  me  to  think  fo  twenty  Yeats  to%ti\v^t\ 
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No  fettled  Senfes  of  the  World  can  match 
The  Pleafure  of  that  madoefs*     Let't  alone. 

PauL  I  am  forry,  Sir>  I  have  thus  far  ftirr'd  you ;  but 
I  could  afflid  you  further. 

Leo.  Do  PAHliftd; 
For  this  Afflidion  has  a  Tafte  ^s  fweet 
As  any  cordial  Comfort.    Still  mechinks 
There  is  an  Air  comes  from  her.  What  fine  Chizzel 
Could  ever  yet  cut  Breath?  Let  no  Man  mock  me. 
For  I  win  kifs  her. 

PauL  Good  my  Lord  forbear ; 
The  ruddinefs  upon  her  Lip  is  wet; 
You'll  marr  it>  if  you  kifs  it ;  ftain  your  own 
With  oily  Painting;  (hall  I  draw  the  Curtain { 
Lc0.  No,  not  thefe  twenty  Years. 
Per.  So  long  could  I 
Stand  by,  a  Looker  on. 
PdtU.  Either  forbear> 
Quit  prefently  the  Chappel,  or  refolve  you 
For  more  amazement;  if  you  can  behold  it» 
rU  make  the  Statue  move  indeed ;  defcend. 
And  take  you  by  the  Hand ;  but  then  you'll  think* 
Which  I  proteft  againft,  I  am  affifted 
By  wicked  Powers. 

Le^.  What  you  can  make  her  do, 
I  am  content  to  look  on;  what  to  fpeak, 
I  am  content  to  hear;  for  'cis  as  eafie 
To  make  her  fpeak»  as  move. 

Paul.  It  is  required 
You  do  awake  your  Faith,  then  all  ftand  dill. 
On;  thofe  that  think  it  is  unlawful  Bufinefs 
I  am  about,  let  them  depart. 

Leo.  Proceed; 
No  Foot  (hall  ftir. 

PauL  Mufick;  awake  her:  Strike,  [^Mufick* 

'Tis  time,  defcend;  be  Scone  no  more;  approach. 
Strike  a!l  that  look  upon  with  Marvel.    Come, 
I'll  fill  your  Grave  up :  ftir,  nay  come  away : 
Bequeath  to  death  your  Numbnefs;  for  from  him 
Dear  Life  redeems  you,  you  perceive  ihe  ftirst 


Start  not,  her  Aftions  (hall  be  holy,  as 

You  hear  my  Spell  is  lawful,  do  not  fhun  her^^ 

Until  you  fee  her  die  again*  for  then 

You  kill  her  double.     Nay^  prefent  your  Hand; 

When  (he  was  young,  you  woo*d  her;  now  in  Age^^ 

Is  (he  become  the  Suitor? 

Leo.  Oh  fhe*s  warm>  ^Eminracing'hcr. 

If  this  be  Magick,  let  it  be  an  Art 

Lawful  as  Eating. 
Pol.  She  embraces  him. 
Cam.  She  hangs  about  his  Neck, 

If  flie  pertain  to  Life,  let  her  fpeak  toow 
Pol.  Ay,  and  make  it  manifeft  where  ihe  has  liv'd^ 

Or  how  fto?n  from  the  dead  ? 
Paul.  That  flie  is  living. 

Were  it  but  told  you,  ihould  be  hooted  at 

Like  ah  old  Tale;  but  it  appears  ihe  lives, 

Tho'  yet  (he  fpeak  not.     Mark  a  little  whilfw 

Pleafe  you  to  cnterpofe,  fair  Madam,  kneeU 

And  pray  your  Mother's  Blcffing;  turn  good  Lady, 

Our  Perdita  is  found.  [^Prefenting  Perditz^  ^hoJkpecls  r^Herm. 

Her.  You  Gods  look  down. 
And  from  your  facred  Viols  pour  your  Graces 
Upon  my  Daughter's  Head ;  tell  me,  mine  own. 
Where  haft  thou  been  preferv*d?  Where  liv'd?  How  found 
Thy  Father's  Court?  For  thou  (halt  hear  that  I, 
Kaowing  by  Pdulma,  that  the  Oracle 
Gave  hope  thou  wall  in  being,  have  preferv'd 
My  felf,  to  fee  the  Iffuc. 

Paul.  There  is  time  enough  for  that; 
Left  they  dcfire,  upon  this  pu(h,  to  trouble 
Your  Joys  with  like  Relation.     Go  together 
You  precious  Winners  all,  your  Exultation 
Partake  to  every  one ;   I,  an  old  Turtle, 
Will  wing  me  tofome  withered  Bowi  and  there- 
My  Mate,  that's  never  to  be  found  again. 
Lament  'till  I  am  loft. 

Leo.  O  Peace  Paulina : 
Thou  fliould'ft  a  Husband  take  by  my  Confent,^ 
As  I  by  thine  a  Wife.    This  is  a  Match» 


■"■f. 


And  nude  between's  by  Vows.    Thou  liaft  found  mine. 
But  how>  is  to  be  queftion'd;  for  I  faw  her. 
As  I  tfaoughti  dead  {  and  hive>  id  vain,  faid  many 
A  Prayer  upon  her  Srave.    I'll  not  feek  far 
(For  him,  I  pardy  know  his  mind)  to  find  thee 
An  honourable  Husband.    Come,  Camillot 
And  take  her  by  the  Hand  ;  whoTe  Worth  and  Honefiy 
Is  richly  noted;  and  here  juftified 
By  us,  a  pair  of  Kings.     Let's  from  this  place; 
What?  Look  upon  my  Brother:  Both  your  Pardonsi 
That  e'er  I  put  between  your  holy  Looks 
My  ill  Sufpicion:  This  your  Son-in-Law, 
And  Sod  unto  the  King,  whom,   Heav'ni  direding^ 
Is  troth-plight  to  your  Daughter.     Good  pamlinM, 
Lead  us  from  hence,  where  we  may  leifurely 
Each  one  demand,  and  anfwer  to  his  part 
Perform'd  in  this  wide  gap  of  Time,  lince  firft 
We  were  dilTever'd.    Haftily  lead  away.      lExeMnt  tmiutl 


7he  End  of  the  Second  Volume, 
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